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Architecture.  Domestic,  on  the  Pacific 
Coast,  Development  of — "The  adobe 
of  Southern  California,  harking  back 
to  Spain  with  its  tile  roof.s  and  low- 
lying  verandas;"  California  bungalow 
with  a  patio  effect  at  the  front,  451 ; 
The  old  missions  arc  responsible  for 
the  so-called  Mission  architecture,  of- 
ten dignified  and  luxurious;  an  echo  of 
Art  Nouvcau  in  the  architecture,  of  the 
Pacific  Coast,  452;  a  shingle  house 
showing  beautiful  proportions  and  un- 
usual formal  garden:  a  shingle  house 
built  to  the  curve  of  the  land,  453;  a 
California  bungalow,  showing  interest- 
ing construction  and  exquisite  har- 
mony of  materials  combined,  454. 

Arts  and  Crafts.  Annual  Exhibition  at 
the  National  Arts  Club,  New  York- 
One  corner  at  the  exhibit  of  Arts  and 
crafts  at  the  National  Arts  Club:  show- 
ing interesting  collection  of  wood  carv- 
ing.  477;   table   scarf,   embroidered    by. 

.  Mrs.  Sally  F.  Stevens;  crepe  dc  chint 
scarf,  ornamented  with  stencil  pattern 
by  Mi-ss  Mary  B.  Lambert;  curtain  of 
Russian  crash,  pond  lily  design,  exe- 
cuted in  embroidery  and  stencil  work, 
by  Mrs.  L.  li.  Hencke,  478;  desk  set 
of  copper,  ornamented  with  nasturtium 
design,  accent  of  brilliant  enamel  work, 
from  the  Rokesley  shop;  landscape  lea 
set  and  vases  from  handicr.ift  shops  at 
Marblchead,  47Q:  fire  screen  of  wood 
with  panels  of  copper  and  translucent 
glass,  by  Miss  Minna  D.  Behr;  lire  set 
of  beaten  iron  and  copper,  by  Miss  M. 
H.  Norton;  carved  oak  panel,  suitable 
for  chimney  decoration,  by  Mrs.  l\. 
Butterworth.  .180. 


Art,  Secession,  in  Europe — Panel  in  high 
relief,  showing  the  lengths  to  which 
the  Secessionists  carry  the  idea  of  a 
"decorative"  use  of  the  human  body, 
38;  Secession  conception  of  a  caryatid, 
with  a  few  subsidiary  figures  added  to 
fill  space,  39;  an  example  of  the  way 
some  German  Secessionists  symbolize 
mystery  and  sublimity,  40;  panel  of 
carved  wood,  showing  some  Secession- 
ist adaptations  of  ancient  syinbolism. 
41:  "Fountain  of  the  Rhine  Daugh- 
ters:" a  fair  example  of  Secessionist 
design,  42;  wood  panel  in  high  relief, 
a  good  illustration  of  decadence.  44. 

fiouquets.  Ghost,  and  the  Things  of 
Shortening  Days — Ghost  bouquets,  539, 
.T40- 

f^ungalow.  The  California — "The  adobe 
walls  which  were  formerly  built  for  de- 
fense, arc  now  modified  into  garden 
walls,  which  aflford  complete  seclusion." 
69;  "There  are  half-covered  porches 
(pergolas)  that  suggest  shade  and  cool, 
and  still  allow  the  sun  to  carpet  the 
ground  with  dappled  shadows."  70; 
"The  grouping  of  the  windows  is  a 
feature  of  marked  individuality:  they 
do  away  with  the  sense  of  being  en- 
closed within  walls."  71;  "In  a  coun- 
try with  the  contour  and  coloring  of 
California,  there  can  be  no  style  of 
architecture  mi  harmonious  as  that 
founded  upon  the  Spanish  Missions," 
72;  Work  of  Myron  Hunt  &  Klmer 
Grey,  .Vrchitects;  first  floor  and  garden 
plan  of  residence  of  Mr.  Robert  C. 
Gillis,  Santa  .Monica,  Cal.,  74;  a  Cali- 
fornia house  :iiul  garden,  75;  house  in 
Pasadena,  7(1;  house  for  Guy  Cochran, 
l.os  Angeles,  California,  77:  Oak  Knoll. 


ILLUSTRATIONS 


residence  of  Mr.  Gilbert  E.  Perkins, 
Pasadena.  78;  porch  and  terrace,  79. 

Cabinet  Work,  Practical,  l^essons  in — 
Design  of  original  Morris  chair,  90; 
working  drawings  of  Morris  chair,  91; 
magazine  or  music  cabinet:  working 
drawing  of  cabinet,  92;  portable  cab- 
inet, working  drawing  of  portable  cab- 
inet, 93;  Craftsman  chair,  working 
drawing  of  Craftsman  chair,  94;  a  table 
desk,  95;  working  drawing  for  table 
desk,  letter  file,  working  drawing  of 
letter  file.  f)6;  detail  showing  method 
of  lacing  cane.  214;  occasional  chair; 
working  drawing  of  occasional  chair; 
small  cane  rocker  and  working  draw- 
ing, 215;  "*  cane  armchair  and  working 
drawing,  216;  large  cane  rocking  chair 
and  working  drawing;  a  cane  settle. 
217;  bookcase  with  laced  cane  panels 
and  working  drawing,  218:  Craftsman 
bookcase.  704;  design  for  a  bookcase, 
70s;  Craftsman  bedstead,  706;  design 
for  a  bed,  707;  Craftsman  checker 
table,  708;  design  for  a  checker  table, 
709. 

Carpenter.  .A,  Who  is  a  Collector  of  .\rt 
Objects — The  living  room  in  the  aparl- 
ment  of  Mr.  Roberts,  showing  his  val- 
uable collection  of  books  in  the  home- 
made bookcases.  445;  Mr.  Roberts  has 
secured  many  of  his  most  important 
paintings  and  keramics  in  exchange  for 
carpenter   work,  446. 

Competition  in  Designs  for  Textile  Dec- 
oration in  ,\ppliqne.  Prize  Winners  of 
The  Cr.\ktsm.\n — Table  square  or  sofa 
pillow,  designed  by  Frances  Gilbert 
Goe.  Chicago:  fourth  prize.  509:  pea- 
cock portiere,  designed  by  Elizabeth 
C.  Niemann.  Philadelphia:  first  prize. 
601:  sofa  pillow,  designed  by  Inez 
Freeman.  New  York:  second  prize; 
sofa  pillow  designed  by  Ida  J.  Lewis. 
New  York:  honorable  mention.  632; 
.sofa     pillow,     designed     by     Adelaide 


Blanchard  Crandall,  Plainfield,  N.  J.: 
honorable  mention;  small  curtain,  de- 
signed b}'  Mary  F.  Overbeck,  Cam- 
bridge City,  Ind. :  honorable  mention, 
603;  curtain  designed  by  Inez  Free- 
man, New  York,  honorable  mention; 
pond  lily  curtain  designed  by  Mary  h'. 
Overbeck,  Cambridge  City,  Ind. :  third 
prize,  604. 

Concerning  Sawdust  Piles,  and  the 
Things  that  Vanish  When  the  Lumber 
Camp  Appears — "They  are  going  to 
cut  down  our  woods;"  "There  were 
pine-roofed  laurel-banked  paths,"  ibg; 
"There  were  long,  dim  aisles,  high- 
vaulted;"  "A  mushroom  growth  of  huts 
sprung  up  in  the  very  he:irl  of  the 
pines,"    170. 

Courting  of  Mahngequay.  The — h'rontis- 
piece  and  three  inserts  by  Frances  Lea. 
1-9- 

Dabo,  Leon — Leon  Dabo.  263;  "The 
Hudson,  Fort  Lee."  264;  "The  Hud- 
son, Weehawken,"  265;  "The  Hudson, 
near  Kingston,"  266:  "Early  Morn, 
Hudson  River,"  2(v). 

Decoration,  Tasteful  and  Economical 
Interior,  Pioneer  Work  of  Women  in  — 
Dining  room  decorated  by  Miss  Men- 
age, showing  wall  space  treatment, 
with  landscape  frieze,  355;  bedroom 
decoration  by  Miss  Menage;  frieze, 
curtains  and  draperies  done  from  orig- 
inal stencil  designs,  356;  stencil  design 
for  blue  and  white  bedroom,  357. 

Decorators,  Interior,  Training  for:  Les- 
son II;  Doing  over  a  ballroom  into  a 
nursery — Fireplace  in  the  nursery  de- 
signed by  Mary  Linton  Bookwalter. 
showing  cupboards  at  the  sides,  and 
cozy  seats.  469;  window  scat  in  the 
nursery,  with  frieze,  curtains  :ind  fur- 
niture designed  by  Mrs.  Bookwalter. 
470;  each  group  of  children  can  keep 
house  in  some  chosen  nook.  471;  the 
decorations  as  well  ;is  the  furnishings 
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of   the   room    were   all    made     for     the 
(.leasurc  and  profit  of  children,  47J. 

Lesson  III:  Parts  of  Two  Remodeling 
Contracts^Drawing  of  dining  rooin 
before  alteration.  588;  dining  room  re- 
modeled from  decorative  sclieme  of 
Mrs.  M.  L.  Book-waiter.  580;  detail  in 
dining  room  showing  china  closet  de- 
veloped from  old  door  space.  590;  de- 
tail of  dining  room  showing  treatmem 
of  windows  and  wall  space  between, 
591;  end  of  sitting  room  remodeled  by 
Mary  Linton  Bookwaltcr,  502;  end  of 
sitting    room    before    remodeling,    594. 

Lesson  IV:  Remodeling  and  Decorating 
a  Suburban  House — "In  remodeling 
the  house  1  was  asked  to  bring  the 
charm  of  the  outside  surroundings,  in- 
doors."' (K^);  "The  little  hall  was  extend- 
ed iu  width  to  make  room  for  ,1  larger 
staircase;"  .\  corner  of  the  hall  witli 
lovely  land--cape  pictures  framed  in  the 
windows,  700:  Craftsman  furniture 
was  selected  for  the  dining  room  as 
best  suited  to  its  ;imple  dimensif)ns  and 
severe  lines.  701:  "Througli  the  h.ill. 
one  could  look  the  length  of  tlie  din- 
ing room,  a  vista  which  seemed  to  ex- 
tend througli  the  windows  out  into  the 
orchard  and   gardens."  702. 

Design  in  Theory  and  Practice — I'late.- 
ilhistrating  an  adjustment  of  space  and 
mass  relations,  so  that  the  spt>ttiiig 
will  be  of  interest,  S6-8():  development 
of  forms  from  the  s<in.ire  ;ind  Greek 
vase;  space  and  mass  compo^ition:  in- 
terrelation of  parts,  20()-2i3;  sketches 
after  reports  of  Bureau  of  lahnology, 
333;  plates  showing  application  of  in- 
sect motif  to  leather  and  tiles,  ,5,55 ; 
plates  showing  further  application  of 
insect  motif,  336;  after  \V.  11.  Holmes. 
337;  Plates  showing  tlie  development 
of  the  lighting  prf>bleni;  a  jewelry 
casket;  door  fixtures;  I'lemish  wood- 
c;irving.  450-467;   plates  and   figures   il 


liistrating  tone  \alues,  rhythm  and  bal- 
ance, 578-587;  plates  and  figures  show- 
ing grotesque   designs,  689-696, 

De  Zayas,  Marius,  .\  Kindly  Caricaturist 
of  the  Emotions — Madame  .Vila  Nazi- 
nio\a.  as  Hcdda  Gabler.  frontispiece; 
Alvin  L.  Coburn.  a  study  in  concen- 
tration, 386;  "The  face  becomes  a  sort 
of  map  on  which  may  be  traced  the 
history  of  individual  experiences,"  387; 
John  Drew  as  a  matinee  idol,  388: 
Clarence  White  "taking"  a  symbolic 
subject,  389;  The  Last  Generation,  390; 
Mr.  Charles  Haag,  sculptor,  391;  Miss 
Billie  Burke,  actress,  392;  a  caricature 
of  Marius  de  Zaj-as,  by  himself,  393; 
Mr.  Leon  I  )abo,  landscape  painter, 
304- 

Diirer,  .Mbrecht.  Tlie  Persoiialitv  of — 
Monument  to  Albrecht  Durer,  Niirn- 
berg,  177;  the  hallway  in  the  house  of 
Albrecht  Durer.  Niiriiberg.  178;  Al- 
brecht Diircr's  living  room  in  the  old 
house  at   Niirnberg.  I7(). 

Dwellings.  VV'ooden,  in  Califurnia,  on  the 
Lines  of  the  Old  Spanish  Adobe — 
"Patio  House,"  owned  by  Mr.  Arturo 
Bandini,  in  Pasadena,  California,  569; 
dining  room  ofif  the  great  living  room, 
showing  ceiled  walls;  detail  of  the  en- 
trance of  patio  house,  showing  court 
and  miniature  garden,  570;  the  chim- 
ney-piece in   the  dining  room,  571 

Grieg,    Kdvard — ICdvard    Grieg,    270. 

Handicrafts  in  Rochester  Scliools — Boys 
at  work  in  the  Manual  Training  de- 
partment, 233;  articles  of  furniture 
made  by  bo3-s  in  Rochester  school.-*. 
234,  23s;  "The  boys  work  earl\'  and 
late  and  when  an  .article  !•<  tiiiished. 
enthusiasm   runs   high,"  236. 

llandicraft.-.men  of  the  Blue  Ridge,  The 
— The  factorj'  at  "Jugtown,"  w  ithin  are 
the  potters'  wheels;  Mistrc-s  Tallent 
and  some  of  her  children,  preparing  to 
weave,    159;    Mistress    'fallent     at     her 
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loom;  The  upstairs  cabin  room  where 
Mistress  Raven  does  her  weaving,  i6o; 
"A  comfortable  home,  with  saddle 
hanging  by  the  door  and  covered  well 
near  by;"  Some  of  "Jim  Goslin's" 
chairs  and  a  work  basket  by  Mistress 
Hutchins,  l6i;  "The  dye-pot  is  gen- 
erally down  near  the  'branch'  where 
water  is  handy;"  Mistress  Hutchins 
teaching  a  little  girl  who  lives  near  by 
to  weave  baskets.   162. 

Handicrafts.  Profitable,  and  the  Success- 
ful Promotion  of  Home  Industries — 
Work  room  and  bedroom  for  a  young 
girl:  designed  by  E.  Toroczkai  and  M. 
Undi :  executed  by  G.  Paal;  dining 
room:  designed  by  Feherkuthy  and 
Dosa :  executed  by  Jozsef  Mocsay,  65s; 
artist's  dining  room :  designed  by  Ede 
Vigand :  executed  by  Jozsef  Mocsay; 
nursery:  designed  by  G.  Weszely; 
executed  by  the  firm  of  Hegybanya- 
Szelakna,  656. 

Home  in  a  Pasture  Lot,  A — Mrs.  Lamb's 
studio,  built  in  a  shady  spot  near  one 
of  the  cedar  lanes;  from  a  painting  of 
Mrs.  Charles  Lamb,  done  by  herself, 
283;  The  country  home  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Charles  R.  Lamb  built  on  a 
meadow  slope  back  of  the  Palisades; 
detail  of  the  Lamb  house,  showing 
vine-covered  loggia  and  garden,  284; 
"Far  as  the  meadow  stretches,  the 
lines  of  cedars  pass  down  the  valley 
in  single  file,"  285;  The  Arts;  section 
of  large  mosaic  in  the  Sage  chapel  of 
Cornell  L'niversity.  designed  and  exe- 
cuted by  Ella  Condie  Lamb,  286;  "The 
Open  Book:"  mural  decoration  in  the 
north  library  of  the  Flower  Memorial, 
Watertown,  X.  V.,  by  Ella  Condie 
Lamb,  287;  details  from  the  mural 
decoration  in  the  Flower  Memorial 
Library:  Mrs.  Lamb's  four  children 
posed   for   these   studies.   288. 

House,  A   California,  that   Is    Built  only 


One  Room  Deep,  to  Admit  the  Great- 
est Possible  .Amount  of  .^ir  and  Sun- 
shine— First  floor  plan.  682;  an  unusual 
house  at  the  foot  of  the  Sierra  Madre 
Mountains,  owned  by  Mrs.  S.  M.  Cald- 
well, 683;  detail  of  back  of  house,  show- 
ing central  part  a  story  and  a  half  high, 
with  a  one-story  wing  at  each  side,  684; 
the  fireplace  and  recessed  window  in 
the  den,  685;  stairs  leading  from  the 
dining   room,  686, 

House,  A  Three  Thousand  Dolhir,  that 
Is  Conveniently  .\rranged  and  Beauti- 
ful— Plan  of  first  floor,  199;  plan  of  sec- 
ond floor,  200;  A  three  thousand  dollar 
plaster  house  in  Minneapolis:  Interior 
decorations  planned  and  executed  by 
Mary  Linton  Bookwalter,  201;  fireplace 
of  brick  in  living  room,  with  bookcase 
on  one  side,  and  on  the  other  a  door 
opening  out  onto  the  porch;  second 
view  of  living  room,  showing  interest- 
ing treatment  of  stairway,  202;  treat- 
ment of  windows  and  shelves  for  din- 
ing room  wall  surface;  bedroom  with 
color  scheme  of  yellow,  white  and  old 
blue,  old  mahogany  four-poster  the 
principal  piece  of  furniture,  203;  two  of 
a  group  of  seven  plaster  houses  in  the 
vicinity  of  New  York,  designed  by  M. 
L.  Bookwalter;  one  of  the  plaster 
houses  in  detail,  204. 

House,  City.  ■  .■K  Craftsman — First  floor 
plan,  103;  second  floor  plan,  104;  a 
Craftsman  city  house  built  on  a  lot 
thirty  feet  wide,  to  accommodate  two 
families,  105:  a  successful  arrangeinent 
of  closets  on  either  side  of  a  bedroom 
window  scat  in  a  Craftsman  cit}-  house, 
106. 

House  of  Craftsman  Ideas,  Adapted  by 
.Architect  and  Decorator  to  Their  Own 
Plans,  A — A  dwelling  designed  and 
built  by  an  El  Paso  architect  after  the 
Craftsman  idea,  572;  first  floor  plan, 
573;  second  floor  plan,  574;  living  room 
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>r!  HI  Paso  house,  showing  effect  of 
Craftsman  furniture  and  lighting  tix- 
lures,  575;  dining  room  decorated  and 
furnished   in   the   Craftsman  style,  576. 

House  in  Vancouver,  that  Shows  Eng- 
lish Traditions  Blended  with  the 
Frank  Expression  of  Western  1-ife.  A 
— -First  floor  plan,  676;  house  owned  by 
Mr.  .Mexis  Martin.  Victoria,  Van- 
couver, 677;  the  large  central  hall,  with 
brick  fireplace,  678;  the  drawing  room 
in  English  .style,  679;  the  dining  room 
paneled  with  unstained  cedar.  6iSo;  sec- 
ond  floor   plan,  681. 

Houses  Designed  by  Frank  I,.  Packard — 
House  of  John  McLaughlin,  first  floor; 
second  floor,  319;  an  example  of  fitting 
the  building  to  the  lay  of  the  land,  321; 
two  views  of  the  living  room  in  Mr. 
McLaughlin's  house,  322;  dwelling  of 
W.  C.  Miller,  half-timber  construction. 
rising  gracefully  and  naturally  out  of 
its  surroundings,  323;  private  oflice  of 
the  Honorable  W.  D.  Guilbert,  Ohio 
State  Capitol,  built  and  decorated  along 
Craftsman  lines,  324;  house  of  Mr. 
Eugene  Gray,  erected  three  miles  out 
of  Columbus,  local  materials  used  in 
building,  325;  house  of  Mr.  John  J. 
Carroll,  Newark,  Ohio,  of  gray  lime- 
stone and  shingles,  326;  house  of  \V. 
C.  Miller,  first  floor  plan;  second  floor 
plan,  328;  House  of  John  J.  Carroll, 
first  floor  plan;  second  floor  plan,  329; 
house  of  Eugene  Gray,  first  floor  plan; 
second  floor  plan,  3,30. 
Houses,  Some  California,  that  Show  an 
Interesting  Use  of  the  Popnl.ir  and 
Adaptable  Cobblestone — .\  ten  thous- 
and dollar  house  near  Pasadena,  Cali- 
fornia. Cobblestone  chimney,  founda- 
tion and  yard  wall;  a  five  thousand 
dollar  Pasadena  house:  large  cobble- 
stones used  in  porch  i)illars,  193;  a 
forty-five  hundred  dollar  house  near 
l.os  .\nKeles,  porch  entirely  of  robblc- 


.-^tones;  a  cottage  in  South  Pasadena, 
with  interesting  use  of  cobblestones  in 
porch,  194;  "Four  Oaks,"  South  Pasa- 
dena, a  weatherboard  house  with  cob- 
blestone foundation  and  chimney ; 
vines  and  potted  plants  interestingly 
used;  a  California  bungalow,  with  a 
rather  bulky  use  of  cobblestones  in 
chimney.  195;  a  simple  well-related  use 
of  cobblestones  in  a  twenty-eight  hun- 
dred dollar  cottage;  a  charming 
wooden  house,  finished  with  dull  green 
stain,  cobblestones  used  in  porch, 
chimney  and  terrace,   196. 

Impressionist,  A  Japanese:  Some  Deli- 
cately Imaginative  Studies  of  Birds  and 
Flowers  by  Hiroshige — Six  illustra- 
tions of  birds  and  flowers  from  prints 
by   Hiroshige,  25-30. 

I^ie.  Jonas,  of  Norway  and  .Vmerica :  .\ 
Painter  Who  Has  Found  the  Secret 
of  Suggesting  on  Canvas  Nature's 
Manifold  Moods — "Winter,"  frontis 
piece;  four  inserts:  "Mill  Race;" 
"Wind  Swept;"  ".\  Winter  Scene;"  ".^ 
Snow-covered  Hillside  with  Gray 
Leaden  Clouds,"  136-137. 

.Metal  Work,  Lessons  in — Sconce  num- 
ber one,  97;  sconce  number  two,  98; 
hand-wrought  metal  lanterns  from  The 
Craftsman  Workshops,  99;  a  struc- 
tural finish  for  newel  posts :  showing 
how  a  plain  column  can  be  ornamented 
by  an  appropriate  handwrought  lamp, 
100;  letter  rack,  round  serving  tray. 
[01 :  rectangular  serving  tray,  pin  tray. 
102:  triangular  metal  candlestick, 
jiierced  copper  lamp  shade  and  work 
ins  drawing,  219;  metal  corners  for 
l)l<itter;  inkwell;  hand  blotter  roller, 
220;  metal  paiier  knife.  225;  end  of 
metal  bookrack;  metal  wail  receptacle. 
,345;  Cr.'\ftsm.\n  candlestick;  copper 
lamp  with  shade  of  metal  and  silk; 
fern  dish,  346;  jardiniere,  wood  and 
metal,  347;  rectaiigii!;ir  copper   serving 
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tray;  steel  tool;  oval  serving  tray,  596; 
inctal  candle  sconce;  working  plan  for 
candle  sconce,  597;  door  hinge;  brass 
door  knocker;  scroll  andirons  of  Nor- 
way iron,  710;  Craftsman  andirons; 
door  hinge,  711. 

Millet  As  an  Etcher— "Laure,"  Barbizou 
peasant:  etching  by  Wyatt  Eaton,  51; 
study  of  haystacks  at  Barbizon;  etch- 
ing by  Wyatt  Eaton,  52:  fees  in  the 
fsirest  of  Fontaineblcau :  etching  by 
Wyatt  Eaton,  53;  glimpse  of  the  River 
Seine:  etching  by  Wyatt  Eaton,  54. 

Mutes,  Deaf,  Industrial  Training  for— 
The  deaf  child  needs  manual  training 
even  more  than  the  hearing  child,  403; 
The  girls,  in  neat  aprons  and  caps,  are 
taught  to  cook  and  serve  a  meal  that 
is  both  nourishing  and  economical; 
The  boys  succeed  best  in  the  work 
they   individually  most  enjoy,  40*. 

Xeedlework— "Dogwood"  border  for 
scarf;  "Japanese  Magnolia"  border  for 
scarf;  "China  tree"  border  for  scarf; 
"Pine  cone"  border  for  scarf,  221; 
"Dragon-fly"  border  for  scarf;  "Water- 
lily"  border  for  centerpiece;  "Crab- 
apple"  border  for  scarf;  "Wild  rose" 
border  for  centerpiece,  222;  "Wild 
rose"  border  for  scarf;  "Poinsettia" 
design  for  all-white  embroidery;  "Um- 
bel" design  for  all-white  embroidery; 
"Rain-lily"  design  for  all-white  em- 
broidery, 223;  geometrical  design  for 
centerpiece  and  doily;  "Conventional- 
ized teazle"  design  for  centerpiece  and 
doily,  224. 

Painters.  The  Younger  American  :  Are 
They  Creating  a  National  Art?— Mr. 
Robert  Henri,  513;  Mr.  Everett  Shinn, 
514;  Mr.  William  J.  Glackens,  515;  Mr. 
Ernest  R.  Lawson,  516;  Mr.  .Arthur  B. 
Davies,  517;  Mr.  John  Sloan,  518;  Mr. 
Maurice  B.  Prendergast,  519;  Mr. 
George  E.  Luks,  520;  "Hudson  River  in 


Winter,"   Ernest   R.    Lawson,    painter; 
"The    Promenade,"    Maurice    B.    Pren- 
dergast, painter,  525;  ".\  March  Day  on 
Washington  Square,"  William  J.  Glack- 
ens, painter;  "The  Duet,"  Everett  Shinu 
painter,  526;  "Sixth  Avenue  and  Thir 
tieth  Street,"  John  Sloan,  painter,  527 
"Feeding  Pigs."  George  B.  Luks,  paint- 
er, 528;   "Portrait  of  a    Girl,"    Robert 
Henri,    painter,   529;    "Autumn    Flame 
and  Passion,"  Arthur  B.  Davies,  paint- 
er, 530. 
Plowman,    The     Red— Hamlin     Garland, 
writer  of  significant   .\merican   fiction, 
and  a  loyal  friend  to  the  Indians,  180. 
San    Juan    Capistrano,    The    Ruins    of — 
Front  view  of  the  Mission  Chapel  by 
twilight,   305:    entrance    to     the     adobe 
chapel    of    San    Juan    Capistrano.    306; 
the  patio  of  the  old  mission,  showing 
the    stone    arches    which    still    remain, 
307;   the    Mission    of   San   Juan    Capis- 
trano by   moonlight,  308. 
School,    The    Greenwich    Handicraft— A 
work  room  and  office  in  the  Greenwich 
Handicraft  School,  715;  samples  of  the 
rug  weaving  and  lace  making  taught  at 
the  Greenwich  School,  716. 
Sculpture,  Bronze,  in  .America — "Univer- 
sal   Motherhood,"    by     Charles     Haag, 
frontispiece;  "The  Mountain  Climber," 
"The       Broncho       Buster,"       Frederic 
Remington,      619;       "The       Primitive 
Chant,"  H.  A.  MacNeil;  "The  Signal." 
Albert     Humphriss,     620;     "Pursued." 
Gutzon  Borglum.  621;  bronze  door  of 
Boston  Public  Library,  Daniel  Chester 
French,  622;  "Boy  and  Heron,"  Fred- 
erick  MacMonnies,  623;  "Indian  War- 
rior," A.  P.  Proctor;  "The  Great  God 
Pan,"     George     Gray     Barnard,     624; 
"Prairie    Courtship,"    E.    W.    Deming; 
"Panther,"      .''inna      Vaughn       Hyatt; 
"Dancing     Girls."     .\bastenia     Eberle; 
"Surprised,"  Eli  Harvey,  625;  "The  Auk 
Mother,"    Louis    Potter;    portrait    bust 
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of  Richard  llovcy,  Roland  H.  Perry. 
626. 

Seeley,  George  1!.,  Lyric  Quality  in  the 
Photo-Seccfsion  Art  of,  The— Four 
illustrations,  299-302. 

Stencil  W'ork.  Lessons  in  :  six  stencil  de- 
signs, 349,  350;  diagram  for  stenciling. 
351;  morning  glory  design  for  window 
curtain;  peony  design  for  window  cur- 
tain; wistaria  design  for  curtain,  713; 
rose  design  for  portiere;  rose  design 
for  couch  cover;  rosebud  design  for 
window  curtain,  714. 

St.  Gaudens.  .\ugiistus — Augustus  St. 
Gaudcns,  from  a  portrait  by  De  W.  C. 
Ward,  61;  "Grief."  a  memorial  in  Rock 
Creek  Cemetery,  Washington,  D.  C; 
statue  of  .Abraham  Lincoln,  Chicago, 
63;  Admiral  Farragut,  Madison  Square, 
New  York;  General  Sherman,  Central 
Park,   \ew   York,  64. 

Streets,  New  York,  The  Picturesqueness 
of — Four  inserts  of  paintings  of  New 
York  street',  by  Birge  Harrison: 
"Christmas  Eve  on  Washington 
Square;''  "The  Flatiron  Building  on  a 
Rainy  Xight;"  "Fifty-ninth  Street.  New 
York,  in  Winter;"  "Fifth  .\vcnue  in 
Winter,"   308-399. 

.Studies  of  Home  Life.  Photographic,  by 
Mary  l.yon  Taylor — "The  Philos- 
opher," 151;  "The  Goldfish:"  A  Study 
by  Mary  Lyon  Taylor  of  Mrs.  Alex- 
ander Palon,  of  London.  152;  "Soap 
Bubbles:"  Son  and  Daughter  of  Mr. 
Meredith  Nicholson.  153;  "Iris."  154; 
"Madonn;i."  153;  Woman  seated  at  an 
old-fashioned  work  table.  156. 

Upbuilding  of  a  Commonwealtli  on  what 
Was  Once  .•'irid  Desert,  The — A 
stretch  of  irrigable  lands  that  has  been 
filed  on  and  homesteaded;  Main  Street. 
Fallon.  Nevada,  a  town  created  by  ir- 
rigation. 647;  farm  lands  surrounding 
Wadsworlh.  under  irrigation;  a  shaded 
road  in  the  irrigated  di'^trict.  648;  head 
of    the    main    Truckee    Canal     on     the 


Truckee  River;  raising  and  lowering 
gates  of  the  diversion  dam  of  the 
Truckee  Canal,  649;  showing  com- 
pleted portion  of  cement  lined  canal 
basin;  tunnel  on  main  canal  of  the 
Truckee-Carson   project.  650. 

Visit.  The:  An  Ojibway  Romance — Two 
colored  illustrations  from  drawings  by 
R.    F.   Schabelitz;   frontispiece.   500. 

Wall  spaces.  The  Decoration  of — Treat- 
ment of  wall  with  double  door;  Four 
Inserts:  .A  spindle  grille  used  to  lower 
the  space:  the  wall  an  interesting  color 
harmony  of  tapestry  paper  and  oak 
wamscoting;  showing  what  can  be 
done  to  convert  a  commonplace  wall 
and  ordinary  window  into  a  space  of 
rare  decorative  value;  lowering  of  walls 
by  means  of  high  wainscoting;  decora- 
tive treatment  of  the  glass  in  window 
and   door,    108-109. 

What  Nature  Holds  for  the  Artist:  A 
Story  of  the  Heritage  of  Environment 
— The  south  side  of  the  Frederick  S. 
Lamb  house,  showing  the  windows 
with  their  vine-draped  lattices,  421; 
"Friendship"  (David  and  Jonathan), 
window  in  the  Emerson  Memorial 
Chapel,  Titusville,  Pa.,  designed  by  F. 
.S.  Lamb,  422;  "Religion,"  one  of  a 
series  of  windows  in  the  Jones  Memo- 
rial Library,  Lynchburg.  Va..  de- 
signed by  F.  S.  Lamb.  423;  Sage  Memo- 
rial Chapel :  The  entire  decorative 
scheme,  personifying  the  work  of  Cor- 
nell University,  designed  by  Charles  R. 
Lamb;  the  finest  example  of  mosaic 
work  in  America.  424;  Church  of  St. 
Edward  the  Martyr.  New  York:  dec- 
oration of  clioir,  sanctuary  and  reredos 
designed  by  Charles  R.  Lamb.  425;  en- 
trance to  the  house,  with  pergola  pro- 
jecting over  the  steps;  the  shady 
kitchen  porcli  which  faces  the  woods. 
426;  the  fields  have  gone  far  back  into 
primitive  beauty  and  wildness:  Mrs. 
Lamb  makes  her  garden  a  part  of  the 
simple  charm  of  the  pasture  lots.  427; 
living  room  in  the  home  of  Mr.  F.  S. 
Lamb,  showing  fireplace  and  cjld  Dutch 
and    Colonial    furniture,   428. 

Woman,  The  W'hite — Five  illustrations 
by  Frances  Lea,  248-253. 
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Adobe.  Spanish.  See  Dwellings  in  Cali- 
fornia on  the  Lines  of  the  Old  Spanish 
Adobe. 
Als  ik  Kan,  by  tlie  Editor:  \  glance 
backward;  the  inception  and  growth  of 
The  Cr.mt.sm.\.N';  its  purpose;  the  crafts- 
manship of  the  shop  and  the  craftsman- 
ship of  life  itself.  112;  Thanksgiving 
Day;  its  celebration  by  the  Pilgrim 
fathers  and  in  these  latter  days. 237;  Has 
Success  Become  a  Crime?  The  passing 
of  promoters  and  organizers;  lessons 
taught  us  by  the  big  combinations; 
present  need  of  excellence  and  individ- 
uality in  work;  Shall  a  Craftsman  Keep 
his  Methods  a  Secret?  360;  Are  the 
achievements  of  our  industrial  and 
commercial  system  worth  the  price  we 
■  pay  for  them?  Need  of  laws  that  will 
help  people  to  help  themselves;  prob- 
able results  of  a  movement  to  restore 
and  encourage  farming,  handicrafts  and 
small  industries;  American  people  be- 
coming dwarfed  by  our  present  indus- 
trial system.  486;  Secretary  Taft.  the 
man  of  "inspired  common  sense,"  his 
view  of  the  recent  panic  and  its  cause; 
extract  from  his  speech  before  the  Bos- 
ton Merchants'  .Association.  605;  "The 
rich  ruleth  the  poor  and  the  borrower 
is  servant  to  the  lender;"  the  proverb 
viewed  in  the  light  of  modern  condi- 
tions.  722. 

-•Mter   Ego:   A    Poem — Elsa    Barker,  630. 

Architecture.  Domestic,  The  Develop- 
ment of.  on  the  Pacific  Coast — Una 
Nixson  Hopkins;  climatic  and  geo- 
graphical conditions  on  the  Pacific 
Coast  favorable  to  a  distinctly  local 
style  in  building;  every  house  has  its 
particular  problem;  the  adobe  of 
Southern  California;  bungalows;  mis- 
sion  architecture.  450. 

Arts  and  Crafts.  Exhibition  of,  at  the 
National  Arts  Club,  New  York:  De- 
scription of  pieces  shown;  the  value 
of  a  training  in  handicrafts;  attempts 
to  put  handicrafts  on  a  practical  work- 
ing basis;  lecture  of  Mr.  Fosdick  on 
English    craft   societies,  475. 

Art.   Secession,   in    Europe:    Its    Growth. 


.\lc:uiing-  and  Failure — By  the  ICdilor  : 
appearance  of  the  new  art  in  the  early 
nineties;  its  promise;  l.'Art  Nouveau 
in  I'Vance,  Belgium,  luigland,  Ger- 
many and  .Austria;  the  movement  dis- 
cussed; its  weakness  and  apparent 
causes  of  its  decadence;  art  must  be 
born  anew  in  every  age,  in  form  and 
spirit  moulded  by  the  age.  36. 

As  an  English  Architect  Looks  at  It: 
charm   of   old   buildings,   ,331. 

llehold,  This  Dreamer  :  A  Story — Emery 
Pottle,  409. 

Billboard,  To  Boycott  the:  The  Right  of 
the  Citizen  to  an  Unposted  Land- 
scape— Clinton  Rcjgers  Woodrufif:  pro- 
fanation of  the  skyline  by  the  use  of 
the  billboard;  disfigurement  of  the 
landscape  in  town  and  country;  efforts 
made  to  regulate  objectionable  adver- 
tisements in  Pittsburgh.  Cleveland,  Ta- 
coma,  Niagara  and  St.  Paul;  the  bill- 
board campaign   in   Great   Britain,  433. 

Book  Reviews:  The  Library  of  Art — 
"Antonio  Pollaiuolo,"  by  Maud  Crut- 
ton;  "Roinan  Sculpture  from  .Augus- 
tus to  Constantinc."  by  Mrs.  .Arthur 
Strong;  "Sir  William  Beechey.  R.  A.," 
by  William  Rolierts;  "Indian  Love  Let- 
ters," by  Marali  Ellis  Ryan:  "Architec- 
tural Directory  and  Specilication  In- 
dex;" "Socialism  Before  the  French 
Revolution."  by  William  B.  Guthrie, 
Ph.  D.;  "The  Development  of  Shakes- 
peare as  a  Dramatist,"  by  George 
Pierce  Baker;  "The  Gate  of  .Apprecia- 
tion." by  Carlton  Noyes,  121.  "True 
and  False  Democracy."  by  Nicholas 
Murray  Butler;  ".Art  Principles  in  Por- 
trait Photography."  bv  Otto  Walter 
Beck;  "The  Pearl.  Its  Story,  Its  Charm 
and  Its  Value."  by  W.  R.  Cattelle; 
"The  Long  Road."  by  John  Oxenham. 
241;  "The  Indians'  Book."  by  Natalie 
Curtis;  "The  Helpmate."  by  May  Sin- 
clair; "The  Shuttle."  by  Mrs.  Frances 
Hodgson  Burnett;  ''The  Stooping 
Lady,"  by  Maurice  Hewlett;  "The 
Wagnerian  Romances,"  by  Gertrude 
Hall;  "The  Woman,"  by  .Antonio  Fo- 
gazzaro;  "Tales  of  a  Small  Town."  bv 
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Aniuir  Jcriiiiic  Mildv;  "I'dvard  Grieg," 
by  H.  T.  I'inck:  -flic  Red  Feathers," 
by  Theodore  Roberts;  "The  Romance 
of  an  Old-Fashioned  Gentleman,"  by 
F.  Hopkinson  Smith;  "A  Child's  Story 
of  Hans  Christian  Andersen,"  by  Paul 
}farboe;  "How  to  F'ind  Happyland,  A 
Book  of  Children's  Stories,''  by  Jas- 
mine Stone  "Van  Dresser;  '■Autobiog- 
raphy of  Renvcnuto  Cellini,"  ti^ans- 
lated  by  Thomas  Roscoe;  "Early 
Italian  Poets."  by  Dante  Gabriel  Ros- 
setti;  "Sonnets  to  Dusc  and  Other 
Poems."  by  Sara  Teasdale;  "The 
Lovers'  Club,"  by  Philetus  Brown; 
"The  Pickwick  I.adle  and  Other  Col- 
lectors' Stories,"  by  Winfield  Scott 
Moody;  "A  Victor  of  Salamis.  A  Talc 
of  Xerxes,  Lconidas  and  Tlieniis- 
tocles,"  by  \\'illi;im  .Stearns  Davis; 
"In  the  F'ire  of  the  Heart,"  by  Ralph 
Waldo  Trine,  364;  "The  Story  of  Amer- 
ican Painting,"  liy  Charles  H.  Caffin. 
402;  "The  Principles  of  Architectural 
Design."  by  Percy  S.  Marks;  "The  New 
Harmony  Movement."  by  George 
Browning  Lockwood;  "Women's  Work 
and  Wages;"  "The  Art  of  I^andscape 
Painting  in  Oil  Color."  by  Alfred  liast. 
610;  "'fhe  Citizen's  Part  in  Goverii- 
ment,"  by  FJihu  Root;  "The  Escorial," 
by  Albert  F.  Calvert;  ".'Vspects  of  Child 
TJfe  and  Fducation,"  by  G.  Stanley 
Hall,  731. 

Bouquets,  Ghost,  and  the  Things  of 
Shortening  Days — Grace  E.  Ward; 
what  the  woods  and  fields  have  to  of- 
fer when  summer  is  gone.  538. 

Bronzes.  American.  See  Sculpture, 
Bronze,   in   .America. 

Buildings,  Mission.  Sec  San  Juan  Capi- 
strano.  Ruins  of. 

Bivldings.  Old.  See  .\s  an  English 
Architect  Looks  at  it. 

Bungalow,  The  California :  A  Style  of 
Architecture  Which  Expresses  the  Iii- 
flividuality  and  I'"reedoin  Characteristic 
of  Our  Western  Coast :  Climatic  condi- 
tions in  Californi.a;  the  mission  build- 
ings; examples  of  houses  designed  by 
Myron  Hunt  and  Elmer  Grey;  the  ad- 
vantages of  the  bungalow  in  Califor- 
nia; dwellings  of  Robert  C.  Gillis,  Dr. 
Guy   Cochran  and  Gilbert   Perkins;  68. 


See  Architecture,  Domestic,  on  tlie 
Pacific  Coast. 

Cabinet  Work,  Practical,  Lessons  in ;  a 
Morris  chair;  magazine  or  music  cab- 
inet; portable  cabinet;  Craftsman  chair; 
a  table  desk;  letter  tile,  90;  Method  of 
lacing  cane;  how  to  make  an  occa- 
sional chair;  small  cane  rocker;  cane 
armchair;  large  cane  rocking  chair;  a 
cane  settle;  bookcase  with  laced  cane 
panels,  214;  Craftsman  bookcase;  bed- 
stead; checker  table;  details  of  con- 
struction, 704. 

Carpenter,  A,  Who  Is  a  Collector  of  Art 
Objects— Grace  Whit  worth;  What  Mr. 
Edward  Roberts  has  achieved  by  the 
use  of  his  carpenter's  tools;  his  home 
and  the  choice  works  of  art  to  be  seen 
there,  444. 

Cause  of  So-Called  Industrial  Idleness, 
The;  Prince  Kropotkin's  Views  Con- 
cerning the  Conditions  that  Tend  to 
I'oster  It;  Extracts  from  "The  Con- 
quest  of    Bread,"  669. 

Cobblestones,  The  Adaptability  of.  See 
Houses,  Sotne  California,  that  Show 
an  Interesting  Use  of  the  Popular  and 
Adaptable    Cobblestone. 

Competition  in  Designs  for  Textile  Dec- 
oration in  .\pplique.  Prize  Winners  of 
tlie  Craftsman;  Successful  competi- 
tors for  prizes  offered  by  The  Cr.\fts- 
.m.\n;  description  of  designs  accepted 
by  the  judges,  599. 

Concerning  Sawdust  Piles  and  the 
Things  that  Vanish  when  the  Lumber 
Camp  Appears — Grace  E.  Ward:  the 
forest  primeval;  the  loggers'  camp; 
work  of  the  American  Forestry  Asso- 
ciation,   168. 

Courting  of  Mahngequay,  The  :  .\  Story 
of  Life  ."Vmong  the  Ojibways  Before 
the  Days  of  the  Reservation — Fred- 
crick    R.    Burton,    i. 

Dabo.  Leon,  Poet  in  Color  —  John 
Spargo :  persistent  rejection  of  Dabo's 
best  pictures  by  juries  of  American 
exhibitions;  appreciation  of  his  work 
by  eminent  European  artists  and 
critics;  his  spiritual  power;  technique; 
in  and  about  New  York,  his  chosen 
field  for  work,  261. 

Decoration,  Tasteful  and  Economical  In- 
terior.   Pioneer   Work    of    Women    in: 
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value  of  interior  decoration  by  women; 
work  of  Miss  Bessie  Marble  Menage; 
some  examples  of  her  work  in  the 
home  of  Judge  VV.  K.  James  in  St. 
Joseph,  Missouri,  353. 

Decoration,  True,  >Iome,  The  Basis  of 
(From  "The  Smaller  Middle  Class 
House,"   Barry   Parker),  343. 

Decorators,  Interior,  Training  for — Mary 
Linton  Bookvvalter;  Lesson  I:  neces- 
sary acquirements  of  the  decorator  and 
how  to  obtain  them,  340. 
Lesson  II:  Doing  over  a  ballroom  into 
a  nursery;  importance  of  putting  into  a 
room  the  quality  which  would  appeal 
to  and  stimulate  .1  child's  interest; 
color  scheme;  decorations;  furnishings; 
cost,  473. 

Lesson  III:  Problems  which  confront 
the  decorator  in  remodeling  woodwork 
and  furniture;  how  a  living  room  and 
dining  room  were  transformed;  re- 
sults;  cost,  588. 

Lesson  IV:  Remodeling  and  decorating 
a  suburban  house,  "Roselawn,"  in  its 
original  state  and  the  process  of  its 
making  over,  697. 

Desert,  The  Great  American.  See  Up- 
building of  a  Commonwealth  on  What 
was  once  Arid  Desert. 

Design  in  Theory  and  Practice :  A  Series 
of  Lessons — Ernest  A.  Batchelder; 
Number  One :  Purpose  of  the  series  on 
design;  some  reflections  on  beauty  and 
its  manifestations;  Problem  One  and 
its  solution;  82. 

Number  Two:  Classic  forms  discussed; 
the  measure  of  the  past  is  of  princi- 
ples and  not  of  periods;  problem; 
space  and  mass  composition  with  an 
interrelation  of  parts;  employment  of 
areas  instead  of  lines;  suggestions; 
206. 

Number  Three :  The  construction  of 
good  curves  as  akin  to  good  propor- 
tions; the  "curve  of  force;"  the  "finite 
curve;"  the  value  to  the  beginner  of 
the  study  of  primitive  art;  a  problem 
and  its  development,  332. 
Number  Four:  Elementary  principles 
governing  line,  form  and  tone  compo- 
sition; utility  the  first  requisite;  beauty 
as  a  later  consideration;  the  lighting 
problem  and  its  development:  fixtures 


demanded  for  various  methods  of  light- 
ing; a  jewelry  casket;  door  fixtures; 
balance  between  space  and  mass  illus- 
trated, 458. 

Number  Five:  A  study  of  tone  rela- 
tions, with  illustrations;  the  neutral  or 
value  scale  defined;  tone  gradation; 
rhythm;  symmetry;  balance,  578, 
Number  Six:  The  grotesque;  whole- 
some grotesque  found  at  its  best  in 
the  work  of  mediaeval  craftsmen  and 
in  Oriental  art;  the  things  that  make 
art  vital;  "soul  stuff"  in  the  works  of 
the  early  craftsmen;  results  to  be  ob- 
tained by  bringing  a  wholesome  play 
inpulse  into  an  unimportant  problem; 
examples,  689. 

De  Zayas,  Marius :  A  Kindly  Carica- 
turist of  the  Emotions;  Laughter  a 
powerful  weapon;  caricature  as  a  fight- 
ing force;  the  cartoonist  may  do  bat- 
tle or  amuse;  caricatures  of  Marius  de 
Zayas;  some  notable  examples  of  his 
work,  385. 

Dreamer,  The :  A  Poem — Edith  Gerry 
Helm,  384. 

Diirer,  Albrecht,  Prince  of  the  Sixteenth 
Century  Craftsmen,  The  Personality  of 
— Esther  Matson :  Diirer  as  artist,  gold- 
smith, craftsman  and  citizen;  his  life 
simple,  homely,  strenuous,  cultured; 
Diirer,  the  first  to  urge  insistently  on 
nature  study,   173. 

Dwellings,  Wooden,  in  California  on  the 
Lines  of  the  Old  Spanish  Adobe — 
Dwelling  of   Mr.   Arturo   Bandini,  568. 

Dyeing.  See  School,  The  Greenwich 
Handicraft. 

Eaton's,  Wyatt,  Friendships  with  Great 
Men:  Notes  Culled  from  His  Diary — 
Charlotte  Eaton;  Meeting  between 
Wyatt  Eaton  and  Emerson;  portraits 
of  great  men  painted  by  Mr.  Eaton; 
reminiscences  of  Bryant,  Whittier, 
Longfellow,   Holmes,  505. 

England's  Fields  Are  Green:  .\  Poem — 
Lloyd  Roberts,  533. 

Evangeline's  Town,  Where  the  Acadian 
Lovers  Met:  The  True  Story  of  Long- 
fellow's Poetical  Romance — Campbell 
MacLeod:  A  visit  to  St.  Martinsville; 
the  story  of  Evangeline;  how  her  mem- 
ory is  kept  alive  by  the  "Cajunf  "  534. 
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Greenwich  House  in  New  York.  See 
School,   the   Greenwich    Handicraft. 

Grieg.  Edvard:  Norway's  National  Tone 
Poet — Katharine  Metcalf  Root:  Grieg|s 
death;  genius;  characteristics  of  his 
compositions;  utilization  of  folk 
theines;  his  domestic  life;  important 
works,    2/1. 

Guild  Stamp  and  the  Union  Label,  The, 
— by  the  Editor:  The  labor  union  and 
the  mediasval  guild;  their  methods 
compared;  labor  should  follow  the  ex- 
ample of  capital  and  combine  for 
greater  efficiency;  what  the  guild  stamp 
and  union  label  signify,  375. 

Handicrafts  in  Rochester  Schools:  Use- 
ful articles  made  by  pupils  in  Roches- 
ter; methods  of  instruction  employed; 
results,   230. 

Handicraftsmen  of  the  Blue  Ridge,  The: 
A  Simple.  Home-Loving  Folk  who 
have  Lived  Their  Own  Lives,  Heedless 
of  the  March  of  Events — Ralph  Er- 
skine:  Life  in  the  Blue  Ridge;  old-time 
home  industries;  products  of  the  home 
looms  and  characteristics  of  the  weav- 
ers; making  baskets  and  chairs;  rug- 
weaving  and  other  handicrafts,  158. 

Handicrafts,  Profitable,  and  the  Success- 
ful Promotion  of  Home  Industries — 
George  de  Szogyeny,  LL.  D.  (Com- 
mercial Commissioner  of  the  Royal 
Hungarian  Government)  :  Peasant 
handicrafts  in  K^urope  expressive  of  the 
traditions  of  the  people;  American 
handicrafts  not  distinctive;  home  in- 
dustries  in   Hungary.   653. 

Handicrafts,  What  The  Craftsman  In- 
tends to  Do  Toward  Fostering  Inter- 
est  in,   81. 

Harrison,  Birge,  Paintings  of.  See 
Streets,  New  York,  The  Picturesque- 
ness  of. 

Hare  Craft  Workers  a  Duty?— William 
Morris,  668. 

Hearn,  Lafcadio,  on  the  Decadent 
School :  His  Views  as  Expressed  in 
Some  of  His  Delightful  Letters  to  a 
Friend — Osman  Edwards:  Hearn's  de- 
votion to  Gautier  and  Pierre  Loti;  his 
attitude  toward  the  decadent  poets  and 
his  estimate  of  the  new  poetry.  14. 
See  Things  English  and  Japanese 

Hiparopai,  The  Words   of:  .\  Leaf  from 


a  Traveler's  Diary,  Showing  the  In- 
dian's Outlook  Upon  the  Transition 
Period — Natalie  Curtis:  Yuma  Indians; 
a  talk  with  Hiparopai;  Life  today  from 
her  point  of  view,  293. 

"Holy  Family,"  Millet's;  from  "Angels' 
Wings,"  by  Edward  Carpenter,  317. 

Home  in  a  Pasture  Lot,  A:  Artists  Who 
Live  There:  How  It  was  Built  and  the 
Life  Within — Giles  Edgerton;  Summer 
homes  built  by  Charles  and  Fred- 
erick Lamb  on  the  Palisades;  Mrs. 
Charles  Lamb's  story  of  the  building 
of  "The  Fold."  Mrs.  Lamb's  studio; 
the  charm  of  garden  and  laww;  Ella 
Condie  Lamb,  mother,  friend,  neighbor, 
artist,  her  works.  280.  See  What  Na- 
ture Holds  for  the  .\rtist. 

House,  A  California,  that  Is  Built  only 
One  Room  Deep,  to  .^dmit  the  Great- 
est Possible  .Amount  of  Air  and  Sun- 
shine: House  built  by  Mr.  Louis  B. 
Fasten  for  Mrs.  S.  M.  Caldwell;  dis- 
tinctively Californian  in  style;  plan, 
cost,   description,  682. 

House,  .A  Three  Thousand  Dollar,  that 
is  Conveniently  .Arranged  and  Beauti- 
ful— Mary  Linton  Bookwalter :  Details 
of  the  building,  decorating  and  furnish- 
ing of  a  Minneapolis  home;  significant 
facts  and  figures,  199. 

House,  City,  A  Craftsman.  Planned  to 
.Accommodate  Two  Families  and  Built 
on  a  Lot  Thirty  Feet  Wide  :  Problem 
of  a  two-family  city  house,  given  to 
The  Craftsman  for  solution;  liow  the 
plan  was  executed;  details;  results,  103. 

House  in  Vancouver  that  Shows  Eng- 
lish Traditions  Blended  with  the  Frank 
Expression  of  Western  Life,  .A  :  House 
designed  by  S.  Maclurc  for  Mr.  Alexis 
Martin,  of  Victoria,  Vancouver;  a 
blending  of  English  taste  with  the 
architecture  of  the  Pacific  Coast;  the 
house  in   detail.  675. 

House  of  Craftsman  Ideas,  .\dapted  by 
Architect  and  Decorator  to  Their  Own 
Plans,  A:  Principles  of  home  building 
advocated  by  The  Craftsman  as 
shown  in  a  house  planned  by  Edward 
Kneezell  and  decorated  by  E.  J.  Feld- 
man;  the  house  described,  573. 

Houses  Designed  by  Frank  L.  Packard. 
A    Pioneer   in    the    Building   of   Dwell- 


TOPIC  INDEX 


iiigs  ironi  Local   Materials  and  in  Har- 
mony with  the   Landscape,  Some:  Mr. 
Packard's   idea   of    adapting    materials 
found  on  a  building  site   to   the  needs 
of     the    building;     residence     of    John 
McLaughlin   at   Columbus.  Ohio;  Wil- 
liam  C.   Miller,  of   X'ewark.  Ohio;   pri- 
vate  office   of  \V.    D.    Guilbert,   in    the 
Ohio    State    Capitol;    dwelling    of    Mr. 
Eugene  Gray,  Columbus.  Ohio,  318. 
Houses,  Some  California,  that  Show  an 
Interesting   Use    of   the     Popular    and 
Adaptable  Cobblestone:  descriptions  of 
several    California    houses    and    bunga- 
lows  in   which   cobblestones   are  effec- 
tively   used,    192. 
House.  Suburban,  Remodeling  and  Dec- 
orating  a.    See     Decorators,     Interior. 
Training   for. 
How     the     Government     Could     Aid     in 
bringing   About   a     Much-Needed     Re- 
form in  the   Industrial   System  of   this 
Country— by   the    Editor:   Government 
recognition     of     the     handicrafts      dis- 
cussed;   official     encouragement    given 
her  peasantry   by   Hungary;  our   inan- 
nal  training  schools  a  step  in  the  right 
direction;    the    industrial    problem    and 
the  menace  of  the  unemployed;  a  rem- 
edy suggested,  553. 
Hull-House  Labor  iMuseum  Where  Wom- 
en are  Taught  Spinning  and  Weaving 
and  also  the  History  of  these  Industries 
— Mertice  MacCrea  Buck:  What  is  be- 
ing done  at  Hull-House  to  help  foreign- 
ers to  earn  a  livelihood;  spinning  and 
weaving  in  silk,  cotton,  wool  and  flax; 
the    weavers;    loom;    modern    mechan- 
ical  devices,  229. 
Hungarian  Peasant   Industries.     See  So- 
cial    Unrest,     A     Condition      Brought 
About   by   Separating   the   People   into 
Two  Factions,  Capital  and   Labor. 
Hunsrarv,    Handicrafts    in.      See    Handi- 
crafts'  Profitable,  and    the    Successful 
Promotion   of   Home   Industries. 
Hymn,     .\     Thanksgiving:     A     Poem- 
Emery   Pottle.   149- 
Impressionist.    .^   Japanese;    Some    Deli- 
cately Imaginative  Studies  of  Birds  and 
Flowers    by    Hiroshitre,    Whose    Fame 
Rests   Chiefly  Upon   His  Landscapes — 
.Anne   Heard  Dyer:    Birth   and   parent- 
•Tge  of  Hiroshige:  his  fame  as  a  land- 


scape artist;  his  genius  emotional 
rather  than  scientific;  his  treatment  of 
this  world  always  animate  and  in  the 
act  of  change;  some  important  ex- 
amples of  his  treatment  of  bird-life,  22. 
Indians,     Yuma.       See    Hiparopai,     The 

Words  of. 
Ill  the  /\utumn  Grass:  A  Poem— Hamlin 

Garland,  182. 
Irrigation,  Governmental.     See  Upbuild- 
ing of  a  Commonwealth  on  What  was 
once  .'\rid  Desert,  The. 
Lace   Making.     See   School,   The   Green- 
wich Handicraft. 
Lamb,   Charles   and    Frederick,    Summer 
Homes    of.      See    Home    in   a    Pasture 
Lot.     See  What  Nature  Holds  for  the 
Artist. 
Lamb,  Ella  Condie,  works  of.    See  Home 
in  a   Pasture   Lot.     See  What   Nature 
Holds  for  the  Artist. 
Land  Which  Is  Afar  Off,  The:     A  Poem 

—Emery   Pottle,  552. 
Lie,  Jonas,  of  Norway  and   .America :   .\ 
Painter  Who  has  Found  the  Secret  of 
Suggesting  on   Canvas  Nature's   Mani- 
fold Moods :  An  .\merican  by  environ- 
ment,  a   Scandinavian   by   birth;    early 
training;    recognition    of   his    work   by 
older    artists;    some    of    the    more    im- 
portant of  his  pictures;  his  success  at 
the   exhibitions;   an  appreciation,   135. 
Life:    A   Poem— F.   W.    Dorn,   662. 
Luve,  The  Logician:  A  Story— Katharine 

Metcalf  Roof,  32. 
.Menage,  Bessie  Marble,  Decorative  De- 
signs of.  See  Decoration,  Tasteful 
and  Economical  Interior. 
Metal  Work,  Lessons  in:  Tools  re- 
quired; how  to  make  wall  sconce  num- 
l)er  one;  sconce  number  two;  hand- 
wrought  metal  lanterns;  hand-wrought 
lamp  for  newel  posts;  round  serving 
tray;  letter  rack;  rectangular  serving 
tray:  pin  tray,  94;  Triangular  metal 
candlestick;  pierced  copper  Lamp 
shade;  metal  corners  for  blotter;  ink- 
well; hand  blotter  roller:  metal  paper 
knife,  218;  Metal  bookrack;  wall  re- 
ceptacle for  letters  and  other  small 
articles;  candlestick;  fern  dish;  oil 
lamp.  344;  door  fixtures;  jewelry 
casket;     lighting     fixtures,     458;     rect- 
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angular  serving  tray;  oval  serving  tray; 
candle  sconce,  595;  door  hinge;  brass 
door  knocker;  scroll  andirons  of  Nor- 
way iron;  Craftsman  andirons,  711. 
Millet  as  an  Etcher:  Some  Reminis- 
cences of  Wyatt  Eaton  at  Barbizon — 
Giles  Edgerton  :  Wyatt  Enton  and  Jean 
Franqois  Millet  as  friends;  their  mu- 
tual companionship  and  sympathy;  the 
studio  of  Millet  at  Barbizon;  Eaton's 
estimate  of  the  work  of  Millet  as  given 
in  his  unpublished  notes,  .50. 
Mission  Architecture  in  California.  See 
Architecture,  Domestic,  the  Develop- 
ment of,  on  the  Pacific  Coast. 
Mist    Below   the    Mountains:   A   Poem — 

Ruth  Holmes,  270. 
Mutes.  Deaf,  Industrial  Training  for:  A 
Practical  School  Where  an  Opportun- 
ity is   Furnished  for  Them  to   Become 
Desirable,     Self-supporting     Citizens — 
Lewis    W.    Hine:    Institution    for    the 
Deaf   on    Lexington   Avenue;   methods 
of      instruction      employed;      practical 
work   for   girls  and   boys;   results,  400. 
Nature.    See    what    the     Return    to    Na- 
ture  Really   Means. 
Needlework,    Lessons    in :     Designs     for 
table   scarfs,   centerpieces   and   doilies; 
conventionalized   plant  and  insect  mo- 
tifs employed;  materials  employed;  di- 
rections   and    suggestions    as    to    color 
schemes,  226. 
New    York,    Paintings   of   scenes   in    and 

about.  See  Dabo.  Leon. 
Notes:  A  Monument  to  Labor  by  Rodin, 
its  significance:  The  Montross  Gal- 
leries: Macbeth  Galleries;  Knoedler 
Art  Galleries;  First  exhibition  of  The 
Print  Publishers'  Association  of  Amer- 
ica; the  art  of  Paris  in  1851  and  1907, 
contrasted  by  Mr.  Frederick  Harrison, 
116;  Etchings  of  .^xel  Herman  Haig 
and  D.  Y.  Cameron  at  the  \\'underlich 
Gallery;  pictures  exhibited  by  Leon 
Dabo;  exhibitions  and  the  conservatism 
of  juries,  240;  opening  exhibition  of 
the  Montross  Gallery:  twentieth  anni- 
versary of  Pratt  Institute.  Brooklyn; 
National  Arts  Club  exhibit  of  sketches 
by  artist  members;  exhibition  of  etch- 
ings and  dry-points  of  D.  Shaw  Mc- 
Laughlin at  the  Keppel  Galleries;  ex- 
hibition of  old  Dutch  and  French  paint- 


ings by  Bonaventure,  361;  The  Knoed- 
ler Gallery;  canvases  of  Mr.  Harring- 
ton Mann;  A  visit  to  the  shop  of  Bona- 
venture; Antique  pottery  exhibit  at  the 
shop  of  Mr.  H.  O.  Watson;  Canvases 
at  Scott  and  Fowles;  photographic 
process  of  reproducing  paintings  in 
color  shown  by  the  Berlin  Photo- 
graphic Company;  photograpliic  al- 
bums by  Braun.  Clement  and  Com- 
pany. 490;  The  Manhattan  Opera  Com- 
))any;  dramatic  ability  of  Mary  Garden, 
.\Ime.  Bresslar-Gianoli  and  Renaud; 
Vamanaka's  Chinese  rooms;  fourth  ex- 
hibition of  the  Pittsburgh  Architec- 
tural Club;  Old  tinted  engravings  at 
Wunderlicli's;  exhibition  of  portraits 
by  Miss  Louise  Heustis  at  Knoedler's; 
paintings  of  John  La  Farge  at  the 
Macbeth  Gallery.  608;  Exhibition  of 
Contemporaneous  .\rt  at  the  National 
Arts  Club;  illustrated  lectures  on  the 
History  of  Chinese  and  Japanese  Art 
by  Professor  Ernest  F.  Fenollosa; 
Knoedler  Gallery:  Montross  Gallery; 
Bauer-Folsom  Galleries;  land>.capes  by 
Max  Weyl;  collection  of  old  Italian  en- 
gravings shown  by  Frederick  Keppel 
&  Co.;  water  colors  of  F.  Hopkinson 
Smith  at  the  Noe  Gallery;  J.  .Mden 
Weir;  Jerome  Myers;  Ella  Condie 
Lamb;  Out-of-door  subjects  by  Wil- 
lard  L.  Metcalf;  Israel's  "Frugal  Meal" 
at  the  galleries  of  Scott  and  Fowles; 
work  of  Wilhelm  Funk  shown  at 
Knoedler's,   725. 

Nursery,  Doing  Over  a  Ballroom  into  a. 
See  Decorators,  Interior,  Training   for. 

Painters,  The  Younger  .American :  Are 
They  Creating  a  National  .\rt? — Giles 
Edgerton;  Eight  American  painters  at 
the  Macbeth  Galleries:  an  apprecia- 
tion; work  of  Robert  Henri.  Everett 
.Shinn.  William  J.  Glackens.  Ernest  R. 
Lavvson,  Arthur  B.  Davies.  John  Sloan, 
Maurice  B.  Prendergast  and  George  B. 
Luks;  artists  who  paint  truth  with 
strength,  fearlessness  and  individuality; 
their  art  an  expression  of  life  as  the 
individual  artist  sees  it;  work  which 
is  creative  and  typical  of  our  own  ra- 
cial characteristics;  a  few  pictures 
which  are  of  vast  importance  to  Amer- 
ican art,  512. 

Paintings.    Oil.    Cheniica!    Changes    in  — 
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Hector  Allioi:  lasting  colors  of  the 
works  of  the  old  masters;  modern 
paintings  and  their  colors;  cause  of 
deterioration;  the  technicalities  of  old 
masters  and  modern  painters  dis- 
cussed, 439. 

Photography.  See  Studies  of  Home  Life. 
Photographic.  See  Taylor,  .Mary 
Lyon. 

Photo-Secession.     See  Secley,  George  H. 

Play  Confessions  of  a  Busy  Man,  The— 
J.  George  Frederick;  The  mental  re- 
spite afforded  by  becoming  a  "Jack- 
of-all-trades;"  the  joy  of  making  and 
shaping  things,  $63. 

Plowman.  The  Red:  A  Story — Hamlin 
Garland,   181. 

Poem — Cora  A.   Matson   Dolson,  268. 

Portents :  A  Poem — Charles  G.  D.  Rob- 
erts, 35. 

Rebellion  of  Maskenozha,  The :  A  Sequel 
to  The  Visit — Frederic  Burton,  631. 

Roberts,  Edward.  See  Carpenter,  A, 
Who  Is  a  Collector  of  Art  Objects. 

"Roselawn."  See  Decorators,  Interior, 
Training  for. 

Rug-making.  See  Handicraftsmen  of  the 
Blue   Ridge. 

Saint-Gaudens.  Augustus:  The  Sculptor 
Who  has  Typified  American  Character 
and  has  Left  Us  Noble  Memorials  of 
Great  Events  in  American  History: 
The  part  played  by  Saint-Gaudens  in 
the  development  of  a  distinctively 
American  art;  birth,  early  struggles; 
education;  the  Sherman  monument  in 
Central  Park;  the  famous  statue 
"Grief;"  academic  honors  in  Europe 
and   America,   59. 

San  Juan  Capistrano,  The  Ruins  of,  with 
Their  Store  of  Memories  of  the  Past 
and  Wealth  of  Inspiration  for  the 
Present;  Conquest  of  California  by  the 
Franciscan  Friars;  mission  buildings; 
ruins  of  San  Juan  Capistrano  de- 
scribed, 30l(. 

Satisfaction:   A   Poem — Edwin   I..   Sabin. 

School,  The  Greenwich  Handicraft — 
Katherine  Lord;  Greenwich  House  in 
New  York;  its  purpose  and  who  may 
work  there:  lace  making,  weaving,  dye- 
ing, pottery,  717. 


Sculpture,  Bronze,  in  .\nierica :  Its  Value 
to  the  -■Xrt  History  of  the  Nation — 
Giles  Edgerton;  America  no  longer  at 
the  mercy  of  an  imported  art  impulse; 
bronze  sculpture  a  signitlcant  phase  of 
.Vmerican  art;  bronzes  of  the  ICnglish 
and  American  schools  side  by  side  at 
the  Metropolitan  Museum  of  -\rt  in 
New  York;  contrasting  characteristics; 
work  of  some  of  the  later  workers, 
men  and  women,  in  bronze  and  how 
they  have  found   their  inspiration,  615. 

Seeley,  George  H.,  Lyric  Quality  in  the 
Photo-Secession  Art  of.  The — Giles 
Edgerton :  Mr.  Seeley's  portrait  and 
landscape  work;  technique;  his  pic- 
tures representations  of  moods,  rather 
than  statements  of  facts;  some  ex- 
amples of  his  work,  298. 

Song,  A  Christmas:  A  Poem — Mary  Mc- 
Neil  Eenollosa,  202. 

Song  of  the  Tide,  A  :  A  Poem — .Xgnes 
Lee,  58. 

Speculation,  The  National  Spirit  01:  Are 
Not  Our  Financial  and  Corporate 
Morals  Merely  the  Outgrowth  of  the 
Moral  Sense  of  the  American  People? 
— by  the  Editor:  Moral  effect  of  the 
decay  of  handicrafts  and  small  indus- 
tries; extravagance  the  root  of  present 
conditions;  trust  companies  and  their 
methods,  310. 

Spinning  and  Weaving.  See  Hull-House 
Labor  Museum. 

Staff,   The:    A   Poem--Elsa    Barker,   395. 

Stencil  Work,  Lessons  in:  Curtains  exe- 
cuted in  stencil  work  and  embroidery 
on  Shaiki  silk;  six  designs  for  curtains; 
materials  needed  for  the  worker;  how 
to  do  stenciling.  348;  Three  designs  for 
window  curtains;  rose  design  for  por- 
tiere and  couch  cover,  712. 

Stevenson,  Robert  Louis:  .An  Impres- 
sion— Charlotte  Eaton;  A  visit  from 
Stevenson  at  the  home  of  Wyatt 
Eaton,  at  Point  Pleasant,  New  Jersey: 
a  friendly  discussion  of  Stevenson's 
work;  his  personality;  his  attitude  to- 
ward life,  257. 

Streets.  New  York.  The  Picturesiiueness 
of:  Illustrated  in  the  Paintings  of  Birge 
Harrison;  New  York  streets  slowly 
and     definitely      achieving     popularity 
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with  artist  and  critic:  Xcw  York  a? 
painted  by  W.  H.  Ranger,  Jules  Guerni 
and  Ivvcrett  Sliiiin;  paintings  of  fa- 
miliar Xcw  York  scenes  by  Birge 
Harrison:  qnality  and  intent  of  his 
work.  397. 
Studies  of  Home  l.ife.  Photographic: 
TIow  One  Woman  ha^  Developed  a 
Pastime  into  Work  that  Possesses 
Great  Individuality  and  Charm;  Distin- 
ffuishing  Cliaracteristic  of  the  Seces- 
sionist School  of  Photography:  work  of 
Mary  I.yon  Taylor:  studio;  subjects: 
her  more  inipor'tani  studies  described. 
150 
Taylor.     Marv     I.yon.       See     Studies    of 

Home  Life!  Photographic. 
Things  English  and  Japanese:  More  01 
the  Unpublished  Letters  of  Lafcadio 
Hcarn— Osman  Edwards:  His  own 
lectures:  Swinburne:  Kipling:  the 
fioer  war:  drowning;  'Meredith:  Japa- 
nese officialdom:  Japan.  140. 
Transplanting    c^f    \t^n    Young.    Tlie:    .\ 

Story— Lucretia    1).    Clapp.  5-14- 
Unrest.    Social  :     .-V    Condition     Brought 
.\bout   by    Separating   the   People   into 
Two  Factions.   Capital  and   I.abor— by 
the   editor:    Social    unrest     the     distin- 
guishing characteristic  of  the  age;  di'^- 
cnssionof  the   war  on  trusts:  the  men- 
ace of  the  labc.r  unions  and  the  menace 
of   the  trusts;   ilie  final   solution   of  the 
trust  problem  to  be  found  in  a  return 
to   simpler   and   saner  ideas   about   life 
and    work;    how    >niall    industries    are 
encouraged  in  foreign  countries  by  the 
government:   fact^  in  regard  to  handi- 
crafts   in    Ilung.'iry;    furnished    by    Dr. 
George   de   Szogyeny.   183. 
Upbuilding  of  a  Commonwealth  on  what 
was  once  .Vrid  Desert.  The  ;  Result  of 
the  Governmental    Irrigation  Project— 
C.     H.     Forbes-I.indsay  ;     The     Great 
.■\merican    Desert   and  it'-   reclamation; 
what  has  been  achieved  by  irrigation; 
agricultur.-il   develoimienl    and  business 
opportunities.  644 
Visit.     The:      An      njib\v;i\      Romance- 
Frederick  R    r.intnn.    lo.v 
Wall    Spaces.    The    I  )ecr. ration    of:    Sug- 
gestions  for   the    Remodeling   of   Coni- 
inouplacc    Interior^:    Problem-    which 


confront  the  homekeepcr  who  niust 
make  the  best  of  existing  conditions; 
value  of  wainscoting  as  a  wall  treat- 
ment; the  value  of  oak;  suggestions  as 
to  hangings  for  wall  spaces  and  open- 
ings. 108. 
Way  to  Secure  Government  .-Vid  in  E.x- 
te'nding  the  Craft  Movement,  The— 
Helen  R.  .Mbee  :  F.ditorial  note  regard- 
ing the  work  of  Mrs.  Albee  among  the 
farmers'  wives  in  New  Hampshire; 
governments  do  not  take  the  initiative, 
but  follow  the  needs  of  the  people;  the 
crafts  in  isolated  communities  and  how 
they  may  be  aided  by  the  government. 

Weaver,  The  Indian:  .A  Poem— Edwin  L. 

Sabin.  643. 
^\■eavine.      See    Handicraftsmen     of     the 

Blue  Ridge,  The. 
What  a  Work  of  Art  Ought  to  P.e— Jean 

I''ran<;ois  Millet,  532. 
What  Nature  Holds  for  the  Artist:  A 
Story  of  the  Heritage  of  Environment 
— Gi'les  Edgerton:  The  story  of  "A 
Home  in  a  Pasture  Lot,"  continued; 
homes  of  the  brothers,  Charles  and 
h'rederick  Lamb;  public  decorative  art 
in  .America  as  developed  by  tlie  Lamb 
brothers;  the  "Fred  Lamb  house:"  how 
it  was  built  and  the  charm  of  its  en- 
vironmcntj^  how  beauty  was  born  of  a 
wise   economy,  420. 

What  The  Cr.mtsm.v.n  Intend'^  to  Do 
Toward  h'ostering  Interest  in  Handi- 
crafts by  Teaching  Structural  Design, 
and  Whv  Ernest  A.  Batchelder  was 
Chosen  as  Instructor:  Beginning  of 
The  Cr.nftsman's  course  in  Design; 
Mr.  Batchelder'.  qualification-  a-  an 
instructor,  81. 

What  the  Return  to  Nature  Really 
Means— I'.dward   Carpenter.   5(17 

Winnowing  of  the  Corn.  The:  A  Poem: 
From  the  French  of  Joacliim  du  Bel- 
lav,  a  Poet  of  the  Fourteentli  Century 
—English   by   Lois   Bennett.  .TOO. 

With  Prayer  .ind  Fasting:  .A  .Modern 
Thanksgiving  Story — Emery  Pottle. 
12.V 

Woman.  The  White— Katharine  Mctcalf 
Roof.  245. 
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"afraid  of  me  I"  HE  PERSISTED,  AND  SHK  HUNG 
HER  HEAD  WHILE  HE  PLIED  THE  PADDLE  VIGOR- 
OUSLY, "but  I  am  to  BE  YOUR  HUSBAND," 
EI    ADDED. 
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THE  COURTING  OFMAHNGEQUAY:  A  STORY 
OF  LIFE  AMONG  THE  OJIBWAYS  BEFORE 
THE  DAYS  OF  THE  RESERVATION:  BY  FRED- 
ERICK R.  BURTON 

N  THE  flat  rock  tliat  dipped  strai^dit  down  into  water 
so  deep  that  four  tall  men  standing  on  each  others' 
shoulders  could  not  sound  it,  nearly  the  whole  villao'e 
was  assembled ;  and  the  chatterino;,  laughing,  scream- 
ing and  boasting  made  such  clamor  that  the  crows  on 
the  island  opposite  stopped  their  noise  from  envious 
mortification  and  flapj)ed  themselves  disgustedly 
away  to  the  forest.  Not  a  cloud  was  in  tlie  sky,  not  a  breath  rippled 
the  surface  of  the  lake.  The  lofty  pines,  ever  ready  to  murmur  at  the 
slightest  provocation,  were  silent  as  the  grave,  and  the  noonday  sun 
was  hot.  It  was  a  time  for  profound  rest,  and  the  elders  in  the  vil- 
lage, from  the  chief  down  to  the  youngest  squaw,  had  been  imitatino- 
the  example  of  their  Ijeloved  pines,  the  men  too  contented  with  repose 
to  undergo  the  exertion  of  puffing  at  their  pipes,  when  the  shrill 
voices  of  children  threw  the  place  into  bustle  and  excitement. 

"Okahawis!''  they  cried,  '"okahawis!"  by  which  everybody  within 
hearing  knew  that  a  school  of  herring  was  "in  the  deep  water  off  the 
flat  rock  where  the  children  had  been  at  play. 

The  first  to  respond  was  Maskenozha,  youngest  son,  but  not  the 
youngest  child  of  the  venerable  AFegissun.  He  was  lying  flat  on  his 
back  under  the  pine  beside  the  wigwam,  staring  at  the  patches  of  sky 
visible  through  the  green  branches.  With  one  bound  he  was  on  his 
feet;  another  took  him  to  the  wigwam,  where  he  seized  one  of  a  num- 
ber of  poles  leaning  against  it;  then  he  ran  full  tilt  through  the  village 
to  the  flat  rock.  As  he  ran  he  unwound  the  line  of  ash  fiber  coiled  at 
the  pole  end,  and  inspected  the  bone  hook. 

The  air  was  buzzing  with  herring  flies  when  he  crossed  the  orass 
plot  between  the  village  and  the  rock.  One  lit  on  his  arm.''  He 
plucked  it  off,  impaled  it  on  the  hook,  and,  thus  prepared,  selected 
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the  best  place  at  the  edge  of  the  rock,  sat  himself  down  and  cast  his 
bait  into  the  center  of  the  disturbed  water.  It  was  all  rippling  and 
flashing  with  the  excited  fish,  so  many  in  fact  that  scores  of  them 
were  actually  floundering  on  the  surface,  crowded  out  of  their  ele- 
ment by  the  shoal  of  their  kind  below. 

Maskenozha's  hook  had  no  more  than  touched  the  water  when  it 
was  seized,  and  with  a  shrill  yell  he  yanked  a  victim  to  the  rock.  The 
hapless  fish  fell  oft"  without  disturbing  the  bait,  and  the  youngster 
threw  in  again  only  to  repeat  the  operation  as  quickly.  By  this  time 
there  were  other  arrivals,  each  armed  with  pole  and  line  of  some  sort, 
almost  every  one  with  a  birch  bark  basket  or  a  bowl.  And  after  them 
came  still  others,  until  all  the  s])ace  along  the  edge  of  the  rock  was 
occupied,  and  late  comers  found  difficult  foothold  where  the  clift' 
sloped  roughly  into  the  bushes  at  either  side. 

The  chief  was  there, ,  fishing  with  the  rest,  smiling  with  grim 
amusement  when  the  women  screamed  over  their  luck.  Old  Megis- 
sun  himself  hobbled  down  last  of  all.  He  brought  no  pole,  for  the 
several  members  of  his  family,  all  spryer  than  he,  had  taken  the 
whole  of  his  outfit.  His  dim  eyes  searched  the  row  at  the  edge  of  the 
rock  and  presently  he  shook  his  youngest  son  gently  by  the  shoulder. 
Maskenozha  promptly  but  sulkily  gave  him  the  pole  and  his  place 
also,  and  ran  back  mto  the  bush  to  improvise  another. 

In  all  a  long  summer  the  herring  run  no  more  than  a  dozen  days 
at  the  most,  and  it  is  not  always  that  they  oft'er  themselves  so  conve- 
niently. So  the  people  made  the  most  of  it.  Nobody  could  help 
catching  the  fish.  If  the  flies  did  not  light  within  easy  reach,  hooks 
were  dropped  bare  of  bait,  with  results  almost  as  satisfactory.  A  half 
hour  the  fish  lingered  near  the  rock,  and  by  then  every  bowl  and 
basket  was  more  than  full.  Some  of  the  men  were  tired  of  the  child- 
ish sport  and  were  merely  looking  on. 

Just  before  the  school  departed,  one  of  three  girls  yanked  up  a 
fish  with  such  violence  that  it  caught  in  a  high  l)ush  behind  her  and 
would  not  be  dislodged,  no  matter  how  hard  she  jerked  the  line.  Her 
companions  were  screaming  over  their  own  eft'orts  at  the  moment 
and  would  not  turn  to  help  her. 

A  burly  young  brave  who  stood  idle  beside  the  chief — for  when 
the  chief  gave  over  the  sport  he  deemed  it  befitting  his  dignity  to  do 
likewise — observed  the  accident  and  started  across  the  rock  to  disen- 
tangle the  hook,  for  the  fish  had  dropped  off  by  its  own  exertions. 
This  was  Iggadom,  by  his  own  accounts  the  strongest  man  in  the 
tribe.    Certain  it  was  that  he  had  thrown  all  adversaries  who  ventured 
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to  wrestle  with  him;  that  he  had  put  a  stone  further  than  any;  that 
he  had  driven  an  arrow  into  a  tree  so  hard  that  it  could  not  be  pulled 
out  but  must  be  cut  out.  These  deeds  were  known — the  council  had 
voted  him  feathers  for  them — and  they  lent  credibility  to  manv  an- 
other deed  of  which  he  spoke  on  all  occasions.  Iggadom  started, 
then,  across  the  rock,  but  when  he  was  half  way  the  tall  and  slender 
Tebikoosa  emerged  from  the  bush  where  he  had  gone  to  cut  a  withe 
for  his  catch;  and  Tebikoosa  reached  up  his  long  arm,  loosed  the 
girl's  hook,  put  a  fresh  fiy  on  it  and  tossed  it  over  her  head  into  the 
lake. 

" Migwetch"  (thank  you)  said  she,  shyly,  and  turned  her  face  to 
the  water. 

Tebikoosa's  swarthy  cheeks  glowed  with  unwonted  redness, 
though  he  had  hardly  glanced  at  the  girl.  He  kept  his  eyes  fixed 
steadily  on  those  of  Iggadom,  who  had  stopped  short  and  was  re- 
garding him  with  an  ugly  scowl.  They  stood  thus,  facing  each  other, 
for  as  long  as  one  might  count  three.  Then  Tebikoosa,  with  a  scarcely 
perceptible  shrug  of  his  shoulders,  went  on  to  his  place  at  the  edo-e 
and  began  to  string  his  fish. 

Iggadom  gave  a  quick,  crafty  glance  around.  It  seemed  that 
nobody  had  observed  the  incident.  With  a  swagger  of  indifference 
he  lounged  back  to  the  chief.  Almost  at  that  moment  the  herring 
ceased  to  bite,  and  all  but  the  children  and  some  of  the  women  beo^an 
to  coil  their  lines. 

"It  is  about  time,"  said  the  chief,  thoughtfully,  "that  one  of  you 
young  men  should  marry  the  youngest  daughter  of  Megissun.  She 
is  more  than  comely." 

"Yes,"  Iggadom  responded.  "I  have  made  up  my  mind.  I  shall 
marry  her." 

Both  looked  toward  the  three  girls,  but  their  eyes  were  fixed  only 
on  the  one  whose  hook  Tebikoosa  had  released.  Comelv  indeed  she 
was!  Sixteen  summers  had  fashioned  her  graceful  form' into  the  full 
lines  of  mature  womanhood,  but  the  soft  brown  cheeks  were  vet 
round  and  baby-like.  They  glowed  now  and  then  with  the  flush  of 
sport  and  laughter,  and  her  wondrous  deep  eyes  sparkled  as  she 
chatted  gaily  with  her  companions.  Perhaps  she  had  been  told  that 
she  was  the  beauty  of  the  village;  perhaps  the  spring  and  the  placid 
lake  told  her,  for  they  were  her  only  mirrors;  but  if  so  she  plaved  not 
upon  her  beauty,  for  not  one  of  all  the  young  braves  who  looked  upon 
and  sighed  for  her,  had  ever  had  so  much  as  a  direct  smile  from  her  in 
token  of  interest  in  mankind. 
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Mahngequay  she  was  called,  for  her  first  wail  of  protest  against 
life  mingled  with  the  distant  shouting  of  a  loon  (jnahng)  and  her 
mother  heard  both  sounds.  So,  "Loon-girl"  she  was  in  her  baby- 
hood, and  though  her  life  was  watched  for  episodes  of  more  signifi- 
cance, none  occurred  to  justify  another  name. 

"Ah,"  said  the  chief,  "so  you  have  made  up  your  mind." 

Iffo-adom  glanced  sidewise  at  him.  There  seemed  to  be  a  tinge  of 
ironvm  the  chief's  tone.    "It  is  all  settled,  then,"  the  chief  added. 

"  I  shall  marry  her,"  said  Iggadom.    "  What  I  say  I  do." 

The  maiden  herself,  unsuspicious  that  she  was  the  subject  of  con- 
versation, took  her  basket  of  herring  and  went  blithely  up  to  the  vil- 
lage with  her  companions.  Megissun  hobbled  after  her,  and  all  the 
people  straggled  homeward  except  a  few  of  the  men  and  boys.  While 
they  were  dispersing,  the  chief  was  silent,  but  at  length  he  took  his 
pipe  from  his  lips  and  remarked  quizzically— "  I  thought  just  now 
that  Tebikoosa  might  have  something  to  say  about  that." 

Iggadom  started  uncomfortably.  So  the  chief  had  observed  the 
incident  of  the  tangled  hook!— and  Tebikoosa,  hearing  his  own  name 
but  nothing  else  distinctly,  looked  up  inquiringly. 

"It  is  1  who  have  spoken!"  said  Iggadom,  angrily.  "When  I 
speak  I  mean  it.    No  other  man  has  anything  to  say  about  it.    I  shall 

marrv  her."  .  ,  •     , 

"Gmjget,  gayget,"  (yes,  indeed)  the  chief  responded  soothingly, 
but  with  a  niischievous  twinkle  in  his  eyes,  "it  is  all  settled  and  we 
will  look  forward  to  a  grand  feast." 

"Feast!  Feast.?  Wliere.'  When?  What  about?"  eagerly  asked 
Baumequod,  Baumequod  the  glutton,  Baumequod  the  ever  hungry 
because  he  ate  so  much  that  his  hard  worked  squaw  could  by  no 
means  keep  the  wigwam  larder  full. 

"You  see  what  is  before  you,  Iggadom,"  laughed  the  chief.  "It 
will  have  to  be  the  grandest  kind  of  feast,  or  Baumequod  won't  have 
enough  to  keep  him  alive  through  the  night." 

"What's  it  all  about?"  Baumequod  demanded  again. 

"Iggadom  is  going  to  be  married." 

"Ah!  a  marriage  feast!  Yes,  that  will  surely  be  worth  while," 
and  Baumequod  smacked  his  lips  in  anticipation. 

By  this  lime  all  the  men,  young  and  old,  had  gathered  in  a  group 
before  the  chief.  Among  them  towered  the  slender  Tebikoosa,  hold- 
ing his  string  of  fish  and  listening  gravely.  ^ 

"He  says  he  is  going  to  marry  Mahngequay,  the  chief  added, 
and  he  looked  in  the  most  expressionless  way  at  Tebikoosa,  whose 


Sratrint  i}  Frtincu  Lta. 


"ONd,  TO  PLEASE  HEB  CHILDISH  CURIOSITY,  HI 
HAD  TAKEN  HIS  FLUTE,  THi  ONLY  INSTRUMENT 
OF  THE  KIND  IN  ALL  THAT  PART  OF  OJIBWAY- 
LAND,    AND    PLAYED    THE    SONG    FOR    HER." 


DrawiHt  h  Prancu  Lta. 


"in  TBI  UOONSHINE,  IGGADOU  SAW  ICAHN- 
GEQUAV  STANDING  WITH  BOTH  HANDS  UP- 
RAISED    AND     TBI     BACKS     TOWASD     HIU." 
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cheek  turned  as  pale  as  an  Ojibway's  can,  but  who  had  eyes  only  for 
Iggadom. 

"I  shall  many  her,"  said  Iggadom,  his  tone  betraying  his  con- 
sciousness that  his  chief  was  baiting  him.    "What  I  say  I  do." 

Nobody  in  the  group  responded,  though  several  of  the  young 
braves  exchanged  meaning  glances.  The  chief  said:  "I  was  just 
saying  that  perhaps  Tebikoosa  would  have  something  to  say  about 
that." 

"Tebikoosa  has  nothing  to  say  about  it!"  cried  Iggadom,  thor- 
oughly angry.  "Nobody  has  anything  to  say.  I  have  said  it.  That 
is  enough." 

He  talked  to  the  group,  but  directly  at  Tebikoosa,  who  made 
answer  slowly,  "I  have  been  taught  that  the  Ojibway  maiden  has 
something  to  say  in  such  a  matter." 

"'Gayget!  gaygei!"  exclaimed  Iggadom,  expanding  his  broad 
chest,  "the  maiden  has  all  to  say.  She  will  say  it.  There  is  no 
maiden  in  all  Ojibway  land  who  would  refuse  me  if  I  asked  her.  Am 
I  not  the  strongest  man  among  you  ?  Have  I  not  slain  moose  and  bear 
and  elk  ?  Has  any  brave  of  my  years  as  large  a  stock  of  skins  as  I 
have.'" 

He  paused  in  his  boasting  and  defiantly  eyed  the  group  at  large, 
but  he  fixed  his  gaze  on  Tebikoosa,  who  stirred  not  nor  answered. 
An  aged  man's  cracked  voice  broke  the  silence:  "In  my  day  the 
young  man  courted  first  and  talked  afterward." 

Iggadom  shook  with  rage,  but  the  man  w^as  old  and  feeble.  If 
only  the  cowardly  Tebikoosa  had  said  that!  But  Tebikoosa  simply 
looked  at  him.  There  was  dislike  and  sorrow  in  his  eyes,  but  he  said 
no  word  to  justify  a  blow. 

"Very  well,"  growled  Iggadom,  choking  down  his  wrath,  "you 
shall  see.  You  have  heard  what  I  have  said.  I  shall  marry  her.  I 
will  court  her  before  another  sun." 

He  swaggered  away  to  his  father's  wigwam,  and  the  group  slowly 
dispersed,  Tebikoosa  going  also  without  a  word  to  anybody. 

"Yes,"  said  the  chief,  serenely,  to  the  aged  man,  "the  maiden  has 
all  to  say,  and  she  will  say — what  she  pleases.  It  was  time  to  bring 
the  matter  to  a  head,  for  the  girl  is  more  than  comely.  All  will  be 
well  when  she  has  decided." 

"She'll  take  him,"  babbled  the  aged  man.  "A  strong  arm  and  a 
loud  voice  go  a  long  way  with  women  folk.  It  was  so  in  my  day,  and 
it  will  be  so,  I  suppose,  a  thousand  moons  from  now." 
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MEGISSUN'S  wigwam  was  the  largest,  save  the  chief's,  in  the 
viUage.  It  was  built  on  twenty-four  poles,  by  which  the  pale- 
face can  understand  that  it  was  twenty-four  feet  in  diameter. 
Sibequay,  ^legissun's  squaw,  made  it.  She  stripped  the  bark  from 
the  birch  trees  in  the  Moon  of  Strawberries,  when  the  bark  peels 
easiest  and  is  in  the  best  condition.  She  dug  the  tamarack  roots  and 
made  the  cords  with  which  the  edges  of  the  bark  sheets  were  sewed 
to  sticks  of  split  cedar.  Aided  only  by  the  children,  she  raised  the 
heavy  poles,  and  placed  the  bark  sheets  upon  them  so  that  the  edges 
overlapped.  Perfectly  weather-proof  was  her  dwelling  and  as  clean 
as  the  needle-strewn  sward  beneath  the  pine  trees.  Let  other  Ojib- 
ways  fashion  their  houses  of  skins  after  the  manner  of  the  hated 
Sioux,  or  let  them  use  the  cloth  that  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company  gave 
to  the  Indians  of  all  tribes  in  exchange  for  skins;  Sibequay  knew  that 
the  ancient  way  was  the  best;  that  the  bark  dwelling,  the  only  genu- 
ine wigwam,  never  let  in  the  rain,  and  that  it  would  stand  in  a  hurri- 
cane before  which  the  skin  and  cloth  tepees  went  ballooning  far 
away,  or  tore  to  useless  shreds.  A  wise  and  capable  old  woman  was 
Sibequay.  A  mighty  hunter  her  husband  had  been  before  age  dimmed 
his  eyes  and  palsied  his  arms;  he  had  won  his  majestic  crest  of  eagle's 
leathers  by  valiant  deeds  in  wars  against  the  Sioux  and  Iroquois;  his 
voice  was  listened  to  respectfully  in  the  council  of  chiefs;  but  within 
the  wigwam,  and  without  it,  where  domestic  matters  were  concerned, 
INIegissun  took  second  place.  Sibecpuiy's  word  was  law,  and  no  one, 
husband  or  grown-up  children,  ventured  to  disobey  her. 

Late  in  the  evening  following  the  run  of  herring  the  entire  family 
was  gathered  in  the  spacious  wigwam.  Sibequay  and  Megissun  were 
in  their  proper  places  in  the  circle,  just  across  from  the  open  doorway. 
In  the  order  of  their  ages  sat  the  men  children  on  ^Nlegissun's  side, 
and  their  young  squaws  on  the  other.  Nearest  the  doorway  were 
iNIaskeuozha  and  Mahngequay.  Had  a  visitor  arrived,  the  persons 
in  the  circle  would  have  been  moved  at  Sibequay 's  command  to  give 
the  caller  a  place  according  to  his  rank  or  the  esteem  in  which  the 
Megissun  family  held  him. 

Even  the  youngest  there,  the  beautiful  ^Mahngequay,  knew  that  a 
visitor  was  expected;  else  why  had  all  the  family  been  summoned 
within  ?  and  why  was  the  restless  Maskenozha  sharply  rebuked  for 
attempting  to  slip  out  unseen  in  the  darkness  ?  But  Mahngequay 
knew  not  who  the  caller  might  be,  nor  did  Maskenozha,  for  the  elders 
had  not  deigned  to  take  the  younger  children  into  their  confidence. 
They  knew,  the  elders,  for  gossip  is  an  Ojibway  institution  as  old  as 
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the  nation  itself  and  as  mighty.  They  knew,  as  did  all  in  the  village, 
what  had  passed  on  the  flat  rock  between  Iggadom  and  the  chief.  So 
they  sat  and  waited,  silent,  as  indifferent  to  the  dragging  of  time  as 
the  wigwam  itself. 

A  low  fire  burned  lazily  in  the  middle  of  the  dwelling,  not  so  much 
to  overcome  the  chill  of  evening,  as  to  give  licrht;  for  when  the  visitor 
should  arrive,  a  few  bark  chips  would  quic'kly  illumine  the  interior 
with  the  brightness  of  noonday. 

And  so  they  sat  and  waited,  and  presently  they  heard  the  beating 
of  a  drum  very  near.  No  one  stirred  save  the  restless  Maskenozha, 
who  sat  up,  listening  sharply  and  wondering.  A  look  as  of  sudden 
memory  came  upon  his  face. 

"Now  I  know,"  said  he,  and  his  eyes  were  teasing  as  he  turned 
them  upon  his  sister. 

"What  is  it,  brother.^"  she  asked  apprehensively — and  who  knows 
that  some  subtle  message  had  not  come  to  her  before  he  spoke  ? 

The  drum  was  beating  very  slowly  and  the  strokes  were  not  loud 
as  yet,  but  they  could  be  heard  by  the  idlers  on  the  flat  rock  at  the 
other  end  of  the  village.  There  were  nods  of  the  head  there,  and  sig- 
nificant smiles,  and  "Now  we  shall  see,"  from  one  to  another. 

"It's  Iggadom  coming  to  court  you,"  said  Maskenozha,  softly. 
"I  heard  him  tell  the  chief  that  he  would  marry  you." 

The  boy  chuckled  and  edged  closer  to  his  sister  that  he  might  not 
miss  a  word,  but  she  said  nothing.  Her  lips  were  slightly  parted,  as 
with  fear,  her  eyes  swept  the  circle  of  grave  faces,  and  rested  on  the 
open  doorway — but  not  there,  not  there  lay  safety  or  escape,  and 
INIahngeciuay  knew  it. 

"He's  beginning  his  dance!"  whispered  Maskenozha,  excitedly. 
"You'll  hear  his  song  soon." 

The  slow  preluding  of  the  drum  had  given  place  to  rapid  beats 
alternately  loud  and  soft.  In  rhythm  with  them  came  the  shuffle  of 
moccasined  feet  upon  the  turf  hardly  an  arm's  length  from  the  wig- 
wam wall.  With  measured  tread  and  with  constant  turning  of  the 
body  around  and  around,  the  dancer  made  the  entire  circuit  of  the 
wigwam.  When  he  passed  nearest  where  Mahngequay  sat,  the  moon 
threw  his  shadow  in  at  the  doorway,  and  the  girl  shrank  back  as  if 
she  feared  it  might  touch  her. 

"It's  Iggadom,"  Maskenozha  told  her;  "I  saw  his  face  plain 
enough,  but  you'll  be  sure  when  he  sings." 

Again  the  dancer  made  the  circuit  of  the  wigwam,  and  when  a 
second  time  he  passed  the  doorway  the  girl  did  not  shrink  from  the 
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shadow,  but  peered  out  and  saw  her  suitor's  face.  Then  she  clasped 
her  liands  tightly  together  and  waited. 

"You'll  take  him,  sister,"  whispered  ]Maskenozha,  eagerly  and 
lialf  interrogatively.  Mahngequay's  reply  was  a  shudder  that  told 
him  nothing. 

"Take  him!"  urged  he;  "then  there'll  be  room  here  for  my  wife. 
I  shall  bring  her " 

"Hush!"  she  interrupted.  "You  are  too  young  to  talk  of  bring- 
ing home  a  wife." 

"I'm  older  than  you!" 

"Yes,  but  you're  only  a  man.  A  woman  may  go  as  a  wife  even 
before  she  has  seen  as  many  summers  as  I  have,  but  she  must  go  to  a 
man  who's  older  than  you.    You  are  very  silly,  brother." 

"Anyhow,  you'll  take  him,"  said  the  brother.  "He's  bound  to 
have  you,"  and  then  he  ceased  his  argument,  for  the  suitor  had  com- 
pleted his  third  circuit  of  the  wigwam  and  was  beginning  his  song. 

No  half  veiled  utterance  of  secret  love  was  there,  no  imagery,  no 
bashful  pleading;  the  suitor  did  not  abase  himself  at  his  lady's  feet 
and  beg  her  favor;  he  did  not  extol  her  charms,  or  tell  her  that  she 
haunted  his  dreams,  or  vow  by  all  his  gods  that  he  would  protect  and 
cherish  her.  And  yet  his  wooing  was  conventional  enough  from  the 
Ojibway  point  of  view,  and  not  Mahngequay  herself,  presumably, 
found  anything  in  itself  offensive  in  the  words  with  which  the  suitor 
declared  his  intentions.  It  was  an  old,  old,  well  known  song  of  the 
people  that  doubtless  many  hundreds  of  lovers  had  used  under  similar 
circumstances  with  merely  a  necessary  change  in  the  name: 

''' Nenevioshaynon  Mahngequay,  heyah!"  which,  reading  back- 
ward, means  precisely,  "Ileigh  ho!    INIahngequay  is  my  sweetheart." 

The  tune  was  what  the  paleface  might  term  a  round,  for  it  came 
to  rest  now^here,  the  apparent  ending  being  merely  a  compulsion  to 
go  further  and  driving  the  singer  to  endless  repetitions.  Iggadom's 
heavy  voice  roared  this  forth  while  he  continued  to  dance  around  the 
wigwam  and  beat  his  drum. 

iVTahngequay  sat  motionless,  not  answering  or  turning  when  her 
brother  whispered.  "Hurry!   don't  keep  him  singing  all  night!" 

Iggadom  desisted  at  length  from  sheer  breathlessness.  The  drum 
was  silent,  the  moccasined  feet  no  longer  shuffled  over  the  sward. 
His  shadow  lay  across  the  doorway.  Sibequay  leaned  forward  and 
laid  a  j)iece  of  bark  on  the  fire,  fey  the  instant  blaze  she  saw  her 
youngest  daughter  looking  appealingly  at  her.  "You  must  give  him 
a  sign,  child,"  she  said. 


Drawing  h  Prantts  Lea. 


"tebikoosa  ran  straight  into  iggadom's  asms 
and  thb  watching  bsaves  caught  thbib 
breath  at  the  audacity  of  the  move." 


Droning  by  Fratxri  Lea. 


"hicden  behind  the  alders,  a  sujto«  was 
singing  upon  his  flute,  singing  to  ber  a 
love  song.     who  could  it  be?" 
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Just  then  the  drum  and  song  began  again,  louder,  more  insistent 
than  before.  Mahngequay  waited  until  her  confident  suitor  had 
made  one  circuit  of  the  wigwam.  Then  she  arose  slowly  and  stepped 
forth  into  the  moonlight. 

Immediately  the  drum  ceased  and  the  song  came  to  end  in  an 
exclamation  of  satisfaction  that  was  followed  at  once  by  a  gasp  of 
astonishment  and  incredulity;  for  there,  so  plain  in  the  moonshine 
that  he  could  distinguish  the  delicate  purple  of  her  finger  nails,  Igga- 
dom  saw  ^Mahngequay  standing  with  both  hands  upraised,  and  the 
backs  toward  him. 

"Girl!"  said  he,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  "it  is  I,  Iggadom,  the  strong 
man — don't  you  see.^" 

She  dropped  one  hand  to  her  side  and  waved  the  other  toward 
him,  still  showing  him  the  back  of  it. 

"You  know  not  what  you  do!"  he  began  passionately;    "it  is 

Iggadom  who  comes  to  you "  but  she  had  turned  and  gone  within 

the  wigwam  where  she  sat  down  again  beside  her  brother. 


u^riE  keeps  him  waiting  long,"  they  were  saying  on  the  flat  rock  by 
j^  the  lake,  and  they  chuckled  at  the  expense  of  the  boastful  Igga'- 
dom.  One  went  so  far  as  to  wonder  if  she  would  show  him  the 
back  of  her  hand,  but  the  others,  while  quick  enough  to  enjoy  the 
momentary  rebuff  to  the  strong  man,  were  sure  that  it  would  be  no 
more  than  momentary.  "Why  should  she  let  him  think  that  she 
yields  easily.^"  they  asked. 

One  there  was  who  said  nothing;  a  tall,  slender  young  man  who 
lay  stretched  full  length  on  the  rock  a  little  apart  from  the  others.  It 
was  he  who  arose  wlien  Iggadom  came  running  from  the  village  and 
demanded,  panting,  "Where's  Tebikoosa.'" 

"Ah!"  snarled  the  rejected  suitor,  "there  you  are!  I'll  make  you 
suffer,  you  dog!    You've  witched  her,  that's  what!" 

The  moonlight  full  on  Tebikoosa's  face  was  fairly  dimmed  by  the 
overmastering  joy  that  gladdened  it.  "  Ho!  ho!"  he'laughed,  and  the 
islands  sent  back  a  dozen  scornful  echoes,  "the  maiden  had  something 
to  say,  and  Iggadom  knows  not  how  to  take  it!" 

"\yitchery!"  screamed  Iggadom,  who  must  need  volunteer  an  ex- 
planation ere  he  be  embarrassed  by  (piestions,  and  he  made  a  mad 
rush  toward  Tebikoosa  as  if  to  overwhelm  him  at  once. 

The  slender  man  leaped  aside  but  clutched  his  adversary  as  he 
passed,  and  immediately  they  closed  in  a  furious  struggle.  Tlie  idlers 
scrambled  to  their  feet  to  avoid  them  and  give  them  room.     A  few 
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who  had  been  smoking  late  pipes  before  their  wigwams,  among  them 
the  chief,  hastened  from  the  village  and  joined  the  onlookers. 

"Hang  on,  Tebikoosa!"'  cried  one  voice,  but  no  others  spoke,  for, 
while  there  was  little  love  for  the  boastful  Iggadoni,  it  was  Tebi- 
koosa's  fight,  not  theirs,  and  it  was  a  fair  fight  thus  far  and  pleasant 
to  look  upon. 

The  skill  and  strength  of  the  wrestler  told  at  length  and  he  shook 
himself  free,  leaping  back  a  pace  to  poise  for  a  new  spring  that  should 
give  him  the  hold  he  desired.  His  adversary  did  not  wait  for  him. 
Lithe  and  noiseless  as  a  cat,  Tebikoosa  ran  straight  into  Iggadom's 
arms,  and  the  watching  braves  caught  their  breath  at  the  audacity  of 
the  move.  They  did  not  perceive  for  the  moment  that  it  was  the 
slender  man's  one  hope.  Iggadom  must  not  have  time  to  choose  his 
manner  of  fighting. 

Tebikoosa  charged,  Iggadom  aimed  a  blow  at  him.  The  slender 
man  half  parried  it,  but  it  stung  his  cheek  and  burst  all  the  hidden 
sources  of  anger  in  his  heart.  It  gave  him  new  agility,  new  strength. 
While  yet  Iggadom's  arm  was  recoiling  from  the  blow,  Tebikoosa 
struck  under  it,  one  hard  fist  on  the  boaster's  chest,  another  on  his 
mouth. 

Iggadom  gasped  and  reeled  under  the  impact.  The  line  of  watcl> 
ers  gave  way,  as  it  appeared  that  he  would  stumble  among  them,  but 
Tebikoosa  caught  him  around  the  waist,  lifted  him  clear  of  the 
ground,  ran  to  the  edge  of  the  rock  and  dropped  him  into  the  lake. 

A  chorus  of  shrill  cries  startled  the  echoes  again  in  the  distant 
islands,  hoarse  laughter,  shouts  of  triumph,  for  indeed  Tebikoosa  had 
fought  the  common  fight  and  not  one  was  there  to  pity  the  twice  dis- 
comfited boaster  and  bully  floundering  in  the  water.  When  he  rose 
to  the  surface,  blowing  the  water  from  his  mouth  and  gasping  for 
breath,  they  jeered  at  him;  when  he  grasped  a  little  projection  from 
the  cliff,  they  found  poles  and  beat  his  hands  ofi^;  and  when  he  swam 
away  to  search  for  a  landing  place,  one  with  a  sharp  memory  spoke: 

"You  in  the  water,  there!  Iggadom,  the  strong  man!  'I  have  said 
it.    'S\TiatIsay,  Ido!'" 

"Ho-ho!  ho-ho!"  roared  the  braves,  young  and  old,  in  such  a 
discordant  chorus  that  the  islands  were  hard  pressed  to  send  back  all 
the  sounds. 

But  one  there  was  who  shouted  not  nor  laughed.  Tebikoosa 
stood  at  the  edge  with  folded  arms  until  Iggadom  began  to  swim. 
Then  he  strode  through  the  noisy  crowd,  through  the  length  of  the 
village,  and  away  into  the  forest. 
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THREE  nights  had  passed  and  no  suitor  had  brought  his  drum  to 
the  Megissun  wigwam. 
"Iggadom   is   a  good   hunter,"   said   Sibequay,   regretfully; 
"young  girls  are  foolish.     Mahngequay  will  some  day  take  up  with 
one  not  half  his  ecpial." 

But  she  cast  no  reproaches  on  her  daughter,  who  went  her  way, 
as  usual,  with  outward  serenity.  When  she  met  Tebikoosa,  who  also 
went  about  as  usual,  she  looked  studiously  at  the  ground  before  her 
feet;  and  at  that  moment  he  studied  the  ground  before  his  feet;  and 
neither  seemed  to  be  aware  of  the  existence  of  the  other.  For  Mahnge- 
quay knew — her  brother's  account  of  it  was  detailed  and  enthusiastic 
— all  of  what  happened  on  the  flat  rock  by  moonlight,  and  how'  Igga- 
dom  had  gone  with  his  hunting  outfit  on  a  long,  long?journey  to  the 
Batchewana  tribe  far  westward.  And  the  tall,  slender  young  man  who 
had  not  quailed  before  the  strongest  of  the  braves,  was  frightened  of 
his  life  in  the  presence  of  this  fragile  maiden. 

So  Tebikoosa's  drum  did  not  sound  at  night;  but  at  sunrise  on  the 
fourth  morning  after  the  moonlight  battle  iNIahngequay  w'as  startled 
by  a  sound  of  a  difierent  kind  from  the  bushes  just  beyond  the  cool 
spring  where  she  went  with  birchen  bowls  to  get  water  for  the  family 
breakfast.  That  was  her  regular  duty  as  the  youngest  daughter  of 
the  house,  and  no  one  stirred  within  it  until  she  had  prepai'ed  the 
meal. 

It  was  not  a  bird  that  sang  in  the  bushes,  though  sweet  was  the 
song,  and  soft,  and  wordless.  Her  heart  beat  high  as  she  stooped  to 
fill  a  bowl.  Well  she  knew  the  general  meaning  of  the  song,  though 
never  before  had  such  tones  been  made  for  her  ears  alone.  Hidden 
behind  the  alders,  a  suitor  was  singing  upon  his  flute — singing  to  her 
— a  love  song,  and  thus  declaring  the  passion  that  he  dared  not  as  yet 
put  into  words.  Who  could  it  be .''  She  would  not  give  a  sign  unless 
she  knew,  and  very  slowly  she  filled  the  second  bowl  while  she  lis- 
tened, and  thought,  and  thought. 

Who  among  the  youth  of  the  village  would  choose  this  subtle  and 
rare  way  to  address  her  ?  One  name  only  occurred  to  her,  but  she 
would  not  frame  it  in  her  thoughts,  not  yet,  and  by  some  accident  she 
upset  the  bowl  and  had  to  fill  it  again. 

She  remembered  the  song  now.  It  w'as  made  by  a  man  who  was 
still  alive  in  the  village  when  she  w-as  a  child,  and  he  had  made  it  in 
his  youth  at  a  time  when  his  sweetheart  was  on  a  visit  to  a  distant 
tribe.  Often  she  had  heard  him  sing  it  as  his  part  of  the  entertain- 
ment at  a  campfire.     Once,  to  please  her  childish  curiosity,  he  had 
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taken  his  flute,  the  only  instrument  of  the  kind  in  all  that  part  of  Ojib- 
way  land,  and  j)layed  the  song  for  her. 

"Maybe,  little  girl,"  he  had  said  roguishly  when  he  put  the  an- 
cient instrument  away,  "maybe  your  lover  will  sing  that  song  upon  a 
flute  for  you  before  he  ventures  to  speak,  for  many  a  man  now  knows 
the  song." 

Aye,  many!  she  seemed  to  feel  the  mournful  words  throbbing  to 
her  heart  upon  the  tones  of  the  melody:  "O  nenah  nenahwendum  ' — 
"oh!  I  am  very  lonely,"  they  began;  but  who,  knowing  the  song, 
could  breathe  it* into  the  flute  ?  For  there  was  still  but  one  flute  in  all 
that  part  of  Ojibway  land,  and  that  was  kept  sacredly  in  the  family 
where  it  belonged  in  respectful  memory  of  the  good  man  who  made  it. 

Could  there  be  any  other  than  the  logical  conclusion .?  For  the 
maker  of  the  flute  was  Tebikoosa's  father. 

Mahngequay  arose  and  stood  by  the  spring  with  a  bowl  in  each 
hand.  She  peered  vainly  into  the  thicket  of  alders,  but  of  a  sudden 
her  face  lit  with  a  shy  smile,  and  then  she  turned  about  and  I'an  to  the 
wigwam. 

That  evening,  very  late,  the  drum  sounded  near  the  Megissun 
wigwam.  Thrice  the  dancer  made  the  circuit  before  he  began  his 
song,  and  when  the  words  came  at  last,  "O,  nenah  nenahwendum," 
Sibequay  knew  who  it  was  and  went  forth  to  tell  Tebikoosa  that  her 
daughter  was  from  home. 

The  drum  fell  from  his  hand.  "Have  you  spoken  to  her.''"  asked 
the  squaw.  "I  played  the  song  at  the  spring  this  morning,"  said 
Tebikoosa,  sadly. 

"Then  I  understand.  She  is  frightened,  the  silly  child,  and  has 
run  away.    You  know  what  to  do." 

"Yes!"  and  Tebikoosa's  voice  was  firm,  almost  joyous  now;  "I 
will  find  her.     \Yhen  did  she  go.?" 

"We  have  not  seen  her  since  sundown." 

"1  will  find  her." 

There  was  but  one  way  she  could  go  at  the  beginning,  for  the  vil- 
lage lay  upon  a  point  of  land  that  protruded  far  into  the  lake.  The 
trail  inland  divided  a  half  hour's  journey  from  the  village.  At  that 
j)oint  the  anxious  yet  confident  lover  paused  long,  trying  the  various 
devices  known  to  his  race  to  determine  which  had  been  iNIahnge- 
((uay's  subsequent  course.  When  he  had  decided,  he  ran  swiftly  for 
hours,  pausing  now  and  again  when  the  moon  gave  sufficient  light 
through  the  foliage  to  examine  the  path.  At  length  he  sat  down  and 
buried  his  face  in  his  hands.     It  was  not  despair  that  afflicted  him, 
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but  thought,  hard  Indian  thought,  putting  himself  in  the  girl's  place, 
recalling  her  favorite  haunts  so  far  as  he  knew  about  them,  and  rea- 
soning out  the  probable  objective  of  her  flight. 

mien  he  started  on  again  it  was  not  in  the  direction  he  had  first 
taken,  but  back  to  tlie  village.  He  launched  his  canoe  and  paddled 
fast  till  the  sky  took  on  the  gray  of  dawn.  By  then  he  was  at  the 
mouth  of  a  bay  where  the  forest  retreated  from  the  water,  leaving  an 
ample  open  space.  Giant  white  lilies  grew  all  along  the  margin,  and 
luscious  berries  were  abundant  on  shore.  Many  a  basket  of  berries 
had  been  gathered  there  by  the  girls  of  the  village  this  very  summer. 

Tebikoosa  paddled  slowly  now  and  noiselessly.  The  morning  sky 
was  clear,  the  light  grew  fast,  he  saw  the  whole  curve  of  the  shore. 
There  was  a  single  scrub  pine  growing  from  the  crevice  of  a  ledge  in 
the  open  space;  close  to  its  base  the  rock  was  carpeted  with  deep 
moss;  and  there,  her  head  resting  on  her  arm,  lay  the  beautiful 
Mahngequay,  fast  asleep. 

Gently  the  canoe  was  beached  a  few  paces  distant  from  the  tree; 
gently  Tebikoosa  stepped  forth  and  approached;  and  Mahngequay 
awoke  with  a  start  only  when  he  stood  over  her.  She  scrambled  to 
her  feet  and  stood  before  him,  blushing  and  shyly  looking  at  the 
ground. 

"iVe  nemoshay7i"  said  he,  holding  out  his  hands.  " Ne  nemo- 
shayn,"  she  responded  in  a  whisper,  and  gave  him  hers. 

He  led  her  to  the  canoe  and  helped  her  in,  his  heart  throbbing  with 
happiness,  his  mind  filled  with  that  wonderment  that  every  male  be- 
ing in  all  creation,  human  and  brute,  has  felt.    He  voiced  it. 

"Tell  me,  sweetheart,  why  you  ran  away  from  nie.^" 

And  Mahngequay  answered  honestly. 

"I  was  afraid,"  she  said. 

"Afraid  of  me!  of  me.^"  he  persisted,  and  she  hung  her  head 
while  he  plied  the  paddle  vigorously.  "But  I  am  to  be  your  hus- 
band," he  added. 

" Gayget,"  said  she,  "I  am  to  be  your  wife." 

Sibequay  was  preparing  breakfast  when  they  arrived  home. 

"I  knew  you  would  find  her,"  she  said.     "Eat  with  us." 

Tebikoosa  gave  the  grandest  wedding  feast  that  had  been  known 
for  many  a  year.  The  chief  told  him  so,  and  the  chief  was  to  be  be- 
lieved, to  say  nothing  of  the  testimony  of  Baumequod,  who  ate  so 
much  that  he  was  not  hungry  for  six  hours  thereafter. 
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LAFCADIO  HEARN  ON  THE  DECADENT 
SCHOOL:  HIS  VIEWS  AS  EXPRESSED  IN 
SOME  OF  HIS  DELIGHTFUL  LETTERS  TO 
A  FRIEND:    BY  OSMAN  EDWARDS 

Note: — Readers  of  Miss  Elizabeth  Bisland's  fascinating  "Life  and  Letters  of  Lafcadio 
Hearn"  will  have  noticed  that  the  stream  of  correspondence,  though  rich  and  copious 
enough  to  satisfy  legitimate  curiosity,  appears  to  lack  in  the  last  few  years  something  of  its 
earlier  force  and  volume.  This  is  due,  I  think,  neither  to  failing  power  on  the  part  of  the 
writer,  whose  last  hook,  "Japan:  an  Interpretation,"  is  in  some  ways  his  best,  nor  yet  to  the 
growing  burden  of  domestic  anxiety,  caused  by  the  precarious  tenure  of  his  professional 
post  at  Tokyo.  It  has  been  pointed  out  by  Professor  Chamberlain  in  the  kindest  and  wisest 
manner  that  the  dead  ideahst  had  a  habit  of  "gradually  dropping  all  his  friends  with  but 
very  few  exceptions,"  and  that  this  habit  may  be  justly  ascribed  to  an  over-generous  esti- 
mate followed  by  inevitable  disillusion.  One  may  assume  that  each  new  friend,  before  be- 
coming a  "quondam  friend,"  was  favoured  with  the  lion's  share  of  intellectual  and  emotional 
wealth  from  an  inexhaustible  treasury,  though  the  oldest  and  deepest  friendships  were  never 
wholly  neglected.  It  was  thus  my  good  fortune  to  receive  in  the  course  of  two  years  (1S<59- 
1901)'a  series  of  frequent  and  lengthy  letters,  which  deal  more  fully  than  any  hitherto  pub- 
lished with  Lafcadio  Hearn's  attitude  towards  contemporary  French  literature,  while  they 
supplement  and  intensify  previous  utterances  on  things  English  and  Japanese.  By  an  un- 
fortunate combination  of  obstacles  I  was  prevented  from  placing  them  at  Miss  Bisland's 
disposal  and  I  deeply  regret  their  exclusion  from  her  invaluable  biography.  It  is,  perhaps, 
not  too  late  to  add,  after  the  manner  of  the  faithful  at  the  Shrines  of  Jizo,  my  handful  of  pre- 
cious pebbles  to  the  cairn  which  her  loyalty  has  so  worthily  erected. 

HE  two  masters  of  style,  by  whom  Lafcadio  Hearn's 
own  writings  were  most  deeply  influenced,  are,  of 
course.  Gautier  and  Pierre  Loti.  Not  only  did  he 
devote  much  time  and  labor  to  unappreciated  transla- 
tion of  his  favourites,  but  to  the  end  of  his  life,  what- 
ever may  have  been  the  fate  of  his  non-literary  friend- 
ships, these  literary  admirations  were  immutable.  He 
was  far  too  modest  to  perceive  or  admit  that  a  single  page  of  "Ko- 
koro"  or  "Out  of  the  East"  contained  more  truth  and  deeper  insight 
than  underlay  all  the  chiselled,  hollow  prettiness  of  "^Madame  Chrys- 
antheme."  And  in  defence  of  'SI.  Viaud  he  penned  the  following 
eloquent  analysis: — 

"There  is  not  much  heart  in  Loti;  but  there  is  a  fine  brain;  and 
there  is  a  nervous  system  so  extraordinary  that  it  forces  imagination 
back  to  the  conditions  of  old  Greek  life,  when  men  had  senses  more 
perfect  than  now.  Very  possibly  this  Julian  Viaud  has  in  his  veins 
old  blood  of  Magna  Grtecia.  No  other  literary  man  living  sees  and 
liears  and  smells  and  thrills  so  flnely  as  he;  w'e  are  in  presence  of  a 
being  of  immeasm-ably  superior  organization — therefore  exceedingly 
imhappy  in  this  world  of  the  nineteenth  century.  I  doubt  whether  he 
has  ever  loved,  or  could  love — in  our  sense.  But  I  think  we  must 
study  him  as  a  creature  apart. 

"As  for  what  he  says  of  the  Japanese  women,  it  is  perfectly,  im- 
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peccably  accurate  so  far  as  it  consists  of  a  record  of  observations  of 
sense.  Loti's  senses  can  never  err  any  more  than  the  film  on  a  pho- 
tographic plate  with  a  sensitivity  of  one  hundred.  But  he  keeps  to 
surfaces;  his  life  is  of  surfaces.  Almost  in  the  way  that  some  crea- 
tures have  their  skeletons  outside  of  themselves  instead  of  inside,  so 
his  plexuses  of  feeling  are.  What  the  finer  nature  of  the  Japanese 
woman  is,  no  man  has  told.  Those  who  know  cannot  tell:  it  would 
be  too  much  like  writing  of  the  sweetness  of  one's  own  sister  or 
mother.    One  must  leave  it  in  sacred  silence — with  a  prayer  to  all  the 

In  a  previous  letter  he  had  written  less  critically: 
"My  feeling  to  Loti  is  that  of  fanatical,  furious  adoration.  I  am 
awfully  sorry  that  you  do  not  like  his  books  upon  Japan.  With  the 
solitary  exception,  (only  perhaps)  of  'The  Soul  of  the  Far  East,' — 
I  hold  that  no  other  foreign  writer  has  been  able  to  give  the  feeling  of 
Japan.  I  say  this  after  having  re-read  'Madame  Chrysantheme' 
'Les  Japonneries  d'Automne,'  and  the  other  scattered  Japanese 
studies  at  least  half  a  dozen  times  over, — looking  for  inaccuracies, 
misapprehensions,  mistakes.  And  the  more  I  read,  the  more  I  won- 
der and  worship.  Loti  is  certainly  to  my  thinking  the  greatest  writer 
in  the  world." 

TOWARD  the  modern  poets,  who  are  often  loosely  grouped  as 
decadent  or  symbolist,  his  attitude  was  one  of  vehement  dis- 
like. His  own  art  was  so  firmly  rooted  in  the  precepts  and 
practice  of  their  elders,  that  it  was  almost  impossible  for  him  to  rec- 
ognize beauty  or  justification  in  the  lyrics  of  either  Verhaeren  or 
Verlaine.    As  he  frankly  said: 

"I  fear  I  am  a  hopelessly  insensible  man  to  the  decadent  move- 
ment. I  believe  that  Hugo  and  Baudelaire  and  the  matchless  Gautier 
exhausted  the  real  capacities  of  language  in  French  poetrv — just  as 
Rossetti  and  Swinburne  have  done  m  English  romantic  poetry,  and 
that  no  amount  of  ingenious  effort  will  produce  really  new  effects 
until  the  language  itself  becomes  vastly  enriched.  And  I  must  con- 
fess that  I  love  lucidity,  sharpness,  firm,  hard  outline — the  style  of 
the  'Emaux  et  Camees.'" 

But  vagueness  was  the  least  heinous  of  the  qualities  which 
aroused  antipathy.  He  expressed  himself  as  "angry  and  disheart- 
ened" with  "Poetes  d'Aujourd'hui."and  thus  pronounced  anathema. 

"The  new  poetry  is  simply  rotten! — morally  and  otherwise.  I  am 
not  prudish:  I  still  think  Gautier's  'Musee  Secret'  (in  the  'Souvenirs' 

15 


LAFCAUIO   IIEARN    ON    THE    DECADENT   SCHOOL 

of  Emile  Bergeret)  the  finest  poem  of  an  artistic  kind  in  the  French, 
or  in  any  other,  language.  But  there  is  in  it  a  splendid  something  en- 
tirely absent  from  the  new  poetry — the  joy  of  life.  There  is  no  joy  in 
this  new  world — and  scarcely  any  tenderness:  the  language  is  the 
language  of  art,  but  the  spirit  is  of  Holbein  and  Gothic  ages  of  relig- 
ious madness.  1  do  not  know  that  poetry  ought  to  be  joyous,  in  a 
cfeneral  wav;  there  is  beauty  in  pain  and  sorrow.  Only, — is  ugliness 
or  pain,  without  beauty,  a  subject  worthy  of  poetry.'  (I  am  not  in- 
cluding subjects  of  cosmic  emotion  in  the  question.)  '  lonica," — a  rare 
EnMish  example  of  exquisite  grace  and  loveliness  in  melancholy — 
contains  a  dozen  little  pieces,  any  one  of  which  is  worth  all  the  pieces 
in  'Poetes  d'Aujourd'hui':  I  think  it  illustrates  what  I  mean.  What 
has  neither  joy  nor  beauty,  nor  the  power  of  bestirring  any  great 
quality  or  volume  of  emotion,  any  cosmic  feeling  or  generous  feeling, 
ought  not  such  a  matter  to  be  excluded  from  poetry  proper  ?"' 

THE  absence  of  joy,  and,  even  more,  the  absence  of  tenderness, 
could  not  be  atoned  for  by  any  verbal  dexterities  in  the  judg- 
ment of  Lafcadio  Hearn.  Throughout  his  own  books,  like  in- 
extricable golden  threads,  the  twin  emotions  of  joy  and  tenderness 
lend  meaning  and  unity  to  the  vaguest  and  driest  of  themes.  Whether 
he  be  iliscoursing  of  gods  or  female  names  or  dragon-flies,  there  is 
always  a  hinted  kindness,  a  suggested  sympathy,  in  explanation  or 
allusion,  which  links  his  study  of  impersonal  facts  with  warm  hu- 
manity. But  one  may  doubt  whether  the  altruistic  test,  which  he 
applies  in  the  letter  that  follows,  to  all  art,  would  have  been  much 
less  deadly  in  the  case  of  Baudelaire  than  of  Pierre  Louys. 

"This  reminds  lue  of  Pierre  Louys — have  you  not  noticed  the 
tendency  to  crueliy  in  his  work .'  I  delight  in  normal,  healthy  sensual- 
ism— or  sensvovfoicss,  at  least,  Init  that  is  always  ideal  in  its  emotional 
life — therefore  tender,  and  therefore  partly  unselfish.  The  other  ten- 
dency seems  (in  modern  times  at  least)  toward  necrophily.  Altruism 
is  perhaps  a  test  of  the  question  whether  anything  is  artistic  in  the 
true  sense.  Does  the  book  or  the  picture  or  the  statue  or  the  music 
fill  you  with  a  generous  desire  to  sacrifice  self  for  the  sake  of  an  ideal, 
a  principle,  a  person .''  The  first  recognition  of  a  girl's  beauty  does 
this  for  the  average  healthy  young  man.  A  work  of  art  ought  to  do 
the  same  thing — help  to  make  us  unselfish.  The  youth  wants  the  girl 
of  course;  but  he  is  willing  to  die  for  her — to  cut  oft"  his  hand  for  her 
sake.  Well,  a  work  of  art  ought  to  stir  the  sensuous  life  in  us,  the  life 
of  desire,  in  a  healthy  way;   but  ought  it  not  also  at  the  same  time  to 
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make  us  feel  that  there  are  things  whieh  it  were  beautiful  to  die  for? 
The  latter-day  books  and  pietures  seem  to  me  to  laek  this  power,  in 
nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  cases  of  a  thousand." 

Judged  by  this  test  "the  lesser  symbolists  and  mystics"  fared 
badly  and  were  thus  finally  dismissed  in  his  last  utterance  to  me  on 
this  subject : 

"I  fancy  they  will  hold  their  own  for  a  good  while,  though  they 
have  nothing  to  teach  and  less  than  nothing  to  express.  They  will 
hold  their  own  until  the  giants  come — simply  because  the  world  is 
tired  of  love  and  doubt  and  despair,  tired  of  the  selfish  expression  of 
passion  in  prose  and  song,  and  tired  of  the  aggressive  agnosticism  (not 
that  of  Spencer)  which  would  refuse  everybody  the  right  to  speak  of 
the  eternal  mystery  and  beauty  of  things.  Turning  one's  back  upon 
science  is,  however,  a  poor  way  of  literary  pi'Ogress.  The  new  poetry 
must  be  made  by  men  who  can  think  like  -Meredith,  and  find  a  new 
infinite  hope  and  joy  in  the  very  knowledge  that  is  filling  small  cow- 
ardly minds  with  silly  despair." 

THIS  sweeping  denunciation  of  minor  poets  did  not  altogether 
exclude  Verhaeren — the  one  great  poet,  whose  verse  has  been 
shorn  by  time  of  much  that  was  extravagant  and  macabre,  until 
the  acme  of  fine  and  sober  expression  was  achieved  in  "  Premieres  Ten- 
dresses"  and  "  La  Multiple  Splendeur. "  But  the  naturalistic  violence 
of  his  less  mature  poems  found  scant  appreciation  at  first.  Only  by 
gradual  study  was  Lafcadio  Hearn  induced  to  recognize  his  suprem- 
acy. I  had  sent  him  a  volume,  containing  "Les  Apparus  dans  mes 
Chemins"  and  "Les  Villages  Illusoires"  and  the  first  verdict  was  far 
from  favorable. 

"Won't  you  forgive  me  for  saying  that  I  cannot  greatly  admire 
Verhaeren  ?  I  could  not  even  rank  him  so  highly  as  Richepin,  the 
poet  (alas!)  of  *Les  Blasphemes,'  but  also  the  poet  of  'La  Mer.'  I  do 
not  think  I  am  blind  to  all  his  good  qualities:  the  opening  verses  of 
'L'Attendue'  have  a  thrilling  sweetness  that  I  do  not  know  how  to 
praise — 

Elle  etait  comme  une  rose  palie; 

Je  la  sentais  discrete,  autour  de  moi. 

Avec  des  mains  de  miel,  pour  ma  melancholic. 

Sa  jeunesse  touchait  a  ses  heures  de  soir; 
Quoique  malade,  elle  etait  calme  et  volontaire 
Et  m'imposait  et  sa  tendresse  et  son  espoir. 
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— that  woman  lives  in  your  heart  for  ever  after  you  have  read  the 
poem.  But  could  any  really  great  thinker  have  written  such  a  mon- 
strous and  brutal  absurdity  as  'L'Aventurier  ?'  I  cannot  believe  it. 
Think  of  how  a  really  great  artist — ^not  afraid  of  the  horrible — 
treated  a  kindred  emotion — think  of  the  marriage  of  Quasimodo  in 
'  Notre  Dame  de  Paris,'  for  example.  Or  think  of  the  atrocious,  but 
nevertheless  artistic  realism  of  Baudelaire's  'Charogne' — great  be- 
cause of  its  daring  and  mocking  presentation  of  the  Riddle  that  no 
wisdom  can  read!  But  'L'Aventurier'  is  void  as  w^ell  as  foul.  'Le 
Forgeron'  seems  to  me  to  represent  a  grand  opportunity  lost;  and 
you^will  find  that  the  finest  thoughts  in  it  belong  to  Tennyson's  'In 
Memoriam'  (see  CXVHL,  stanzas  V.-VIL)  Splendid  suggestions 
about  the  'lames  immcnses  de  la  patience'  are  followed  by  the  most 
disappointing  and  (to  my  thinking)  inapposite  imagery.  I  mention 
only  a  few  pieces  as  illustrative.  No.  I  cannot  think  Verhaeren  a 
great  poet — except  in  flashes — and  I  feel  sure  that  he  is  not  a  thinker 
— not  yet,  at  least.  He  has  great  feeling  for  weird  and  curious  word- 
values,  for  surface-colors,  for  grotesques;  and  he  has  power  to  give 
certain  queer  and  delicate  sensations."' 

The  poem  of  "L'Aventurier"  (the  title  in  the  first  edition  had 
been  "La  Ferme  Ardente")  describes  the  return  of  a  rustic  Lothario 
to  the  farm,  from  which  he  had  been  driven  for  making  love  to  the 
farmer's  wife.  Long  years  have  passed,  the  woman  is  dead,  the  farm 
gone  to  ruin.  Haunted  by  morbid  memories  of  passion  the  valet  blond 
first  heaps  the  chamber  "that  had  seen  love  and  death  with  massed 
roses.  Then  the  skeleton  of  his  mistress  is  drawn  from  the  tomb  and 
laid  in  triumph  on  the  gorgeous  bed: 

Avec  ses  mains  qui  ne  la  sentaient  pas, 
Avec  ses  yeux,  qui  ne  la  voyaient  pas, 
Avec  son  coeur  aveugle  et  fou 
A  mot  fervents,  a  deux  genoux, 
II  adorait  la  pourriture. 

At  length  the  madman  realizes  that  his  bride  is  really  dead,  and 
lights  their  nuptial  pyre.  While  the  "mixture  of  love  and  worms" 
shocked  the  critic's  "emotional  faculty,"  it  suggested  to  him  an  inter- 
esting parallel  from  experience. 

"As  you  suggest,"  he  whites,  "the  Elizabethans  went  to  extremes 
in  the  same  direction ;  and  modern  nerves  are  not  vigorous  enough  to 
bear  the  twanging  of  the  old  masters.  ...  It  occurs  to  me  that  you 
mio-ht  be  interested  by  a  curious  memorv  of  mine.     I  knew  of  a  cer- 
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tain  Irisli  widow  in  New  Orleans  who  used  every  year  to  visit  the 
grave  of  her  husband  in  the  old  St.  Louis  cemetery  (you  have  seen 
those  strange  pigeon-holes,  no  doubt)  and  take  the  dead  man's 
skull  out,  and  kiss  it,  and  talk  to  it  by  the  hour.  Sometimes  she  would 
sit  down  with  the  skull  on  her  lap.  She  was  a  strong-minded,  ener- 
getic woman — not  in  the  least  of  a  dreamy  or  brooding  disposition — 
and  the  mother  of  many  vigorous  children.  For  certain  very  dee[) 
forms  of  human  love,  death  has  no  horrors." 

THE  Greek  spirit,  which  drew  Hearn  away  from  such  writers  as 
Verlaine  or  Shelley  toward  the  moi-e  congenial  Gautier  or  Keats, 
would  never  allow  him  to  give  more  than  a  secondary  place  to 
Verhaeren's  genius.  After  reading  the  "Villes  Tentaculaires"  he 
wrote : — 

"I  must  say  now,  that  having  read  and  re-read  him  carefully,  and 
found  delicious  gleams  and  colors  and  flashes  of  suggestion  every- 
where in  him,  I  still  think  that  he  will  never  rank  high,  as  a  durable 
artist,  unless  he  changes  his  method  and  concentrates  his  power,  in- 
stead of  scattering  himself.  I  have  the  notion  that  he  has  never  done 
his  best,  and  has  also  done  too  much.  Glints  of  ruby  and  topaz  and 
emerald,  lights  of  opal  and  beryl  are  everywhere;  but  when  you  try  to 
grasp  anything,  you  find  that  the  gems  are  of  some  fairy  lapidary — 
made  of  thinnest  air  or  the  substance  of  bubbles.  Or  perhaps  I  had 
better  say  that  his  verse  seems  to  me  like  his  own: — 

Or  ideal  et  si  lointain 

Que  les  regards  sont  incertains 

Des  qu'ils  le  comptent." 

Taking  as  a  text  three  stanzas  of  "La  Dame  en  Noir,"  that  won- 
derful symbolic  figure  which  the  poet  invests  with  all  the  terror  and 
black  misery  of  urban  vice,  the  critic  declares: 

"His  creations  remind  one  somehow  of  a  structure  in  which 
Gothic,  Byzantine,  Arabian,  Indian,  Greek,  and  Chinese  architec- 
tures are  mingled  into  one  composition.  The  incongruities  startle; 
while  the  space  and  height  and  vistas  are  undeniably  impressive. 
That  quotation  of  yours  from  a  poem  of  his  upon  the  Woman  in  Black 
is  a  wonderful  thing:  the  single  phrase  about  the  catafalque  is  unfor- 
gettable, and  the  sinister  splendor  of  the  whole  unquestionable.  I  did 
not  like,  however,  the  simile  about  the  brandishing  of  a  body  like  a 
blasphemy  before  God,  and  I  don't  think  it  could  be  defended  upon 
any  theory  of  art.     It  forced  me  to  think  of  Qiuisivicdo  whirling  that 
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body  about  lii.s  head  before  dashing  tlie  I'ellow  to  pieces.  However, 
the  question  of  the  poet's  divine  right  to  use  any  simile  must  be  settled 
by  time:  I  cannot  yet  bring  myself  to  acknowledge  it,  because  it 
shocks  me  to  have  one  fine  image  suddenly  shattered  by  another  and 
another,  in  kaleidoscopic  succession." 

Published  in  "Les  Flambeaux  Noirs"  and  partially  inspired  by  a 
first  imj:ression  of  a  foggy,  chaotic  London,  as  it  loomed  on  the  re- 
cipient retina  of  a  JJelgian  visionary,  here  are  the  stanzas  in  question: 

La  dame  en  noir  des  carrefours 
Qu'attendre  apres  de  si  longs  jours! 

Aux  douloureux  traceurs  d'eclairs 
Et  de  desirs  sur  mes  murailles, 
J'oH're  le  catafalque  de  mes  chairs 
Et  les  cierges  des  funerailles. 

Je  leur  donne  tout  mon  remords 
Pour  les  soiiler  au  seuil  du  porche 
Et  le  blaspheme  de  mon  corps 
Brandi  vers  Dieu  comme  une  torche. 

SHORT  shrift  was  allotted  to  Verlaine  by  the  admirer  of  Barbier. 
"Excuse  my  prejudices:  as  a  lover  of  Baudelaire,  I  cannot 
conceive  the  right  of  Verlaine's  poetry — or  at  least  of  his  popu- 
larity to  exist.  However  that  one  line  of  his  about  the  grands  jets  d'emi 
.weltes  is  something  to  be  grateful  for.  I  think  that  certain  men  have 
worked  only  to  thrill  after-time  with  the  power  of  a  single  verse  or 
phrase.  Barbier  was,  perhaps,  such  an  one.  I  have  been  haunted  for 
years  by  the  splendor  of  that  enormous  phrase: 

'O  Corse  aux  cheveux  plats,  que 

la  France  etait  belle 
Au  grand  soleil  de  Messidor!' 

It  wasjespecially  in  the  West  Ladies  that  the  poet's  sun  of  Messidor 
shone  day  and  in'ght  in  my  dreams." 

References — too  short  for  citation — to  Gerard  de  Nerval,  Saser- 
Masoch,  Villiers  de  I'lsle  Adam,  prove  both  the  extent  of  Hearn's 
acquaintance  with  the  Romantic  writers  and  his  fidelity  to  the  ad- 
mired models  of  his  youth.  I  conclude  with  a  passage,  which  inti- 
mates clearly  why  he  |)arts  company  with  the  younger  generation, 
who.se  writings  otfended  both  his  moral  and  aesthetic  sensibilitv. 
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"I  re-read  every  year  the  best  ol"  Anatole  France.  His  'Thais'  I 
have  had  but  a  short  time;  yet  1  am  never  tired  of  reading  it  over  and 
over,  by  fits  and  starts.  So,  too,  with  the  'Rotisserie  de  hi  Reine 
Pedauque' — and  the  priceless  vohimes  of  short  stories  and  sketches 
— 1  now  never  buy  a  book  that  1  cannot  feel  sure  of  wanting  to  re- 
read. That  is  a  test  of  which  the  value  must  be  relative — must  de- 
pend upon  temperament;   but  1  doubt  if  there  be  a  better. 

"There  are  dangers,  I  suppose,  in  the  freedom  enjoyed  by  French 
letters.  But,  after  all,  I  imagine  that  English  and  American  training- 
suppress  too  successfully  the  life  of  the  senses.  Are  we  not  really 
more  barbarous  than  the  Latins — at  least  than  Italians  and  French  't 
Surely  our  language  is  less  perfect  than  theirs — though  perhaps 
stronger  to  express  all  that  relates  to  force  and  profundity.  What 
Englishman  or  American  could  write  a  book  like  'Thais'  or  the 
'  Rotisserie  de  la  Reine  Pedauque  ?  And  yet — happily  be  it  said — no 
Englishman  or  American  could  or  would  write  such  a  thing  as  'Aph- 
rodite' or  the  'Bilitis'  of  Louys.  'Thais'  is  an  immortal  book — -an 
ironical  psychological  study  beyond  all  parallel.  'Aphrodite'  and 
'Bilitis'  are  crimes.  I  feel  they  are.  (Why.?  I  think  it  is  because 
they  are  totally  unsuggestive,  and  written  by  will.)  And  the  same 
freedom  that  permits,  and  ought  to  permit,  'Thais,'  when  unre- 
strained by  the  real  sense  of  higher  art,  produces  necessarily  'Bilitis' 
or  'Aphrodite.'  There  is  the  ethical  difficulty.  Taine  says  that  the 
powerful  Northern  temperament  renders  it  impossible  for  English- 
men to  dare  what  the  Latin  can  do  with  ease,  safety,  and  grace. 
Probably  he  was  right.  But  what  would  he  have  said  to  the  publica- 
tion of 'Bilitis.?'" 

For  one  reason  or  another  none  of  the  moderns  pleased  him.  He 
viewed  their  work  in  the  light  of  remembered  enthusiasms  and  prayed 
for  renewal  of  the  dawn. 

"Thanks  for  those  most  interesting  and  clever  verses  by  Rostand. 
I  have  his  'Cyrano.'  He  is  immensely  clever  but — is  not  this  kind  of 
drama  only  a  magnificent  puppet  play.?  Do  these  figures  live.?  I 
should  say  the  same  of  Phillips'  'Paolo  and  Francesca.'  These  people 
are  phantoms,  simulacra.  Soul  is  evaporating.  Oh!  for  a  true  Ro- 
mantic revival! — Some  work  that  takes  you  by  the  throat  and  makes 
your  heart  leap!" 
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CATELY    IMAGINATIVE    STUDIES  OF  BIRDS 
AND     FLOWERS    BY    HIROSHIGE,     WHOSE 
FAME    RESTS    CHIEFLY     UPON    HIS  LAND- 
SCAPES:   BY  ANNE   HEARD   DYER 

|IROSHIGE  is  justly  called  the  last  of  the  great  artist 
of  Ukiyo-ye.  This  celebrated  genre  school  had  run  a 
course  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  years'  development,  and 
was  already  well  into  its  decline  when  he  appeared  to 
awaken  into  a  last  creative  glow  its  closing  era.  Up  to 
this  time  landscape  had  played  but  a  minor  part  in  the 
depictions  of  wood  engraving,  being  for  the  mostjpart 
merely  conventional  and  subsidiary  to  figure  delineation;  but  it  was 
now  to  take  on  an  independent  and  impressive  significance  of  its  own. 
At  the  center  of  this  movement  stands  Hiroshige,  the  creator  and  shap- 
ing influence  thereof. 

"  As  a  landscape  artist,  Hiroshige  is  fairly  well  known  to  the  lovers 
of  Japanese  art  in  this  country,  and  to  many  of  them  his  \york  has 
served  as  inspiration  and  suggestion,  but  his  pictures  of  birds  and 
flowers  remain  almost  wholly  unknown,  although  some  of  his  finest 
work  is  to  be  found  among  his  "Kwa-Cho,"  or  bird  and  flower 
studies.  Before  speaking  of  Uiese  specifically,  it  may  be  well  to  state 
briefly  the  main  facts  of  Hiroshige's  career,  and  the  place  that  he  fills 
in  the  history  of  Japanese  wood  engraving,  a  place  that  has  been 
securely  fixed  by  the  lapse  of  two  generations  since  his  death. 

Born  at  the  close  of  the  eighteenth  century,  of  humble  parentage, 
like  most  of  the  artists  of  this  school,  he  began  his  career  about 
eighteen  hundred  and  twenty,  and  from  that  time  until  his  death  in 
eighteen  hundred  and  fifty-nine  his  wide  and  varied  activity  never 
ceased.  Ilis  fame  rests  chiefly  upon  his  great  sets  of  landscape  views 
—the  fifty-three  stations  of  the"^  Tokaido,  the  high-road  running  along 
the  coast  between  Kyoto  and  Yedo  (the  present  Tokyo);  the  sixty- 
nine  Kisokaido  views,  the  mountainous  high-road  of  the  interior  run- 
ning between  the  same  t\\o  terminii;  the  Kyoto  Meisho,  or  views 
about  Kyoto;  and  his  celebrated  hundred  views  of  Yedo  and  its  en- 
virons. Other  smaller  sets,  perhaps  less  generally  known,  reach  :in 
even  more  sustained  height  of  excellence;  notably,  the  Yedo  Kinko 
hakkei.  the  Omi  hakkei,  iind  the  Kanazawa  hakkei.  These  three 
latter  sets,  unfortunately  now  very  rare,  consisting  of  eight  sheets 
each,  are  so  gem-like  in  quality  ;is  to  constitute  the  high  water  mnik 
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of  this  kind  of  portrayal.  Their  themes  are  full  of  poetic  suggestion, 
and  cover  a  rich  scope  of  atmospheric  effect:  evening  rain — morning 
snow — homing  birds — twilight  bells — returning  boats — clearing  sky 
after  storm — sunset — and  the  autumn  moon — each  depicting  a  vary- 
ing phase  of  a  certain  famous  locality. 

If  in  this  work  we  try  to  analyse  Hiroshige's  charm,  we  come  to 
see  that  it  lies  not  in  the  things  he  depicts,  for  other  artists  have 
chosen  equally  attractive  subjects,  nor  in  the  manner  of  his  portrayal, 
for  his  technique  is  fully  equalled  by  that  of  Ilokusai  and,  in  a  nar- 
rower field,  by  that  of  Yeisen  and  Kuniyoshi,  but  that  it  lies  in  a  cer- 
tain subtly  subjective  quality  of  his  art  which  enables  him  to  portray 
not  only  the  thing  or  scene,  but  also  the  mood  awakened  in  his  soul 
bv  the  thing  or  scene,  whether  it  be  but  a  lonelv  little  clam  dio;<jer  on 
the  shore,  or  a  rugged  grandeur  of  coast  scenery.  In  this  respect  he 
is  pre-eminently  an  impressionist,  perhaps  not  so  much  a  visual  as 
an  imaginative  impressionist;  the  subjects  he  chooses  are  those  that 
have  power  over  his  feelings,  not  his  thought.  The  bent  of  his  genius 
may  be  described  as  emotional  rather  than  scientific.  Certain  atmos- 
pheric effects  seem  to  have  exercised  upon  his  feeling  a  peculiar 
power — the  hour  of  dusk,  for  instance,  when  the  pink  and  golden 
lights  of  sunset  turn  into  the  indigo  softness  of  twilight,  blurring  the 
outlines  of  objects,  eliminating  sharp  boundaries,  and  enlarging  the 
sense  of  distances  material  and  spiritual.  Mist — and  there  are  no 
mists  like  those  of  Japan,  blue,  spectral,  immense — touches  for  him 
the  phenomena  of  the  world  with  a  magic  wand.  Other  artists  have 
depicted  the  peculiarities  of  mist  formations,  and  we  know  that  it  is 
mist,  that  underneath  the  fantastic  aspects  it  produces  are  the  un- 
changed outlines  of  the  natural  place;  but  when  Hiroshige  entei's  the 
mist  world,  we  enter  it  with  him.  It  is  like  opening  suddenly  a  door 
of  our  forgotten  childhood,  when  all  things  fantastic  and  strange  were 
natural  and  real,  and  the  world  of  goblins  and  elves  even  more  viv- 
idly true  than  that  of  mere  men  and  women.  And  so  with  snow  and 
rain  and  wind.  Atmosphere  was  a  vital  part  of  his  consciousness  and 
in  studying  his  work,  it  becomes  a  part  of  ours.  For  this  we  owe  him 
much,  and  it  is  by  no  injustice  that  his  fame  rests  finally  upon  his 
great  landscape  productions.  But  it  rests  not  alone  upon  these. 
There  is  another  field,  if  not  of  equal  importance,  at  least  of  equal 
charm,  in  which  he  is  too  little  known. 

In  the  earliest  years  of  his  artistic  activity,  when  his  energies  were 
more  or  less  tentative,  Hiroshige  tried  his  hand  at  many  things, 
among  others  at  actor  and  figure  delineation.     He  quickly  perceived 
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that  not  liere  was  his  metier.  His  figures  were  with  few  exceptions 
wooden,  his  actors  conventional.  Here  he  could  but  follow  in  the 
path  marked  out  by  others,  and  Iliroshige  had  the  spirit  of  a  leader, 
a  pioneer,  a  tliscoverer.  He  next  turned  his  attention  to  the  world  of 
Nature.  But  in  the  animal  world  there  had  always  been  great  mas- 
ters, whose  conceptions  were  of  a  boldness,  a  bigness,  with  which  he, 
constrained  by  the  narrow  limits  of  wood  engraving,  could  never  hope 
to  compete.  Ganku's  tigers  glared  at  him  from  a  painter's  canvas 
with  fiery  contempt.  In  like  manner  the  delicious  monkeys  and  pup- 
pies of  Okio  treated  him  with  merry  derision.  This  sphere  was 
already  occupied,  filled,  and  there  was  no  room  for  flat,  wooden- 
block  depictions  of  a  life  that  floated  and  moved  in  space.  But  there 
was  another  and  closely  related  natural  field,  that  of  birds  and  flow- 
ers, which,  to  be  sure,  had  been  consummately  treated  by  Korin, 
Sotatsu.  and  others  of  scarcely  less  fame,  but  which  nevertheless  lent 
itself  readily  to  the  methods  of  the  wood  engraver.  To  this  Hiroshige 
applied  himself  with  zeal,  and  at  least  a  decade  of  his  freshest  activ- 
ity was  spent  in  developing  to  something  like  perfection  this  line  of 
his  invention. 

Here  we  see  the  beginnings  of  atmospheric  effect  in  his  art.  Al- 
thouirh  subordinated,  the  moods  of  nature  which  were  later  to  take 
such  deep  hold  upon  his  feelings  and  artistic  consciousness  are  not 
absent  even  in  these  vivid  realistic  studies  of  the  flying  inhabitants  of 
the  upper  air.  Almost  we  can  hear  the  exultant  cry  of  the  wild  hawk 
dashinjj;  through  the  blast  of  a  storm  that  turns  to  inkv  blackness  the 
tops  of  the  pine  trees  below,  while  the  rain  sweeps  in  slanting  broad- 
sides from  above.  In  fine  contrast  with  this  print  we  have  a  com- 
panion one  of  two  mandarin  ducks  {oshidori),  emblems  of  conjugal 
love,  swimming  peacefully  in  a  still  pool,  on  the  edge  of  which  grows 
the  wild  marsh  grass.  And  in  both  we  find  a  vigor  of  treatment,  a 
broad  and  powerful  manner  quite  lacking  in  some  of  his  later  work; 
while  the  richness  of  his  color,  the  masterly  blending  and  gradation 
of  his  tones,  is  hardly  conceivable  as  the  result  of  such  rude  means  as 
the  wood  engraver  possessed  in  a  few  coarsely  cut  wooden  blocks. 
The  sharp  notan,  or  balance  of  color  value,  of  the  flaming  red  parro- 
quet  perched  on  a  pine  branch  between  spiky  whorls  of  softest  green 
and  astringent  Ijlack.  is  depicted  with  a  sculpturesque  precision. 
Again  in  excellent  contrast  is  the  dreamy  poetry  and  melancholy  of 
what  is  perhaps  the  most  beaiitiful  of  all  this  class  of  prints, — that  of 
the  wild  geese  silhouetted  in  flight  across  a  full  autumn  moon  shining 
clear  above  gray  masses  of  scudding  cloud.      This  theme  is  always 
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■  ALMOST  WE  CAN  HEAR  THE  EXULTANT  CUY  OF 
THE  WILD  HAWK  DASHING  THROUGH  THE  BLAST 
OF  A  STORM  *  *  *  THE  TIPS  OF  THE  PINE  TREES 
BE  LOW.'" 
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Fram  a  Print  by  Hiroshige. 
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MAXDAIJIX  DUCKS  SWIMMING  IN  A 
DEKP  I'DOl.  ON  THE  EDGE  OF  WHICH 
GROWS       THE       WILD       MAKSH       GRASS." 


From  a  FriiU  by  Hirosliigc. 


■TEXDER.NESS  AND  CHARM  IN  THE  GROUP 
OF  HOME  SWALLOWS  DARTING  TOWARD  A 
Xailteil   BUSH    IN   THE   ROSY    EVENING    LIGHT." 
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'MNC.KIMiKK  lllJ\KklN(.  AlKlVI-;  A  SPRAY  OF 
IKIS,  FROM  THK  FOOT  OF  WHICH  CTRVES 
AW  AV    AN   F.I.USIVK   lil.rF.  SrCCKSTIoV    OF   WATER." 
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closely  associated  in  the  Japanese  mind  Avith  the  bereavement'of  con- 
jugal love.  There  are  luiniberless  poems  on  this  subject  in  their  lit- 
erature, and  it  is  a  favorite  conception  of  their  art.  Full  of  tenderness 
and  charm  is  the  depiction  of  a  group  of  homing  swallows  darting 
toward  a  nanten  bush  in  the  clear,  rosy,  evening  Hght;  while  a  little 
poem  without  words  might  be  called  the  narrow  panel — just  the  shape 
and  size  of  the  strips  of  stiff  paper  upon  which  Japanese  poems  are 
usually  written — which  shows  us  a  kingfisher  hovering  above  a  spray 
of  growing  iris,  from  the  foot  of  which  curves  away  in  elusive  blue  a 
shadowy  suggestion  of  water. 

As  in  the  landscapes,  here,  too,  we  see  the  power  of  Nature's 
moods  emphasized;  perhaps  more  truly  we  might  call  it  the  power  of 
the  momentary,  the  transient  in  nature,  as  opposed  to  the  habitual 
and  permanent.  Hiroshige's  treatment  of  this  world  is  never  that  of 
still  life;  it  is  a  world  always  animate,  in  motion,  in  the  act  of  change. 
His  view  is  not  that  of  the  naturalist,  it  is  objective,  sympathetic, 
emotional,  almost  sensuous.  He  never  presents  to  you  a  species  of 
bird,  as  such;  but  he  gives  you  a  momentary  glimpse  of  the  beauty  of 
nature  as  typified  by  the  joyous  darting  of  a  bird  through  blue  air; 
or,  as  in  the  print  reproduced,  the  very  essence  of  spring  m  the  open- 
throated  ecstasy  of  the  little  green  songster  on  a  cherry  branch  droop- 
ing with  bloom.  What  a  suffusion  of  life,  color,  movement,  sound,  is 
here  expressed  in  three  flat  tones,  green  and  white,  with  a  strip  of  rose 
color  at  the  top  of  the  panel,  a  mere  convention  of  atmosphere,  signi- 
fying the  brilliant  rosy  light  of  early  morning,  of  a  day  clear  as  crystal, 
still  beaded  with  dew  perhaps,  but  with  no  filmy  mists  or  soft  obscur- 
ing hazes;  it  is  a  world  washed  with  light,  new-born,  fragrant,  with 
the  dazzling  clarity  of  certain  rare  days  in  a  Japanese  April,  such  as 
only  the  Japanese  and  the  fortunate  few  who  have  lived  in  Japan  can 
know.  Yet  no  naturalist  could  more  perfectly  represent  the  character 
of  a  bird. 

Could  the  peculiarly  spiritual  quality  of  Hiroshige's  art  be  summed 
up  in  a  phrase,  it  might  be  in  that  which  Mr.  Henry  James  applied 
to  Flaubert:  "The  sweetest  things  in  the  world  of  art  or  the  life  of 
letters,"  he  says,  "are  the  irresponsible  sympathies  which  seem  to 
rest  on  divination."  It  is  these  "irresponsible  sympathies  that  seem 
to  rest  on  divination"  which  Hiroshige,  by  virtue  of  his  peculiar  sen- 
sitiveness, his  gifts  of  mind  and  heart  as  well  as  those  of  eye  and 
hand,  has  been  able  to  grasp  and  render. palpable,  so  that  the  im- 
pressions that  set  his  mind  vibrating  with  pleasure  and  emotion  are 
crystallized  for  us  into  eternal  possessions. 
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[TIE  was  glad  it  was  settled  at  last.  It  was  a  relief  to  feel 
that  it  was  all  ovei-,  the  long  struggle,  the  indecision. 
She  heard  the  hall  door  close  behind  Joseph.  The 
sound  gave  her  a  little  start.  It  came  to  her  vaguely 
that  it  was  a  symbol ;  the  door  was  closed  upon  the 
past.    She  liad  burned  her  ships  behind  her. 

Yes,  she  was  glad.  Joseph  was  so  dear,  so  kind,  so 
dependable.  He  never  bored  her,  either.  And  his  consideration  was  so 
exquisite.  So  few  men  were  considerate.  She  had  observed  the  fact 
herself  and  had  heard  her  married  friends  remark  upon  it.  All  men 
were  selfish,  they  said.  A  woman  was  foolish  who  expected  anything 
else.  Joseph  was  certainly  the  exception,  then,  for  he  was  obviously, 
undeniably  unselfish,  always  at  the  service  of  his  friends  in  trouble — 
dependable,  that  was  what  Joseph  was,  first  and  last.  She  was  glad 
she  had  decided  to  marry  him.  She  believed  that  women  were  hap- 
pier married.  She  was  tired  of  living  alone  and  of  fighting  the  world. 
It  would  l)e  a  rest  to  have  some  one  to  fight  it  for  her — some  one  kind 
and  strong  like  Joseph. 

It  was  still  early  in  the  evening.  Joseph  had  had  to  leave  to  meet 
an  appointment  with  a  ne'er-do-well  friend  in  difficulties.  She  rose  a 
little  restlessly  and  began  looking  among  her  books  for  something  to 
read.  She  took  out  a  volume  of  Browning.  As  the  book  fell  open  in 
her  hand  a  line  came  to  meet  her  eye:  "Who  knows  but  the  world 
may  end  tonight." 

She  frowned  and  turned  the  page.  Something  fell  from  between 
the  leaves.  She  stooped  mechanically  to  pick  it  up.  It  was  a  pressed 
wild  rose;  one  crisp,  dried  petal  was  broken  by  the  fall.  She  felt  a 
little  pang  at  the  sight,  then  a  swift  impulse  of  anger  at  herself  because 
of  it.  She  remembered  that  day  last  June  when  Stephen  had  picked 
it  for  her — that  long,  golden  afternoon  when  they  had  sat  together  in 
the  hay  field  and  read  "The  Last  Ride  Together."  It  was  a  stupid 
trick,  keeping  dead  flowers — stupid,  sentimental — she  crumbled  the 
frail  little  flower  harshly  in  her  hand  and  dropped  it  into  the  scrap 
basket  and  then  found  that  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes. 

She  went  to  the  window  and  threw  up  the  sash  and  leaned  out. 
It  was  a  warm  night,  almost  like  spring.    "Who  knows  but  the  world 

may  end  tonight "    Well — if  such  a  thing  were  to  happen  and  one 

could  know — how  absurd!  .  .  .  But  if  it  could,  and  one  were  to  know 
— would  she — would  she  spend  those  last  hours,  those  precious  last 
hours,  with — Joseph  '•:      She   caught    the    thought  back  sharply  and 
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drew  in  from  the  soft  darkness  outside  the  window.  How  weak  and 
fooHsh  she  was  now  that  she  was  througli  with  all  that.  She  was  glad, 
glad  that  she  had  cut  Stephen  out  of  her  life.  Whenever  she  was 
away  from  Stephen  she  had  seen  the  wisdom  of  it  so  clearly.  Other 
people  saw  it,  too.  Stephen  was  not  the  man  to  make  a  woman  happy. 
She  felt  a  sense  of  rest  at  having  put  it  all  behind  her.  As  she  turned 
from  the  window  she  saw  Eliza,  the  maid,  standing  in  the  doorway, 
evidently  desiring  to  communicate  something.  Behind  her  in  the 
hall  a  man  was  standing.  Perhaps  Joseph  had  come  back.  As  she 
came  forward  Eliza  effaced  herself,  murmuring  a  name,  and  the  man 
entered  the  room.    Her  greeting  was  an  exclamation:    "Stephen!" 

He  put  out  his  hand  with  something  less  of  his  old  confident  man- 
ner and  smiled — the  smile  that  always  began  in  his  eyes.  She  recog- 
nized it  with  a  pang. 

"I  did  not  expect  to  see  you,"  she  said. 

"No,  I  suppose  not.  I  am  just  back  today.  To  be  entirely  exact, 
I  came  right  here  from  the  train.    Wasn't  it  tiresome  of  me  ?"" 

She  dropped  her  eyes.     "It  was  foolish." 

"Oh,  no,  not  foolish.  My  appreciation  of  you,  Anne,  is  the  one 
sensible  thing  about  me." 

"Oh,  Stephen,"  She  sat  down  and  he  drew  forward  a  chair  and 
seated  himself  opposite  her,  "I  believe  those  impressive  little  speeches 
never  fail  you  in  any  emergency  of  life!" 

"I  never  say  them  to  any  one  but  you "     Then  he  met  her 

eyes  and  smiled,  "I  never  mean  them  to  any  one  but  you,  in  any  case. 
That  is  the  simple  truth  and  you  know  it." 

She  was  silent.  It  might  be  the  truth.  She  had  always  believed 
he  was  different  with  her — but  of  what  importance  was  it  any  way, 
now  that  it  was  all  settled. 

" Did  you  have  a  successful  trip  ?"  she  asked  him.  But  he  replied 
promptly, 

"Yes,  but  I  don't  want  to  talk  about  that." 

As  she  met  his  eyes  she  saw  that  his  lightness  and  gaiety  had  van- 
ished. Decidedly  she  must  tell  him  at  once.  The  expression  in  his 
face  made  the  announcement  imperative.  She  looked  at  him  again; 
she  saw  the  way  his  thick  hair  grew  about  his  forehead,  his  boyish 
eyes,  his  clean  cut  jaw  and  chin.  The  lines  were  not  weak  yet  she 
had  always  felt  him  to  be  more  or  less  unstable.  He  had  succeeded 
ill  his  work.  He  did  not  lack  will  or  courage.  But  Stephen's  was  the 
gift  to  win  more  than  he  gave  to  the  world.  Every  one  liked  Stephen, 
things  came  easily  to  him.      Perhaps  that  was  tlie  secret  of   his  suc- 
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cess.    It  was       '  '    '      -- in  him  when  he  had  that  serioiLs 

look  in  his  e  ....  __-.:.,  _jubt,  more  or  less  worthless.  She 
had  always  felt  it  underneath  in  her  mind.  She  was  glad  she  had  put 
herself  out  of  hi-  .  er  with  this  promise  to  Joseph. 

"Stephen.".-;..      ___:. 

"\es,  sweetheart." 

That  little  familiar  vibration  in  his  tone!  Her  heart  leaped  in 
respon-'=  ~h:Ie  .-he  struggled  to  resist  it.  He  left  his  chair  and  coming 
over  himself  on  the  floor  beside  her  in  a  bovish  wav 

he  hati  js.c,  :ook  zier  hand. 

"I  was  so  far  a  wav  over  there."  he  exp._.:.-  :. 

She  tried  to  draw  back  her  hand,  then  crivins  -     -j,  -  left 

it  in  his  clasp.    The  situation  would  se-  '  .>tcpaca  under- 

stood. 

"\ou  won't  feel  that  wav  when  you  hear  what  I  have  to  sav. 
\ou  will  be  angri"  with  me  then." 

He  shook  His  head  and  laid  his  cheek  against  her  hand.  "That 
would  be  impossible,  dearest." 

She  drew  back  her  hano  sudden  movement        ;      -e  to  her 

feet,  "lou  mustn't.  Y"-;  ,  .  understand."  She  _---:^  over  to 
the  window.    He  fo.  er. 

"'^es,  I  do.     \ou  ^re  :rA-ing  to  throw  me  away.     B    •  -  -':. 

Anne.    I  can't  get  on  without  you.  " 

"Stephen I     How  childish!    Sometimes  I  am  sur  .ou  are 

precisely  five  vears  oil." 

"  Don't  laugh  at  n:c.     Y  idea  what  it  means  to  me.    In 

some  queer  way  my  whole  life  -  -  .ied  up  with  you.  I  can't 
imagine  myself  doing  anything  or  oein^*  .invthing  wit!  ;.  " 

"Then  yc:  ar^^  confessing  yourself  ii  very  wea!-.  -  A  man, 
Stephen.''    B  rr  the  steady  £-  ^  eyes  hers  fell. 

"^"hat  I  iL:-:in  :s.  that  my  1  '  -  a  very  poor.  :'  '  ' 

spired  thing  without  you.    It  v.     .   .  _  I  sTioixtse.  I  •-.  . 

work "     He  c-overed  his  eyes  with      -  :-  .:,  then  sud- 

denly       '  -  in  his  arms. 

"'  -Vnne.  I  need  voul     I  can't  get  on   •■      .    .     .  ..^      I 

can  t. 

It  was  a  moment  before  she  tried  to  -  '  -  herself.  "Don't! 
You  haven't  any  right  to  now.    You  must  _-o." 

He  obeyed  her  and  she  stood  a  little  b:  -.  plaving  • 

window  curtain,  struggling  for  self-cor  ' 

and  no  doubt  realized,  too.  the  unfai.-  .  . 
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woman.  She  forced  herself  to  think  of  Joseph — strong,  kind  Joseph. 
He  had  never  made  use  of  that  weapon — Joseph — whose  life  was 
rather  filled  with  the  people  who  depended  upon  him.  Then,  as  she 
turned  and  looked  again  at  Stephen,  like  a  great  wave  the  conscious- 
ness rolled  over  her  that  she  loved  every  line  of  his  face^loved  it  as  a 
woman  loves  the  face  of  her  lover  and  of  her  child.  She  looked  away 
quickly,  but  he  came  close  to  her  and  taking  her  face  between  his 
hands  forced  her  to  meet  his  eyes. 

"Anne,  vou  were  sroinor  to  tell  me  that  vou  love  me." 

The  waves  began  rolling  rapidly  over  Anne  s  soul,  extm^uishing 
the  last  fires  of  her  resistance.  She  shook  her  head.  "No,"  sYie  man- 
aged to  whisper. 

He  took  her  in  his  arms  again.  "But  it  is  true,  you  do  love  me 
and  you  are  not  going  to  make  me  wretched." 

She  smiled  tremulously.     "No — I  am  afraid  I  am  going  to  make 
myself  so  instead." 
"  His  arms  tightened  about  her.    "\\Tiat  do  you  mean.^" 

"  Just  that— I  do  love  you.  I  don't  want  to— but  I  do."  And  then 
with  a  great  wave  of  fear  extinguished  by  another  of  new  and  reckless 
jov  Anne  knew  that  the  struggle  was  really  over. 

She  had  forgotten  Joseph. 


PORTENTS 

Under  the  pillars  of  the  sky 

I  played  at  Life,  I  knew  not  why. 

The  grave  recurrence  of  the  day 
Was  matter  of  my  trivial  play. 

The  solemn  stars,  the  sacred  night, 
I  took  for  toys  of  my  delight. 

Till  now,  with  startled  eyes  I  see 
The  portents  of  Eternity. 

Ch.\rles  G.  1).  Roberts. 
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MEANING   AND  FAILURE:    BY  THE  EDITOR 

URING  the  past  few  years  much  has  been  heard  of  the 
New  Art  movement  as  gaining  in  power  and  impor- 
tance in  Europe,  but  in  spite  of  official  recognition  in  the 
case  of  Germany  and  Austria,  and  a  certain  measure  of 
popularity  with  the  restless  seekers  after  novelty  in  all 
countries  ripe  for  revolt  against  established  artistic 
traditions,  this  later  development  seemed  to  point  to 
degeneracy  and  to  inevitable  and  speedy  decay.  At  its  first  demon- 
stration in  the  early  nineties,  this  protest  on  the  part  of  a  few  revolu- 
tionary spirits  against  lifeless  convention  and  rigid  formalism  seemed 
to  hold  a  promise  for  the  future  development  of  a  new  and  vital  art 
which  should  be  expressive  of  the  spirit  of  this  age.  That  such  an  art 
should  spring  up  would  seem  almost  inevitable,  for  this  is  a  period  of 
restlessness  and  upheaval  in  every  phase  of  life,  social,  political  and 
industrial,  and  everywhere  there  is  a  tendency  to  cast  aside  old  forms 
and  traditions  and  to  blaze  out  new  paths.  It  would  be  only  natural 
that  a  new  and  vigorous  art  should  be  the  outflowering  of  this  turbu- 
lent, iconoclastic,  yet  in  many  ways  constructive  spirit,  but  so  far  the 
achievement  of  the  so-called  Secessionists  has  in  most  cases  been  a 
disappointment. 

It  is  the  greater  pity  because  the  first  promise  was  very  fair.  The 
underlying  motive  of  all  work  of  the  revolutionists  seemed  to  be  an 
effort  to  return  to  Nature  and  to  primitive  simplicity, — a  motive  on 
which  might  easily  be  based  an  art  expression  as  free,  spontaneous 
and  genume  as  any  that  grew  out  of  the  simpler  and  fuller  life  of 
ancient  and  mediaeval  time.  Yet,  except  in  a  few  cases,  the  only  free- 
dom achieved  has  been  the  freedom  to  rebel  against  tradition.  Very 
little  that  is  great  or  even  honest  has  appeared  to  give  evidence  that 
somewhere  in  the  turmoil  there  is  a  genuinely  constructive  spirit 
working  steadily  out  of  the  chaos  to  better  things.  The  tendency 
seems  rather  to  be  the  other  way.  Advocates  of  the  movement  urged 
some  years  ago  that  its  fantastic  products  were  due  chiefly  to  the 
errors  of  youth  and  enthusiasm,  and  that  if  they  seemed  trivial  and 
freakish,  the  New  Art  would  ultimately  find  itself  and  that  then  the 
fruits  of  freedom  would  be  made  manifest.  But  this  assurance  has 
not  been  borne  out  1)v  the  fact.  The  force  of  the  movement  instead  of 
concentrating,  appears  to  be  scattering  into  an  ever-increasing  indi- 
vidualism. Beauty  of  thought  or  of  form  is  held  of  no  account,  and 
all  that  is  sought  is  the  shock  of  the  ultra  bizarre. 
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UArt  Nouveau,  as  the  movement  in  Fiance  was  named  bv  Marcel 
Bing,  one  of  its  leading  exponents,  has  appeared  in  many  forms  and 
set  up  many  standards.  In  France  it  displayed  itself  in  a  close  ad- 
herence to  the  forms  of  natural  flowers  and  foliage,  with  graceful 
waving  lines  and  a  certain  elvish  prettiness  of  eft'ect.  This,  naturally, 
found  its  best  expression  in  designs  for  jewelry,  bibelots  and  other  small 
ornamental  forms,  but  was  utterly  inadequate  when  applied  to  the 
building  art,  cabinet-making,  and  other  things  which  depended  upon 
fixed  principles  of  construction.  France  had  too  many  artistic  tradi- 
tions and  cherished  them  too  deeply  for  a  new  movement  containino' 
no  more  intrinsic  vitality  than  this  to  become  very  deeply  rooted,  so 
in  that  country  it  has  always  been  more  or  less  sporadic  and  super- 
ficial and  seems  to  be  losing  instead  of  gaining  ground. 

In  Belgium  the  society  of  artists  calling  themselves  La  libre  Es- 
thetique  developed  a  form  of  decorative  art  which  depended  solely 
upon  the  effect  of  the  sinuous  line.  At  first,  this  seemed  full  of  possi- 
bilities, but  its  limitations  are  becoming  more  and  more  evident  in 
a  certain  monotony  of  tortuous  lines  and  fantastic  forms  which  are 
growing  wearisome  and  commonplace  through  their  very  effort  to 
avoid  monotony  and  commonplaceness.  Especially  has  this  form 
suffered  at  the  hands  of  the  German  and  Austrian  Secessionists,  who 
eagerly  seized  upon  it  as  a  basis  for  much  of  their  own  work,  and  bv 
whom  it  has  been  exaggerated  to  the  point  of  morbidness. 

In  England  the  revolt  against  the  stodgy  ugliness  of  the  early  Vic- 
torian period  embodied  itself  in  the  Arts  and  Crafts  movement, 
which  alone  out  of  all  forms  of  the  New  Art  appears  to  have  in  it 
some  of  the  elements  of  permanence.  The  reason  is  not  far  to  seek. 
The  enthusiasts  for  the  revival  of  arts  and  crafts  were  sincere,  and, 
moreover,  they  returned  in  their  work  to  the  earlier  and  more  primi- 
tive forms  that  were  the  honest  expression  of  the  common  life  of  an 
earlier  day.  Because  of  this  element  of  primitiveness  and  sturdy 
honesty,  the  Arts  and  Crafts  movement  has  been  much  more  fener- 
ally  accepted  and  has  gained  a  much  deeper  hold  upon  the  affections 
of  the  people  than  any  of  the  freakish  and  revolutionary  efforts  to 
establish  a  new  style  abroad. 

Almost  the  worst  and  most  decadent  achievements  of  Secession 
Art  on  the  continent  are  found  in  Germany  and  Austria.  At  the  be- 
ginning the  inspiration  was  borrowed  and  since  then  widespread 
plagiarism  has  been  carried  on  with  an  energy  worthy  of  a  much 
better  cause.  All  countries  and  all  ages  have  been  laid  under  con- 
tribution to  furnish  "inspiration,"  the  latest  eff"orts  showing  unmis- 


Iflfpsih    pffnrfsi    slirnviti,. 
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takably  a  tendency  to  return  to  the  symbolism  of  Assyria  and  of  an- 
cient Egypt.  At  first  it  seemed  as  if  the  German  Secessionists  meant 
to  develop  sanely  and  well  the  idea  which  they  had  received  in  the 
first  place  from  England.  Especially  was  this  true  with  reference  to 
the  decorating  of  rooms  and  the  designing  of  furniture,  as  shown  in 
the  North  German  exhibit  at  the  St.  Louis  Exposition  in  nineteen 
hundred  and  four.  The  style  was  frankly  English,  the  furniture 
shown  being  modeled  almost  directly  after  that  made  by  J.  S.  Henry, 
an  English  cabinet-maker  who  exported  large  quantities  of  furniture 
to  the  Continent.  The  style  he  had  devised  was  a  new  idea  and,  so 
far  as  England  was  concerned,  a  purely  commercial  idea,  but  it 
seemed  to  give  Germany  the  start  she  needed  for  the  development  of 
a  style  of  her  own.  A  certain  sturdy  simplicity  that  characterized  it 
seemed  to  be  in  harmony  with  the  German  national  character,  and 
the  inference  was  that,  while  these  particular  examples  of  German 
Secession  Art  were  openly  adapted  fi'om  English  models,  they  yet 
formed  a  point  of  departure  from  which  Germany  bade  fair  to  de- 
velop a  new  and  vigorous  art  which  should  be  honestly  expressive  of 
the  nation  in  its  present  stage  of  development. 

TO  SEE  how  far  this  promise  has  failed  and  how  the  idea  of  a  new 
art  has  been  debased  into  commercialism  pure  and  simple,  one 
need  only  look  over  the  pages  of  one  or  the  other  of  the  promi- 
nent art  journals  of  Germany  today.  One  of  the  best  known  of 
these,  which  is  said  to  be  the  organ  recognized  and  encouraged  by  the 
government — for  Secession  Art  may  now  be  called  official  art  in  Ger- 
many— gives  in  each  issue  many  examples  of  the  work  of  leading  Se- 
cessionists, painters,  sculptors,  architects  and  craftsmen,  and  it  is 
amazing  to  trace  through  it  all  the  unblushing  plagiarism  from  nearly 
all  forms  of  art,  ancient  and  modern ;  that  restless  search  for  novelty 
which  is  always  characteristic  of  commercialism,  and  the  utter  de- 
generacy of  the  greater  part  of  the  work  that  is  proudly  heralded  as 
fearless  and  progressive. 

From  the  first,  the  weakness  of  the  whole  movement  on  the  Conti- 
nent was  that  it  was  in  most  cases  negative,  representing  merely  a 
protest  against  existing  forms  and  traditions,  and  not  the  necessity  to 
express  some  vital  development  in  national  life  or  thought,  or  the 
s])irit  of  the  age  considered  as  a  whole.  It  had  no  roots  in  the  life  of 
the  people;  it  was  founded  upon  no  need,  and  so  it  has  always  resem- 
l)led  the  fantastic  flowering  of  a  parasite,  rather  than  the  healthy 
growth  of  a  plant  rooted  deeply  in  the  soil  of  national  life. 
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I'AXF.I.  l.\  HIGH  RELIEF,  SHOWIKG  THE  LENGTHS 
TO  WHICH  THE  SECESSIONISTS  CARRY  THE  IDEA 
OF    A    •■decorative"    USE    OF    THE    HUMAN    BODY. 


From    DeiilM-lii.-    Kiiiist    iiiul    DckuyiUto 


.SECESSIONIST   CONCEPTION    OF    A    CARYATID,    WITH 
A   FEW   SUBSIDIARY  FIGURES   ADDED  TO  FILL  SPACE. 


Ktinst    lend   Dekoraiion. 


AN  EXAMPLE  OF  THE   WAY   SOME  GERMAN   SECES- 
SIONISTS   SYMBOLIZE    NCYSTERY    AND    SUBLIMITY. 


1-iotn    DctttAclte   Kunst   tin.'i    Dehoralioti. 


PANEL    OF    CARVED    WOOD.    SHOWING    SOME    SECES- 
SIONIST   ADAPTATIONS    OF    ANCIENT    SYMBOLISM. 


h'roni    Drti!sLhc    Kn)tst    unj    Dckoi-i 


FOUNTAIN      OF      THE      RHINF.      DAUGHTE«S     : 
A     FAIR     EXAMPLE     OF     SECESSIONIST     DESIGN. 


Fiont    Dctit.'dri-    l\ii}!^l    inij    Dckoratii'ii. 


Wdlll)       PANEI,        IN        HIGH       relief; 
A   CODIi    Il.LL'bl  k  A  IKIN    (IF   DECADENCE. 


SECESSION    ART— GROWTH,   ISIEANING   AND  FAILURE 

As  it  is  the  fate  of  all  imitators  to  exaggerate,  there  has  lately  ap- 
peared among  German  and  Austrian  Secessionists  a  veritable  orgy  of 
tortured  lines,  misshapen  forms  and  morbidly  fantastic  ideas.  Tirino- 
of  the  simple  models  which  were  at  first  adopted  with  enthusiasm, 
they  have  gone  farther  and  farther  afield,  returning  in  many  cases  to 
ancient  mythological  symbolism  and  decorative  forms,  from  which  all 
meaning  perished  centuries  ago,  and  attempting  to  draw  from  them 
"inspiration"  for  conceptions  the  like  of  which  were  never  seen  on 
land  or  sea.  The  illustrations  republished  here  from  Deutsche  Knnst 
und  Dekoration  are  fair  examples  of  the  length  to  which  these  deo-en- 
erate  ideas  of  decoration  have  gone.  The  building  from  which  these 
examples  of  Secession  ornamentation  are  taken  is  considered  suffi- 
ciently important  to  have  devoted  to  it  an  entire  number  of  the  art 
journal  referred  to.  Although  only  a  restaurant  and  wine-cellar,  it  is 
called  "A  symbol  of  the  new  Berlin,"  and  its  designer  is  enthusiasti- 
cally hailed  as  "the  genius  of  the  century,"  and  "the  founder  of  the 
new  German  monumental  art."  Another  point  of  merit  claimed  for 
this  achievement  is  that  the  building  was  completed  inside  of  a  year, 
from  the  first  sketching  of  plans  to  the  last  detail  of  the  finished  work! 

THE  illustrations  speak  for  themselves.  The  first  shown  is  one  of 
a  series  of  decorative  panels  which  ornament  the  fa9ade  of  the 
building.  The  German  critic  frankly  confesses  that  the  inten- 
tion is  to  express  the  strength  necessary  to  carry  great  weight,  but 
that  as  the  figure  is  purely  decorative,  the  head  is  made  practically 
into  "an  extended  console"  from  the  body,  for  the  reason  that  if  the 
head  or  shoulders  had  been  used  in  a  normal  way  to  give  the  effect  of 
supporting  weight  in  the  manner  of  the  Greek  caryatides,  there  would 
have  been  a  space  above  the  shoulders  that  could  not  have  been 
filled  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  artist.  So  the  neck  is  bent  back  into  a 
position  where,  if  any  weight  were  put  upon  the  head,  the  spine  must 
snap.  One  hand  pushes  apparently  in  agony  against  the  side  of  the 
wall  and  the  other  arm  is  wrenched  sharply  backward  to  the  point 
where  the  shoulder  would  be  dislocated.  Even  the  face  upon  which 
rests  all  the  seeming  weight  is  distorted  almost  out  of  resemblance  to 
humanity,  the  forehead,  nose  and  chin  being  brought  to  a  straight  line 
in  order  to  preserve  the  "decorative"  squareness  of  the  head. 

In  the  panel  carved  in  high  relief  from  wood  the  suggestion  is 
equally  morbid  and  painful,  the  figures  appearing  to  have  been  tor- 
tured beyond  the  limit  of  human  endurance,  and  then,  drooping  and 
dead,  to  have  been  propped  up  in  the  niches  to  get  them  out  of  the 

45 


SECESSION    ART— GROWTH,   MEANING   AND   FAILURE 

wav.  All  the  lines  and  muscles  of  the  body  are  as  grotesquely  accen- 
tuated in  this  wood  carving  as  they  are  in  the  stone,  and,  in  the  effort 
to  fill  the  space  in  a  decorative  way,  the  artist  has  so  cramped  these 
weird  semblances  of  hiunan  bodies  into  the  allotted  spaces  that  the 
only  suoforestion  conveyed  to  the  mind  is  that  of  one  of  those  mediaeval 
cao-'es  for  political  prisoners,  which  were  ingeniously  built  so  that 
the  unfortunate  occupant  could  neither  stand  up  nor  lie  down.  An- 
other example  of  the  Secession  idea  of  wood  carving  is  shown  in  the 
reproduction  of  the  large  wood  panel,  with  its  meaningless  whorls  and 
scrolls,  serpents  with  human  heads,  misshapen  human  bodies  crowded 
into  spaces  too  small  for  them,  and  other  forms  apparently  adapted 
from  the  ancient  symbolism,  which  at  one  time  conveyed  some  idea  to 
the  mind,  but  which  now,  except  to  historians  and  arclueologists,  is 
lifeless  and  devoid  of  all  significance. 

Equally  decadent  is  the  Secessionist  idea  of  a  caryatid,  as  seen  in 
the  carving  of  one  of  the  great  stone  pillars  which  support  the  vaulted 
j-oof — the  gaunt,  nude  body  of  a  man.  apparently  bearing  the  enor- 
mous weight  of  the  arch  on  the  back  of  his  neck,  which  gives  the  ap- 
pearance of  having  been  sawed  oft'  for  the  purpose.  Still  worse  is  the 
hiffh  relief  decoration  of  other  pillars,  each  of  which  shows  only  an 
enormous  face,  the  weight  of  the  arch  resting  upon  the  wrinkled  brow 
and  the  pillar  standing  apparently  u]>on  the  tip  of  the  beard.  In  each 
one  of  the  designs  appears,  in  addition  to  the  main  monstrosity,  a 
number  of  futile  little  subsidiary  forms  of  decoration,  introduced  ap- 
parently with  the  sole  idea  of  filling  space  and  of  carrying  out  the 
impression  of  novelty  and  daring. 

THAT  such  a  thing  as  this  should  be  taken  seriously  in  Germany 
forms  the  only  reason  for  reproducing  it  here.  .V  more  search- 
iu'i-  connnentary  upon  the  lengths  to  which  conunercialism  can 
carrv  what  in  the  beginning  w  as  an  honest  revolt  against  lifeless  forms 
could  hardly  l)e  imagined,  and  it  ])roves  al)solutely  the  contention 
that  no  living  art  is  possible  unless  it  is  founded  upon  the  need  of  ex- 
pressing some  vital  element  in  the  life  and  thought  of  the  people. 
Where  art  exists,  there  is  no  need  to  search  for  novel  and  startling 
forms,  but  where  the  matter  is  merely  one  of  merchandise  the  shocks 
<dven  to  a  taste  enfeebled  enough  to  crave  such  stimulants  must  be 
always  stronger  and  more  frequent  to  })revent  such  "art"  from  per- 
ishing of  sheer  inanition.  If  these  things  were  put  forward  frankly  as 
merchandise  there  could  be  no  objection  to  them,  but  where  they 
masquerade  under  the  name  of  art  and  claim  to  represent  the  life  and 
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ideals  of  a  great  nation,  there  is  evidenced  a  lack  of  sincerity  and  of 
fundamental  thinking  that  is  little  short  of  appalling. 

It  cannot  be  too  often  repeated  that  art  is  so  intimately  connected 
with  life  that  it  can  have  no  existence  save  as  an  expression  of  life. 
Ihere  can  be  no  living,  growing  art  in  any  nation  excej)t  in  so  far  as 
it  expresses  the  life  of  the  people  of  that  nation,  their  experience,  the 
problems,  their  aspirations.  Where  there  is  only  imitation  of  the 
past — where  a  nation's  architecture,  sculpture,  painting,  poetry,  or 
the  industrial  arts  are  not  born  of  an  impulse  to  express  its  own  feel- 
ings and  needs,  the  living  soul  of  art  cannot  abide,  and  there  remains 
only  its  sepulchre.  We  have  repeated  endlessly  the  art  expressions  of 
ancient  times  and  of  the  Middle  Ages,  because,  although  lifeless  now, 
they  once  were  sincere  and  most  beautiful  expressions  of  a  life  so  vig- 
orous that  expression  became  an  imperative  necessity.  The  modern 
Secessionists  afi'ect  to  take  all  their  inspiration  from  Nature,  and  vet 
so  far  they  have  succeeded  only  in  evolving  weak  or  fantastic  forms  of 
which  the  best  that  could  be  said  was  that  they  were  different  from 
the  accepted  traditional  forms. 

The  media?val  craftsman  never  thought  of  art,  never  searched  for 
new,  strange  things,  l)ut  did  his  work  well,  as  was  the  custom  in  those 
days,  and  lived  his  life  joyously.  He  saw  the  beauty  in  Nature  be- 
cause he  was  a  normal  being,  closely  attuned  to  the  delight  of  the 
material  world  about  him,  and  he  expressed  his  own  gratitude  for 
that  beauty  and  the  joy  he  felt  in  life  in  an  irresistible  impulse  to  make 
beautiful  all  that  he  wrought.  When  the  great  cathedrals — which 
took  so  many  years  in  the  building  and  were  a  life-long  task  to  hun- 
dreds of  men — were  erected,  they  were  the  outflowering  of  all  the 
ideals,  hopes  and  religious  enthusiasm  of  the  age.  They  mav  be  imi- 
tated, even  reproduced,  in  every  smallest  detail,  or  they"  may  be 
"adapted  to  modern  conditions,"  but  the  life  is  gone.  For  the  beautv 
of  a  cathedral  is  a  subtle  thing,  belonging  not  only  to  the  building  it- 
self, but  to  its  site,  its  environment,  the  skies  above  it,  the  historv  it 
records,  and  the  feeling  toward  it  of  the  people  whose  ancestors  la- 
bored to  l)uild  it,  and  who  had  walked  its  shadowy  aisles  with  awed 
footfalls,  feeling  a  sanctity  none  but  themselves  could  feel.  It  would 
be  just  as  rational  in  this  day  and  time  to  reproduce  the  tombs  and 
the  memorial  brasses,  tablets  and  effigies  as  to  attempt  to  reproduce 
the  cathedral  walls  and  spires.  When  we  go  back  five  hundred  or  a 
thousand  years  for  our  ideas  of  a  temple  worthy  to  worship  God  in 
we  only  make  the  hvmiiliating  confession  that  we  have  no  conception 
of  our  own  of  what  constitutes  fit  worship  and  a  fit  place  in  which  to 


47 


SECESSION    ART— GROWTH,   MEANING  AND   FAILURE 

worship.  Instead  of  expressing  the  Hfe  and  thought  of  our  own  time, 
we  are  attempting  to  recall  the  symbolism  of  an  age  gone  by,  and  the 
attempt  can  never  be  other  than  a  lifeless  imitation.  It  is  the  re- 
proach of  the  formal  schools  that  they  do  nothing  but  repeat  and  re- 
produce. Copies  of  great  works  of  art,  if  well  made,  are  valuable  for 
the  instruction  they  give  and  for  the  light  they  shed  upon  the  history 
of  the  race,  but  that  is  not  living  art.  To  delve  into  the  records  of  the 
past  and  to  interpret  them  is  a  worthy  and  a  necessary  task,  but  his- 
torians do  not  make  the  life  of  the  present.  Art  must  be  born  anew  in 
every  age,  in  form  and  spirit  molded  by  the  age. 

Only  in  countries  like  China,  where  for  many  centuries^ lifeyias 
remained  unchanged,  can  art  be  unaffected  by  the  ceaseless  change 
that  is  a  part  of  the  progress  of  the  race.  When  Greece  was  emerging 
from  savagery,  China  was  already  an  old  nation.  Practically  there 
has  been  only  one  revolution  in  all  China's  history,  and  that  occurred 
two  thousand  years  ago.  Since  then,  during  all  the  centuries,  if  we 
except  the  last  twenty-five  years,  China  has  scarcely  changed  at  all. 
In  such  a  country,  art  must  necessarily  be  fixetl  because  life  itself  is 
fixed.  The  art  of  these  old  nations  conveys  the  impression  of  petri- 
fied perfection.  It  seems  to  have  matured  to  its  highest  degree  and 
then  have  been  suddenly  arrested  and  stopped.  For  centuries  and 
centuries  the  creative  impulse  seems  to  have  been  lost,  during  which 
time,  the  artistic  spirit  having  dwindled  and  died,  art  has  been  purely 
instinctive.  There  has  been  no  further  growth,  the  art  produced 
having  been,  with  rare  exceptions,  nothing  more  nor  less  than  an 
almost  endless  repetition  of  already  attained  results. 

EVEN  the  feeling  for  beauty  has  died  in  the  old  countries.  The 
Chinese  accept  passively  the  art  of  the  past  as  a  part  of  their 
traditions,  but,  of  all  people  in  the  world,  the  Japanese  have 
been  supposed,  even  at  the  present  time,  to  be  the  most  sensitively  ap- 
preciative of  beauty,  and  the  most  ready  to  express  their  life  in  ex- 
quisite art  forms.  Nevertheless,  the  fact  that  the  living  spirit  of  art 
has  really  perished  from  among  the  Japanese,  as  well  as  from  the 
older  race,  has  been  proven  by  the  immediate  result  of  the  commer- 
cialization of  Japan.  As  soon  as  the  cheap,  tawdry  goods  of  European 
and  American  commerce  were  introduced  into  the  Japanese  ports,  the 
native  art  was  practically  discarded.  Except  far  in  the  interior,  where 
there  remain  places  as  yet  untouched  by  the  foreign  spirit,  the  beau- 
tiful old  things  in  porcelain,  ivory,  teakwood  and  bronze,  the  product 
of  years  of  work  on  the  part  of  craftsmen  who  deemed  a  lifetime  all 
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too  short  for  the  expression  of  the  beauty  that  they  saw  and  felt  in  the 
world,  are  being  rapidly  replaced  by  the  vulgar  atrocities  of  commer- 
cialism. So  little  sense  of  beauty  remains  with  the  modern  Japanese 
that  they  are  not  only  perfectly  willing,  but  even  seem  anxious,  to  ex- 
change the  most  exquisite  of  their  native  creations  for  the  ugliest  of 
machine-made  products  that  appear  to  them  to  typify  western  prog- 
ress and  civilization.  Nor  is  this  insensibility  to  beauty  peculiar  to 
Japan;  on  the  contrary,  it  seems  to  be  in  accordance  with  an  almost 
universal  experience.  Our  own  Indians  will  exchange  the  finest  ex- 
amples of  their  native  handicrafts  for  shoddy  gewgaws  which  the  In- 
dian craftsmen  would  not  have  tolerated  for  a  moment  had  not  the 
art  spirit  been  dead  within  them  and  their  craftsmanship  degenerated 
into  a  wholly  mechanical  and  perfunctory  exercise. 

THE  real  creators  of  a  new  art  expression  in  Europe  have  been 
such  men  as  Rodin,  Jean  Francois  Millet,  Manet  and  Sinding. 
In  the  world  of  plastic  and  graphic  art  these  men  and  others 
like  them  have  done  what  Whitman  did  for  literature  and  Richard 
Wagner  for  music.  They  have  wrought  under  control  of  a  spirit  so 
great  and  so  vital  that  it  must  needs  burst  all  bonds  of  tradition,  and 
in  doing  this  they  have  accomplished  without  effort  the  thing  that  has 
been  sought  with  so  much  labor  and  noise  of  trumpets — they  have  en- 
larged the  boundaries  of  human  expression.  Bocklin  and  his  follow- 
ers have  sought  to  do  the  same  thing,  but  they  have  gone  back  to 
ancient  times  and  beliefs,  and  have  expressed  only  a  riotous  and  fertile 
fancy.  To  depict  the  great  god  Pan,  one  must  have  listened  with  be- 
lieving ears  to  the  echo  of  his  pipes  and  have  seen  along  the  streams 
the  print  of  his  goathoofs.  To  the  modern  artist,  great  Pan  is  dead, 
nor  can  he  be  galvanized  into  even  a  semblance  of  life. 

The  old  pagan  joy  of  life  has  faded  from  the  world,  and  it  has  no 
place  in  living  art,  but  instead,  there  is  the  great  complex  urge  of 
modern  life  seeking  expi'ession.  If  there  is  to  be  a  new  art,  it  must 
turn  for  inspiration  not  to  the  ancient  mythology  or  symbolism,  or  to 
the  fantastic  misinterpretation  of  natural  forms  in  a  mad  search  for 
novelty  that  the  market  for  "artistic"  products  may  be  stimulated, 
but  prayerfully  seek  for  some  measure  of  comprehension  of  the  spirit 
of  the  men  who  created  the  art  of  other  days.  Then  the  art  of  the 
twentieth  century  will  come  unheralded  and  without  effort,  for  it 
needs  nothing  more  than  the  creative  power  of  a  soul  attuned  to  the 
perception  of  all  the  conditions,  needs  and  aspirations  of  our  life  as  it 
is  to-day. 
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MILLET  AS  AN  ETCHER:  SOME  REMINIS- 
CENCES OF  WYATT  EATON  AT  BARBIZON: 
BY  GILES  EDGERTON 

HE  late  Wyatt  Eaton  was  both  trieiul  and  pupil  of 
Jean  Eran9ois  Millet.  They  were  both  landscape 
painters  and  both  etchers;  and  they  worked  together 
in  the  wide  harvest  fields  about  Barbizon.  They  ad- 
vised with  each  other  and  criticised  each  other.  Millet 
was  un<iuestionably  the  greater  landscai)e  artist  and 
Eaton  equally  tlie  greater  etcher.  They  relied  quite 
as  much  upon  mutual  companionship  and  sympathy  as  upon  that 
honest  criticism  which  only  genuine  artists  can  give  each  other. 
The  best  of  Eaton's  etchings  were  made  in  and  about  that  most  pic- 
turesque old  French  village;  and,  at  last,  after  the  death  of  Millet, 
when  everything  of  his  estate  was  left  in  confusion,  Eaton  was  called 
by  the  friends  and  son  to  open  the  studio  where  Millet's  greatest 
work  had  been  done,  to  help  set  things  to  rights,  to  find  out  what 
could  lie  done  to  meet  the  host  of  creditors  and  what  could  be  saved 
for  the  son  Francois,  whom  was  left,  it  seemed,  almost  without  revenue. 
There  are  many  visitors  to  Barbizon  to-day;  the  wretched  little 
trolley  line  that  jerks  you  out  from  the  last  station  of  the  French 
railway  potters  al)out  through  the  meadows  and  enters  the  narrow 
Barbizon  street  with  much  commotion  and  apparent  reluctance. 
And  this  narrow  pathway  is  the  main  street  of  the  village,  on  which 
vou  find  the  studios  of  the  great  Frenchmen  who  have  studied  and 
painted  there.  Diaz's  studio  is  picturesque  to  a  degree,  it  has  a  porch 
and  vines,  and  you  pass  in  succession  the  working  places  of  Rousseau, 
Daubigny  and  others  of  the  Barbizon  school  who  studied  quietly 
and  peacefully  in  this  beautiful  remote  part  of  France — that  is,  re- 
mote so  far  as  the  usual  occupations  of  life  are  concerned,  and  remote 
because  difhcult  to  reach.  Almost  at  the  end  of  the  jerking  little 
railway  you  come  to  the  present  Millet  house  and  lovely  old  studio.  A 
step  l)eyond  this  the  trolley  stops  and  you  walk  out  to  the  forests  of 
Fontaiiiebleau  and  rest  there  and  regret  all  the  sadness  of  Millet's 
life  and  the  tragedy  of  his  early  death,  and  marvel  a  little  at  the 
American  woman  wlio  was  in  the  Nlillet  garden  as  you  passed  the  house 
which  was  saved  for  Fran<,-ois,  her  husband,  how  she  lives  there,  cpiite 
alone,  with  all  the  mournful  memories  that  are  hers,  following  after 
a  probably  very  gay  American  girlhood.  They  say  that  she  is  always 
in  the  garden  when  the  trolley  runs  through  the  little  village,  looking 
for  familiar  faces,  or  even  American  faces,  to  speak  to  and  to  invite 
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into  the  shade  of  her  porch  for  a  cup  of  tea  in  exchange  for  a  word 
of  American  life — a  sad-looking'  woman  with  much  dignity  of  mien, 
and  especially  an  air  of  quiet  melancholy  if  the  trolley  brings  her 
no  visitors  for  her  tea  table. 

At  various  times  in  his  life,  Wyatt  Eaton  studied  and  worked  with 
the  man  whom  he  considered  the  greatest  master.  They  planned 
out  methods  of  etching  together,  and  although  Eaton  respected  all 
that  ^lillet  did  in  the  line  of  craftsmanship,  he  still  felt  that  etching 
was  not  his  best  medium  of  expression.  To  quote  directly  from 
notes  which  were  left  after  Eaton's  death: 

"There  is  little  to  be  said  about  Millet  as  an  etcher,  he  was  so 
free  from  the  devices  which  are  comtnon  to  the  craft.  Had  etching, 
however,  been  his  only  or  principal  means  of  expression  he  probably 
would  have  called  forth  all  the  resources  of  the  copper  plate,  but 
etching  as  generally  understood  and  practised  was  really  not  adapted 
to  his  temperament.  As  everyone  knows,  his  work  was  simple  to 
a  degree,  and  his  methods  of  work  always  straightforward  and  direct, 
and  m  etching  he  could  not,  as  in  drawing  or  painting,  see  before  him 
the  effect  he  was  constantly  producing. 

uTTAMERTON  tells  us  that  Haden's  theory  of  line  is  that 
I  I  where  a  light  tone  is  to  be  given  a  great  many  lines  very  near 
together  must  be  made  on  the  plate,  and  where  deep,  dark 
and  heavy  lines  are  to  be  given,  there  must  be  but  few  lines  well 
separated,  the  many  lines  representing  the  light  tone  to  be  bitten 
but  a  few  minutes  in  the  acid,  while  the  few  lines  representing  heavy 
tones  should  be  bitten  for  a  long  time,  the  effect  upon  the  copper 
being  just  the  contrary  of  what  is  to  be  obtained  as  a  final  result. 
I  mention  this  as  but  one  of  the  many  roundabout  ways  which  have 
to  be  resorted  to  in  making  use  of  the  copper  as  a  means  of  producing 
the  more  subtle  qualities  of  light  and  dark,  after  the  drawing  upon 
the  copper,  which,  as  I  have  said,  has  to  be  done  in  a  way  that  distorts 
the  design  which  is  to  be  represented. 

"It  can  be  readily  understood  that  all  of  this  was  very  remote  from 
the  almost  childlike  simplicity  and  naivete  of  expression  which  was 
most  in  harmony  with  ^lillet's  character,  and  which,  while  it  inter- 
ested him,  carried  with  it  a  certain  irritation  that  always  exists  w^here 
a  man  is  not  expressing  himself  absolutely  in  his  work. 

"The  biting  in  etching,  which  has  to  be  done  almost  in  the  dark; 
that  is.  purely  by  calculation — the  effect  of  the  picture  being  obliter- 
ated upon  the  first  stopping  out — was  another  part  of  the  process 
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which  was  not  calculated  to  interest  the  master  as  did  his  more  direct 
method  of  working  upon  canvas.  Even  where  the  most  direct 
methods  are  applied  which  can  be  used  in  etching,  the  effect  is  un- 
certain, the  lines  shining  in  some  places  and  looking  dull  in  others. 
The  'continuous  process,'  and  drawing  in  the  bath,  (a  later  method 
in  etching,  I  believe,  and  still  more  a  matter  of  calculation),  would 
have  been  even  more  unsympathetic  to  the  nature  of  Millet — for  in 
both  of  these  methods  the  artist  is  obliged  to  give  a  disproportionate 
amount  of  thought  to  the  means  of  which  he  is  making  use  in  order 
to  express  his  idea." 

In  another  note  also  unfinished  at  the  time  of  Mr.  Eaton's  death, 
he  makes  a  statement  to  the  effect  that,  "In  etching,  Millet  would 
draw  upon  copper  as  if  it  were  paper,  and  attempt  to  carry  out  this 
effect  of  the  first  drawing  in  the  biting  and  printing.  This  would 
naturally  as  a  result  have  a  more  intimate  or  autographic  value." 

In  still  another  note  Mr.  Eaton  recalls  a  conversation  with  Millet, 
in  regard  to  Rembrandt's  etchings.  "I  spent  a  memorable  evening 
with  Millet  in  looking  at  reproductions  of  Rembrandt's  etchings. 
I  had  just  secured  a  copy  of  the  first  edition  of  Charles  Blanc's  Rem- 
brandt Catalogue,  and  Millet  not  having  seen  it,  I  took  it  over  to  the 
house  with  me.  He  was,  of  course,  familiar  with  many  of  the  more 
important  plates,  but  the  smaller  reproductions  were  mostly  new  to 
him.  These  he  examined  with  an  absorbing  interest  and  at  times 
seemed  quite  overcome  with  admiration.  He  remarked  that  'In 
looking  at  the  works  of  a  great  master,  one  is  always  disposed  to  feel 
that  here  is  the  greatest.'  " 

IT  IS  interesting  to  quote  Mr.  Eaton's  own  words  regarding  the 
opening  up  of  the  studio  at  Barbizon  after  [Millet's  death:  "The 
illness  which  resulted  in  the  great  master's  death  took  him  from 
his  work  almost  without  warning;  when  the  studio  was  reopened  by 
other  hands  I  was  allowed  the  sad  privilege  of  assisting  Fran9ois 
in  arranging  some  of  the  pictures  for  exhibition — thus  I  saw  every- 
thing as  left  by  Millet  set  aside,  as  it  were,  for  the  day.  There  were 
a  few  pictures  nearly  completed,  some  old  canvases  put  aside  as  fail- 
ures, but  the  large  number  ot  canvases  were  pictures  in  various  stages 
of  progress — some  in  charcoal,  some  in  mk  outline  'rubbed  ui' 
in  partly  thin  and  partly  opaque  color,  or  broadly  'laid  in'  in  masses 
with  opaque  color,  one  painted  in  grisaille,  etc.,  besides  water  color 
drawings,  pastels,  crayon  drawings,  charcoal  sketches,  etc.,  but 
in  the  whole  of  this  large  collection — left  as  I  have  said,  almost  with- 
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out  a  moment's  warning — nothing  was  found  wliich  was  not  in  a  cei- 
tain  sense  in  a  state  of  completion. 

"In  fact,  when  the  pictures  came  to  be  exhibited  and  were  sold, 
it  was  thought  by  many  that  canvases  barely  covered  with  paint — 
and  upon  v\"hich  Millet  intended  to  work  for  months — were  finished 
pictures,  and  that  the  black  outline  showing  more  or  less  all  over 
the  canvas,  and  cjuite  plainly  in  places,  was  premeditated  as  a  means 
of  attaining  the  ettect  he  had  produced.  At  the  same  time  amateurs 
were  right  in  thinking  the  pictures  finished,  for  I  am  quite  satisfied 
that  Millet  never  left  his  studio  before  the  canvas  he  was  at  work 
upon  was  in  a  certain  sense  in  a  state  of  completeness.  He  was 
always  preoccupied  with  the  general  appearance  of  the  picture.  If 
working  in  outline,  he  would  so  direct  his  work  that  a  general  sense 
of  values  would  be  given — that  the  figures  should  have  the  right  prom- 
inence in  the  landscape,  giving  distance,  space,  etc.  When  he  took 
up  his  palette  he  would  strike  immediately  for  the  effect,  and  before 
laying  it  down  again,  there  would  be  no  c{uestion  as  to  the  direction 
fi-om  which  the  picture  was  lighted,  whether  it  represented  morning 
or  evening,  summer  or  autumn,  and  it  would  be  difficult  to  say  what 
part  of  the  picture  should  be  more  finished,  what  should  be  done 
next  or  what  would  add  to  the  effect.  I  speak  of  Millet's  methods 
as  illustrating  his  temperament — we  all  now  have  an  equal  oppor- 
tunity of  acquaintance  with  his  works — but  it  was  my  privilege  to 
observe  him  while  at  work. 

"A  friend  told  me  of  having  seen  a  picture  in  pastel  done  by  him, 
when  very  young,  a  shepherd  and  shepherdess,  in  imitation  of  Wat- 
teau,  but  it  was  Millet  all  the  same — the  unhesitating  way  the  youth 
clasped  the  maiden  in  his  arms,  and  planted  the  kiss  on  her  lips 
could  have  been  done  by  no  other  hand  than  his. 

"It  was  Millet's  art  to  produce  with  his  materials — which  might 
be  called  limited  to  one  or  two  figures  or  domestic  animals  and  the 
most  simple  landscape — an  effect  upon  the  eye  and  mind  analogous 
to  that  of  a  range  of  mountains,  the  Pyramids,  or  an  heroic  statue.  It 
was  the  monumental  which  he  felt  it  necessary  to  produce — not  that 
he  could  not  see  and  make  use  of  the  details  of  Nature — but  feeling 
the  limitation  in  the  power  of  reproduction,  he  discarded  all  that 
would  not  add  to  the  aspect  of  his  picture. 

"I  would  say  that  in  a  most  exceptional  way  Millet  came  to  his 
canvas  with  a  full  understanding  of  his  subject,  and  with  a  clear 
vision  of  the  completed  picture,  resulting  in  a  most  rapid  execution. 

"A  better  proof  of  this  could  not  be  given  than  the  fact  that  can- 
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vases  upon  which  he  liad  worked  but  a  single  day,  and  upon  which 
he  would  have  continued  to  work  for  months  perhaps,  had  he  lived, 
have  gone  into  the  market  as  finished  pictures,  and  indeed  with  these 
as  with  other  canvases  seen  occasionally  by  his  friends  and  family  in 
an  early  state,  one  questions  whether  much  could  have  been  added, 
the  impression  is  so  vivid,  the  picture  so  solidly  modeled,  and  power- 
ful in  effect  and  color." 

The  above  notes,  which  it  gives  The  Craftsman  great  pleasure 
to  print,  were  furnished  by  Mrs.  Wyatt  Eaton.  They  were  found 
among  Mr.  Eaton's  papers  about  Millet,  after  his  death,  and  are 
published  here  without  change.  The  etchings  which  illustrate  the 
article  were  also  furnished  by  Mrs.  Eaton  and  have  not,  so  far  as 
we  know,  ever  been  published.  They  were  made  by  Mr.  Eaton  at 
Barbizon.  while  he  was  working  with  Millet  in  the  now  famous  studio, 
and  present  the  simple  life  of  the  village  peasants  of  that  section 
of  the  country  with  the  combination  of  romance  and  fidelity  which 
was  so  typical  of  Millet  himself. 


A  SONG  OF  THE  TIDE 

LIFT  me  into  thy  bark.  Love, 
My  own  it  is  poor  and  spent. 
Take  me  out  of  the  dark.  Love, 
To  the  country  of  thy  content! 

I  would  sit  so  safe,  so  still.  Love, 
Sheltered  and  sure  and  strong. 
My  will  my  captain's  will,  Love, 
I  have  tossed  in  the  tide  so  long! 

Thine  eyes  are  keen  to  the  star,  Love ; 
Thou  wilt  not  take  me  in. 
Thou  speedest  more  fast,  more  far,  Love, 
The  land  of  the  lights  to  win. 

Thou'lt  look  not  back  from  the  stern.  Love, 
When  my  bark  is  a  speck  of  brown. 
To  see  it  struggle  and  turn.  Love, 
Or  dip  in  the  twilight  down. 

Agnes  Lre. 
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AUGUSTUS  SAINT  GAUDENS:  THE  SCULPTOR 
WHO  HAS  TYPIFIED  AMERICAN  CHARACTER 
AND  HAS  LEFT  US  NOBLE  MEMORIALS  OF 
GREAT  EVENTS  IN  AMERICAN  HISTORY 

J|HEN.  on  the  morning  of  August  tlie  fourth,  the  news 
was  flashed  to  all  parts  of  the  country  that  Augustus 
Saint-(i!audens  lay  dead  at  his  home  in  the  little  village 
of  Cornish,  New  Hampshire,  the  feeling  foremost 
in  the  minds  of  all  interested  in  the  growth  of  true 
American  art  was  of  personal  sorrow  at  the  loss,  in 
his  prime,  of  the  man  who  had  used  without  stint  his 
great  power  of  brain  and  hand  to  typify  the  noblest  phases  of  American 
character  and  to  record  the  epoch-making  events  in  American 
history.  When  Yale,  two  years  ago.  conferred  upon  Saint-Gaudens 
the  degree  of  LL.D.  in  consideration  of  his  being  "the  foremost 
sculptor  of  America,"  the  honor  merely  indicated  the  estimation 
in  which  he  was  held  by  the  American  people.  In  addition  to  the 
high  quality  of  his  artistic  gift,  it  was  a  part  of  the  good  fortune  which 
seemed  to  attend  Saint-Gaudens  all  his  life  that  the  opportunities  for 
his  largest  and  most  significant  work  came  in  the  form  of  commis- 
sions for  monuments  and  public  memorials  raised  in  honor  of  the 
great  men  of  the  nation.  This  circumstance  ensured  the  maximum 
of  popular  appreciation  for  everything  that  he  did,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  his  realization  of  the  magnitude  of  the  events  and  deeds  which 
he  was  called  upon  to  commemorate  stimulated  to  the  utmost  that 
rare  quality  of  idealism  which  knowingly  and  courageously  admits 
all  the  limitations  of  its  medium  and  of  its  subject  and  uses  these 
limitations  as  its  greatest  source  of  power. 

The  part  played  by  Saint-Gaudens  in  the  development  of  a  distinc- 
tively national  art  has  been  of  the  first  importance,  and  yet  he  w^as  an 
American  only  by  adoption.  Fortunately,  though,  his  French  and 
Irish  extraction  supplied  him  not  only  with  the  temperament  of  the 
artist,  but  with  the  predisposition  toward  close  sympathy  with  the 
characteristics  of  his  adopted  country.  Born  in  Dublin  in  eighteen 
hundred  and  forty-eight,  the  year  of  great  stirrings  of  the  human 
passion  for  liberty,  and  brought  to  this  country  when  only  a  few 
months  old,  he  was  l)y  both  heredity  and  environment  rendered 
peculiarly  susceptible  to  the  significance  of  the  series  of  stirring  events 
which  have  done  so  much  toward  shaping  our  national  life.  The 
fact  that  he  received  the  greater  part  of  his  artistic  training  abroad 
and  has  alw^ays  spent  a  part  of  his  time  on  the  other  side  of  the  water, 
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seemed  to  give  him  only  the  perspective  needed  to  enable  him  to 
grasp  the  full  depth  of  meaning  in  the  characters  and  events  he  was 
called  upon  to  portray,  and  so  to  give  to  well-known  facts  a  fresh 
form  and  significance  which  have  brought  him  credit  for  a  very  hioh 
degree  of  creative  imagination. 

ALL  the  advantages  of  an  early  struggle  with  poverty  and  hard 
work  were  granted  to  young  Saint-Gaudens.  When  his  parents 
came  from  Dublin  to  America  in  the  rush  of  Irish  immigra- 
tion that  followed  the  troubles  in  Ireland,  they  stayed  in  Boston  for 
a  month  or  two,  and  then  settled  in  New  York  City,  where  the  father 
opened  a  little  shoemaker's  shop.  The  boy  received  the  ordinary 
public  school  education,  but  left  school  at  thirteen  and  became  ap- 
prenticed to  a  cameo  cutter,  a  Savoyard  named  Avet,  with  whom 
he  remained  for  three  years.  At  the  close  of  this  time,  he  appren- 
ticed himself  to  a  French  shell  cameo  cutter  named  Le  Breton. 
Through  all  his  six  years  of  apprenticeship,  during  which  he  came 
to  be  known  as  the  best  cameo  cutter  in  New  York,  the  boy  was  pre- 
paring himself  for  larger  work  l)y  studying  nightly  after  his  working 
hours  at  the  Cooper  Union  art  classes,  and,  during  the  last  two  years, 
at  the  National  Academv  of  Design.  In  eighteen  hundred  and 
sixty-seven  he  went  to  Pans,  and  after  a  few  months  in  the  Petite 
Ecole  he  entered  the  studio  of  Jouffroy  in  the  Ecole  ties  Beaux  Arts. 
Fortunately,  perhaps,  for  the  quality  of  his  future  work,  he  was 
obliged  to  maintain  himself  while  studying  and  used  to  spend  half  of 
each  day  working  at  his  trade  as  a  cameo  cutter,  giving  the  remaining 
time  to  study.  In  later  life  Saint-Gaudens  was  never  tired  of  insisting 
that  the  discipline  of  this  labor,  the  regular  hours  and  the  responsi- 
l^ility  for  doing  work  promptly  and  well  was  an  influence  of  great 
value  in  his  life.  "Don't  be  afraid  of  hard  work,"  he  would  say  to 
his  pupils.  "It  is  very  good  training  if  you  want  to  be  great  artists." 
Saint-(jaudens  entered  the  studio  of  Joulfroy  in  the  year  of  the 
great  Universal  Exposition,  famous  as  the  occasion  upon  which 
Paul  Dul)ois  led  the  revolt  from  spiritless  classicism  by  the  exhi- 
bition of  his  "Florentine  Singer,"  which  had  won  the  medal  of  honor 
at  the  Salon  in  eighteen  hundred  and  sixty-six.  Saint-Gaudens,  there- 
fore, found  himself  in  a  group  of  artists  profoundly  stirred  by  the  new 
spirit  of  naturalism.  Jouffroy.  his  master,  was  not  a  radical;  he 
viewed  the  new  movement  with  sympathy,  and  to  some  extent  en- 
couraged it,  but  his  encouragement  was  moderated  by  a  wise  re- 
straint. The  influence  of  this  viewpoint  upon  Saint-Gaudens  has  been 
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shown  throughout  the  hitter's  whole  artistic  career,  for  while  progressive 
aud  strongly  individual  in  his  work,  Saint-Gaudens  has  never  been 
revolutionary,  and  has  always  displayed  something  of  the  modera- 
tion and  conservatism  which  was  unciuestionably  a  result  of  his  train- 
ing under  Jouffroy  as  well  as  of  the  years  of  delicate,  conventional 
work  which  must"  have  modified  his  natural  temperament.  When, 
in  eighteen  hundred  and  seventy,  the  Franco-Prussian  war  broke 
out,  manv  voung  artists  fled  from  Paris  to  Rome  and  among  them 
was  Saint-Gaudens.  His  first  work  in  Rome  was  really  the  beginning 
of  his  career  as  a  scidptor  of  American  historic  events,  for  the  now 
well-known  "Hiawatha,"  which  was  bought  by  Governor  Morton, 
of  New  York,  first  attracted  the  attention  of  the  American  people. 
It  was  due  to  Governor  Morton's  influence  that  Saint-Gaudens  re- 
ceived the  commission  for  the  Farragut  monument  in  Madison  Square, 
New  York  City,  a  most  significant  event  in  his  career,  for  it  was  not 
onlv  his  first  commission  for  any  public  work — indeed,  his  first  im- 
portant one  of  any  kind — butthe'Fan-agut  monument  was  the  first  of 
that  remarkable  series  of  memorials  to  Civil  War  heroes,  all  by  Saint- 
Gaudens  and  by  far  the  most  worthy  commemoration  of  the  leading 
events  of  the  great  struggle,  that  has  yet  taken  form  as  a  result  of  any 
artistic  achievement.  The  five  monuments  in  this  series  are:  the 
Farragut  statue,  the  Robert  Gould  Shaw  memorial  in  Boston,  the 
statues  of  Lincoln  and  of  General  Logan  in  Chicago,  and  the  eques- 
trian statue  of  General  Sherman  which  stands  in  the  Plaza,  just  out- 
side the  entrance  to  Central  Park,  New  York. 

AN  EMINENT  critic  has  called  the  Sherman  monument  "the 
third  greatest  equestrian  statue  in  the  world,"  placing  only  the 
"CoUeoni"  of  Verrocchio  and  the  "Gattamelata"  of  Dona- 
tello  before  it,  but  there  are  many  who  regard  it  as  inferior  to  much 
else  of  the  sculptor's  work.  Be  that  as  it  may,  the  quality  that  is 
objected  to  as  over-detailed  and  academic  is  subordinated  by  the 
sense  of  vivid  immediate  actuality  which  the  group  as  a  whole  in- 
spires. There  is  a  question  as  to  whether  the  presence  of  the  Winged 
Victorv  advancing  just  in  front  of  the  horse  does  not  detract  from  the 
force  and  simplicity  of  the  group,  just  as  the  Victory  flying  above  the 
heads  of  the  group  of  marc-hing  soldiers  and  their  leader  in  the  Shaw 
memorial  is  often  criticised  as  a  piece  of  over-obvious  symbolism. 
The  viewpoint  as  to  the  desirability  or  undesirability  of  the  presence 
of  these  symbolic  figures  is  largely  a  matter  of  individual  opinion, 
which  does  not  in  the  least  affect  the  dignity  and  freedom  with  which 
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the  sculptor  has  met  the  problem  of  combining  an  actual  event  in 
history  with  an  ideal  representation  of  its  significance  and  the  fact 
that  the  result  has  been  in  each  case  a  group  that  is  sculpturesque 
in  line  and  bulk  and  alive  with  elevated  and  inspiring  energy.  In 
both  groups  the  sense  of  virility  and  force  of  irresistible  advance, 
and  the  suggestion  of  the  tremendous  issues  of  the  war  that  loomed 
up  behind  these  figures,  is  present  to  the  imagination  of  everyone  who 
sees  them,  as  they  were  to  the  imagination  of  the  sculptor  who  con- 
ceived  them. 

Nevertheless,  it  is  in  his  simpler  work  that  Saint-Gaudens  has 
attained  the  most  profound  significance  in  his  portrayal  not  only  of 
the  character  of  a  man  but  of  his  individuality  in  relation  to  the  larger 
issues  of  his  time.  Most  notable  of  all  of  these,  of  course,  is  the 
Lincoln  statue,  which,  when  it  was  unveiled  twenty  years  ago,  was 
f-reeted  not  alone  as  the  sculptor's  masterpiece,  but  as  the  most  im- 
portant expression  of  monumental  art  in  this  country.  The  sim- 
plicity and  straightforwardness  with  which  Saint-(jaudens  met  the 
problem  of  showing  by  means  of  a  simple  standing  figure,  gaunt  and 
ungainly  and  clad  in  commonplace  modern  clothes,  the  noisiest  em- 
bodiment of  all  that  was  best  in  the  character  of  Lincoln  himself  and 
of  the  country  which  he  both  guided  and  represented,  speaks  volumes 
for  the  power  of  the  artist  to  grasp  a  great  opportunity  and  to  reach 
through  the  fact  to  the  soul  within  the  fact.  Even  the  sole  accessory 
whiclf  builds  up  the  composition  of  the  group  is  symbolic  in  its  char- 
acter, for  it  is  a  chair  of  state,  suggesting  the  vantage  point  from 
which  the  grand,  homely  figure  controlled  and  shaped  the  destiny 
of   the   nation. 

The  statue  of  General  Logan,  mounted  on  a  pawing  horse  and 
wavino-  a  banner,  is  of  a  very  different  character,  as  frankly  dramatic 
as  was  the  man  himself,  and  the  spirit  of  the  whole  work  is  the  very 
essence  of  that  of  the  brave,  spectacular  hero  who  never  failed  to  grasp 
to  the  full  the  dramatic  possibilities  of  his  achievements.  In  the 
Farragut  statue  the  standing  figure  of  the  Admiral  is  merely  an  ex- 
cellent portrait,  showing  the  dominant  characteristics  of  the  man, 
with  no  other  artistic  accessory  than  the  beautiful  low  relief  decora- 
tion of  the  exedra  below. 

IN  THE  war  memorials  there  was  unquestionably  an  opportunity 
to  which  anv  man   might  well  rise,  and  to  which   Saint-Gaudens 
did  rise  with  rare  achievement.     Nevertheless,   the  true  finality 
of  the  man's  imagination  is  best  shown  by  a  purely  ideal  figure,  which 
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[IS  nothing  to  do  with  the  making  or  unmaking  of  nations,  but  simply 
nibohzes  an  emotion  of  the  human  heart,  lliis  is  his  famous  statue 
of  ''Grief,"  {)hiced  over  the  nameless  grave  in  Roek  Creek  Cemetery, 
near  Washington,  D.  C.  The  story  is  familiar;  that  of  the  bereaved 
husband  who  directed  the  sculptor  to  ignore  all  symbols  of  hope  and 
to  give  utterance  only  to  the  grim  endurance  oi  irreparable  loss. 
Saint-Gautlens  did  that  and  more — he  expressed  a  universality  of  grief 
that  has  in  it  all  the  sorrow  of  the  world,  and  yet  in  all  the  stern  hope- 
lessness of  the  face  there  is  no  desperate  revolt,  but  rather  super- 
human courage  and  endurance,  and,  with  it  all,  the  suggestion  of  a 
knowledge  that  looks  beyond  eaithly  loss  and  composes  itself  to 
await  patiently  the  time  when  all  things  shall  be  made  clear.  In  the 
final  summing  up  of  all  his  work,  it  is  this  statue  which  will  best 
express  the  power  of  Saint-Gaudens  to  express  the  soul  in  stone,  and 
it  is  to  this  incomparable  figure  that  the  mind  turns  most  naturally 
when  the  sculptor's  name  is  spoken. 

Although  he  was  a  man  of  striking  versatility,  the  heroic  seems 
to  be  his  most  natural  expression;  and  yet  the  beautiful  series  of  his 
low  relief  portraits  show  that  he  was  open  not  only  to  impressions 
received  from  the  larger  aspects  of  life,  but  also  to  those  that  were 
delicate,  subtle  and  sweet.  Of  these  portraits  the  best  known  are 
those  of  the  children  of  Prescott  Hall  Butler  and  of  Jacob  H.  Schiff, 
and  the  medallion  of  Robert  I^ouis  Stevenson.  The  most  striking 
omission  from  the  wide  lange  of  Saint-Gaudens'  work  is  the  nude  fioure, 
which  he  practically  never  attempted.  True,  the  "Diana"  w^hich 
he  modeled  for  the  top  of  the  tower  on  ^ladison  Square  Garden  is 
a  nude  figure,  but  it  is  designed  to  be  seen  from  a  great  distance  and 
to  convey  only  outline  and  pose.  It  gives  no  idea  of  what  the  sculptor 
might  have  done  with  the  subtle  problems  of  the  nude. 

Saint-Gaudens  was  fortunate  in  attaining  signal  success  at  a  bound 
with  his  first  serious  work,  and  in  maintaining  it  by  all  he  did  in  tlie 
long  period  of  nearly  thirty  years  which  elapsed  between  it  and  his 
death.  The  academic  honors  for  which  all  artists  strive  were  show- 
ered upon  him  by  his  admirers  in  Europe  and  this  country.  France, 
proud  of  her  share  in  his  genius,  made  him  an  ofl^cer  of  the  Legion 
of  Honor,  and  the  art  societies  of  France  elected  him  to  the  highest 
positions  within  their  gift.  But  the  honors  which  he  valued  most 
of  all  were  the  degrees  conferred  upon  him  by  the  universities  of 
Harvard  and  Princeton.  These  were  the  gratifying  tokens  of  a 
recognition  by  great  centers  of  learning  of  the  fact  that  he  had  done 
notable  work  in  raising  American  sculpture  to  its  present  height. 
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THE  CALIFORNIA  BUNGALOW:  A  STYLE  OF 
ARCHITECTURE  WHICH  EXPRESSES  THE  IN- 
DIVIDUALITY AND  FREEDOM  CHARACTER- 
ISTIC OF  OUR  WESTERN  COAST 


WE  have  the  pleasure  of  pub- 
Hshing  in  this  issue  of  The 
Craftsman  some  of  the  best 
examples  that  have  come  to 
us  of  tlie  new  American  architecture, 
which  as  yet  can  hardly  be  consider- 
ed a  style  so  much  as  a  series  of  in- 
dividual plans  adapted  to  climatic 
conditions  and  to  the  needs  of  daily 
living,  and  in  harmony  with  the 
natural  environment  and  contour  of 
the  landscape.  In  a  country  like  our 
own,  where  all  these  requirements 
vary  so  widely,  any  one  style  would 
be  altogether  inadequate,  but  the 
new  architecture  that  is  so  rapidly 
and  steadily  developing  in  America 
is  rather  a  general  expression  of  that 
spirit  of  individuality  and  freedom 
which  is  especially  characteristic  of 
this  country.  In  the  north  and  east, 
for  example,  a  style  of  building  is  re- 
quired which  would  be  absolutely 
out  of  harmony  with  the  life  and 
surroundings  to  be  found  in  the 
south  and  west,  and  in  California, — 
especially  in  the  southern  part  of  the 
state, — conditions  prevail  which  are 
found  hardly  anywhere  else  on  the 
continent.  For  fully  eight  months 
in    the    year    the    constant    sunshine, 
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unbroken  by  clouds  or  storms  and 
relieved  only  by  an  occasional  fog 
drifting  in  from  the  ocean,  permits 
a  life  that  is  practically  all  out-of- 
doors,  or,  at  all  events,  maintains 
such  a  friendly  relation  with  out-of- 
doors  that  the  house  seems  more  in 
the  nature  of  a  temporary  shelter 
and  resting  place  than  a  building 
designed  to  be  lived  in  all  the  time 
and  to  afford  constant  protection 
from   the   elements. 

The  country  out  there  is  one  of 
great  restful  spaces,  with  wide  plains 
and  low,  rolling  hills  which  lead  up 
gradually  to  the  stupendous  moun- 
tain walls  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  and 
the  lesser  but  still  imposing  peaks 
of  the  Coast  Range  and  the  Sierra 
Madre.  There  are  no  thickets  of 
slim  saplings  and  green  under- 
growth, no  little  creeks  and  springs, 
and  none  of  the  somewhat  aggressive 
picturesqueness  found  at  every  hand 
in  the  east ;  only  huge  grain  fields, 
orchards  and  vineyards  and  wide 
stretches  of  sun-dried  grass,  scorched 
to  a  warm,  tawny  brown  during  the 
long  rainless  season  that  follows  the 
brief  winter  of  green  grass  and  wild 
flowers.     The  colors,  too,  are  differ- 
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ent.  Our  watery,  gray-bhie  skies 
and  the  blue  haze  of  the  distance  is 
replaced  by  burning  sapphire  over- 
head and  an  atmosphere  so  filled 
with  the  golden  dust  haze  that  all 
distance  disappears  in  a  mist  of 
warm   rosy  violet. 

In  a  country  with  the  contour  and 
coloring  of  Southern  California  there 
can  be  no  style  of  architecture  so 
harmonious  as  that  founded  directly 
upon  the  old  Mission  buildings,  and 
no  material  that  blends  so  beauti- 
fully with  the  colors  about  it  as  some 
modification  of  the  old  adobe  or  sun- 
dried  brick,  covered  with  creamy 
plaster.  The  old  Mission  padres 
knew  what  they  were  about,  and  in 
nothing  that  remains  of  their  work  is 
this  knowledge  more  convincingly 
shown  than  in  the  plans  of  the  old 
Mission  buildings  which  were  the 
forerunners  of  the  modern  adobe 
houses.  Even  the  adobe  walls, 
which  were  formerly  erected  for  de- 
fence against  hostile  Indians  outside 
the  Mission  grounds  and  the  pro- 
tection not  only  of  the  monks  but  of 
the  Mission  Indians  who  sought 
refuge  within  the  enclosures,  are  now 
modified  into  garden  walls  which 
aiTord  complete  seclusion,  if  desired, 
by  giving  a  garden  close,  filled  with 
green  grass  and  tropical  foliage, 
which  is  almost  a  part  of  the  house. 

Messrs.  Myron  Hunt  and  Elmer 
Grey,  the  architects  who  designed 
the  houses  shown  here,  are  pioneers 
in  the  development  of  the  new 
American  architecture.  They  both 
brought  to  their  work  in  Southern 
California  the  energy  and  progres- 
sive spirit  of  the  Middle  West  and 
the  training  of  finished  architects. 
Mr.  Hunt  went  to  Los  Angeles  from 
Chicago  and  Mr.  Grey  from  Mil- 
waukee, both  in  search  of  the  im- 
proved health  that  is  to  be  found  in 
the    mild    and    equable    climate    of 


Southern  California,  and  in  going 
out  there  both  found  the  ideal  con- 
ditions for  the  full  development  of  a 
very  unusual  gift  for  designing 
simple  and  beautiful  buildings,  which 
are  also  remarkable  examples  of  di- 
rect thought  based  on  the  funda- 
mental principle  of  response  to  need. 
As  Mr.  Grey  says : 

"Many  eastern  people  seem  to  con- 
sider that  we  have  a  distinctive  style 
out  here.  If  such  a  quality  does  ex- 
ist in  California  architecture,  it  is 
not  because  our  architects  have 
striven  to  be  unique  in  their  design- 
ing, but  because  they  have  tried  to 
eliminate  from  it  all  features  not 
properly  belonging  to  their  climate 
and  to  their  local  conditions, — be- 
cause they  have  tried  to  be  simply 
natural.  The  California  architect  is 
not  surrounded,  as  is  the  easterner, 
by  a  great  mass  of  previously  con- 
structed buildings,  constituting  a 
dead  weight  of  tradition  from  which 
it  is  difficult  to  break  away ;  he  is  in 
a  comparatively  new  country,  the 
climate  of  which  is  radically  difTer- 
ent  from  other  portions  of  the  United 
States,  and  so  in  design  he  seeks 
suggestion,  not  from  the  work  about 
him, — which  is  apt  like  his  own  to 
be  more  or  less  experimental, — nor 
from  remote  parts  of  the  country 
which  are  very  difTerent  from  this ; 
but  from  Italy,  Spain  or  Mexico, 
where  similar  climatic  conditions 
prevail.  If  he  has  a  proper  sense  of 
the  fitness  of  things  he  will  not  im- 
plant amid  the  semi-tropical  foliage 
of  California  such  architecture,  for 
instance,  as  the  Queen  Anne  or  the 
Elizabethan.  He  may  admire  the 
English  style  greatly,  and  may  have 
profited  by  some  of  its  lessons,  but 
if  his  designs  show  anything  of  this 
influence  they  will  also  express  his 
loyalty  to  California  and  his  desire 
not  to  place  any  foreign   element   in 
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it  that  has  not  first  been  thoroughly 
naturalized.  His  respect  for  tradi- 
tional architecture  may  be  profound ; 
but  because  he  does  not  wish  to  see 
destroyed  what  little  tradition  his 
own  part  of  the  country  may  have, 
he  feels  bound  to  respect  its  peculiar- 
ities and  to  try  to  preserve  its  archi- 
tectural integrity  in  his  work." 

The  examples  shown  here  amply 
illustrate  the  viewpoint  held  by  Mr. 
Grey.  They  are  almost  all  planned 
after  the  manner  of  the  bungalow, 
a  word  which  is  generally  used  to 
convey  the  idea  of  a  dwelling  with 
its  rooms  all  on  the  ground  floor. 
Such  a  house,  of  course,  is  not  well 
adapted  to  a  cold  climate,  as  it  is 
difficult  to  heat  easily  and  econom- 
ically a  number  of  rooms  spread  over 
the  ground.  In  California  this  ob- 
jection   has    no    weight,    as    there    is 


no  need  of  heating  any  house  save 
by  means  of  an  occasional  fireplace, 
and  the  bungalow  there  has  the  ad- 
vantage of  simplifying  housekeeping 
and  making  its  occupants  feel  a 
closer  relationship  to  the  great  out- 
of-doors.  The  California  bungalow 
does  not,  however,  resemble  the 
original  East  Indian  dwelling  of  that 
name  so  closely  as  it  does  the  old 
Mexican  hacienda  or  ranch  house, 
which  was  almost  invariably  built 
around  three  and  sometimes  four 
sides  of  a  square  or  rectangular 
court.  This  style  is  called  a  patio 
house,  and  it  makes  a  most  delight- 
ful form  of  dwelling  for  Southern 
California.  Such  a  house,  of  course, 
must  be  surrounded  by  trees  and 
spacious  grounds,  as  it  would  be 
entirely  out  of  place  in  a  city  lot 
with    high    buildings    around    it,    and 
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so  again  it  conforms  to  the  condi- 
tions of  life  in  Southern  California 
rather  than  to  those  of  the  east. 

THE  dwelling  of  Mr.  Robert  C. 
Gillis,  although  a  decided  modi- 
fication of  the  patio  house,  is  a  char- 
acteristic example  of  a  house  in- 
tended for  life  in  Southern  Cali- 
fornia. The  garden  is  enclosed  with- 
in a  wall  which  affords  a  sense  of 
privacy  from  the  street  without  giv- 
ing any  feeling  of  confinement  or 
separation     from     the     country     all 


^^^ 


around.  The  living  room  opens  di- 
rectly upon  the  long  porch,  from 
which  one  again  walks  out  almost 
on  the  same  level  onto  the  lawn. 
The  only  way  to  reach  the  dining 
room  is  through  the  porch  which 
runs  at  right  angles  to  that  opening 
from  the  living  room.  The  entrance 
to  the  house  is  on  the  opposite  side 
from  this  porch,  and  one  especially 
attractive  feature  of  the  plan  is  the 
long  vista  across  the  main  hall  and 
porch  through  the  dining  room  and 
along  the   entire    length   of   the   sfar- 
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den.  French  windows  are  employed 
in  the  place  of  doors,  so  that  nothing 
occurs  to  break  the  vista.  The  main 
bedrooms  are  all  upstairs  facing  the 
court. 

IN  the  design  called  "A  California 
House  and  Garden,"  a  still  greater 
departure  from  the  strict  form  of  the 
patio  house  and  a  nearer  approach 
to  the  more  usual  eastern  planning 
is  seen,  yet  the  principal  features  of 
this  house  plainly  show  its  adapta- 
tion to  the  California  environment. 
The  dining  room  is  approached  most 
easily  from  the  living  room  by  way 
of  the  covered  porch,  the  small  pas- 


sage between  the  hall  and  the  dining 
room  being  incorporated  merely  as 
an  emergency  thoroughfare  to  be 
used  in  inclement  weather.  Here 
again  a  delightful  vista,  through 
glass  doors  and  windows  across  the 
porch  and  then  down  the  length  of 
the  garden,  is  seen  by  anyone  enter- 
ing the  hall.  Both  the  living  room 
and  dining  room  face  the  garden, 
while  the  kitchen  is  placed  upon  the 
north  side  of  the  house  facing  the 
street,  so  that  the  main  outlook  is 
always  upon  the  beauty  and  seclu- 
sion of  the  enclosure  that  is  dedi- 
cated as  the  house  itself  to  the 
family    life.      One    feature    of    this 
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house  that  adds  much  to  its  attrac- 
tive individuahty  is  the  grouping  of 
the  windows,  which  not  only  admit 
the  greatest  possible  amount  of  air 
and  sunshine,  but  form  an  admirable 
division  of  the  wall  space.  The 
bedrooms  are  all  upstairs  facing  the 
garden,  which,  of  course,  is  the  sun- 
ny side  of  the  house. 

THE  chance  to  live  out  of  doors 
Pasadena  shows  less  of  an  en- 
closure within  the  walls  of  the  house 
and  a  larger  enclosed  space  out  of 
doors,  the  whole  plan  of  the  garden 
being  such  that  the  house  is  merely 
the  center  of  a  well-balanced  scheme. 


The  entrance  porch  is  on  the  north 
side  of  the  house,  and  directly  across 
the  large  hall  is  the  south  porch 
which  leads  out  to  the  broad  ter- 
race, from  which  steps  go  down 
into  the  garden.  The  living  room 
opens  upon  the  east  porch  and  the 
dining  room  is  a  closed  porch  at  the 
south  side  which  connects  directly 
with  the  terrace.  All  the  bedrooms, 
save  one,  are  upstairs,  and  a  beauti- 
ful feature  of  the  second  story  is 
the  pergola  covered  with  vines, 
which  aflfords  a  charming  outdoor 
sitting  room  that  is  shaded  with 
green  and  yet  cuts  off  very  little 
lisrht  and  no  air  from  the  bedrooms. 


MOUSE    fOR    DR.  OUY  COCHEAN 

IXW     A,NCELE3    CALirORNlA 
irnSON   MOWTC  CLP*aE  CREV    AECHITECTS— 


THE   CALIFORNIA   BUNGALOW 


78 


THE   CALIFORNIA   BUNGALOW 


The  beautiful  lines  and  proportions 
of  this  house  and  its  perfect  suitabil- 
ity to  its  surroundings  make  it  one 
of  the   best   examples   of   the   group. 

pERHAPS  the  very  best,  though, 
■*•  is  the  house;,  and  garden  de- 
signed for  Dr.  Guy  Cochran,  which 
is  less  distinctively  Californian  in 
design,  but  is  nevertheless  admirably 
adapted  for  the  southern  climate 
and  outdoor  life,  and  in  itself  is  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  houses  which 
has  ever  been  reproduced  in  the 
pages  of  The  Cr.\ftsman.  Here 
again  the  grouping  of  the  windows 
is  a  feature  of  such  marked  indi- 
viduality that  it  commands  the  at- 
tention with  the  first  look  at  the 
house.  The  enormous  windows  from 
the  living  room,  looking  out  upon 
the  terrace  and  garden,  give  such  a 
sense  of  relationship  between  the 
two  that  there  is  almost  no  feeling 
of  being  enclosed  within  walls.  The 
French  windows  seen  elsewhere  give 
the  same  sense  of  direct  communica- 


tion with  the  garden  from  the  dining 
room  and  the  music  room,  and 
equally  large  casements  placed  just 
above  look  out  from  the  upper  rooms 
upon  the  green  drapery  of  the  two 
pergolas  that  shade  the  terrace.  The 
long  line  of  casements  shown  in  the 
broad,  low  dormer  that  seems  to 
grow  out  of  the  roof  gives  exactly 
the  right  balance  to  the  great  spread 
of  glass  below,  and  the  lines  of  the 
roof  itself  are  so  friendly,  gracious 
and  inviting  in  their  suggestion  of 
comfort  and  shelter  that  they  add 
the  last  touch  of  the  feeling  of  in- 
evitableness  that  is  conveyed  by  the 
whole  design.  Here  again  the  gar- 
den is  almost  a  part  of  the  house 
and  is  walled  away  from  the  street 
on  one  side  and  the  cliff  on  the 
other. 

/^  NLY  a  suggestion  is  given  in 
^^  the  small  line  drawings  made 
of  "Oak  Knoll."  Mr.  Gilbert  Perkins' 
residence  in  Pasadena,  but  the  large 
floor  plan  showing  the  way  in  which 
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the   house   and   garden    are    laid    out 
and   connected   so   closely    that   they 
may    almost    be    called    interwoven, 
gives  a  better  idea  of  the  beauty  of 
this  place  than  the  most  elaborately 
detailed  perspective.     When   reduced 
to  its  essential  elements  the  plan  is 
quite  simple.    The  main  rooms  of  the 
first  story  are  the  living  room,  hall, 
dining  room  and  kitchen,  as  the  little 
reception   room   and   den   are   merely 
incidents  and  can  hardly  be  included 
as  important  parts  of  the  plan.     The 
unusual   and   most   delightful   feature 
of  this  house  is  the  system  of  paved 
terraces  built   around   two  spreading 
live  oak   trees.     One   of   these   oaks 
at  the  side  of  the  house  is  complete- 
ly  surrounded    by   a    covered    porch, 
the    square    or    court    thus    formed 
being  paved  with  tile  and  made  de- 
lightfully attractive  by  a  semi-formal 
arrangement  of  paths  and  steps  lead- 
ing up  to  the  higher  portion  of  the 
porch.     The  other  oak  is  situated  in 
front  of  the  house  and  also  has  ter- 
races  built   all   around   it,    thus   mak- 
ing   additional    living    space    which 
receives    the    benefit    of    its     shade. 
From  both  of  these  terraces  a  mag- 
nificent    view     of     the     San     Gabriel 
valley    and    of    the      Sierra      Madre 
mountains  is  obtained.     Although  the 
interior  plan  of  this  house  is  not  so 
very    different    from    many    eastern 
houses,   the   system    of   terraces    and 
porches  and  the  means  provided  for 
ready   access  to   all  of  these   is   well 
worth    studying    as    a    plan    that    is 
admirably  adapted  to  Southern  Cali- 
fornia, as  it  is  most  expressive  both 


of  the  country  and  of  the  sunny, 
leisurely  outdoor  life  that  under  all 
normal  conditions  is  lived  there  by 
everyone. 

'"P  HE  chance  to  live  out  of  doors 
and  yet  enjoy  the  utmost  com- 
fort, even  luxur\',  is  what  the  Califor- 
nia bungalow  suggests,  not  only  at  a 
first  glimpse,  but  after  most  careful  in- 
vestigation. The  entire  building  is 
kept  close  to  the  ground;  there  are 
groups  of  windows  that  bring  indoors 
the  pleasure  of  blue  sky,  of  purple  hills 
or  wide  stretches  of  hazy  prairie  ;  there 
are  vine-covered  pergolas  that  suggest 
shade  and  cool,  and  still  leave  patches 
of  blue  overhead  and  allow  the  sun  to 
carpet  the  ground  with  dappled  shad- 
ows of  leaves  and  beams.  The  house, 
the  garden,  the  terrace,  the  patio,  the 
open  porch  are  all  one  domain,  one 
shelter  from  the  outside  world.  It  is 
home  in  that  big,  fine  sense  of  the 
word  that  leaves  the  horizon,  not  four 
walls,  for  the  boundary  lines. 

And  this  dwelling,  which  at  the  first 
blush  seems  but  a  cross  between  an 
East  Indian  bungalow  and  a  Mission 
adobe  house,  in  reality  proves  to  be 
the  most  genuine  expression  of  Ameri- 
can feeling  in  domestic  architecture 
that  has  yet  appeared.  Built  to  suit 
the  needs  of  one  great  section  of  our 
country,  it  has  developed  a  beauty  and 
a  charm  of  its  own.  It  is  original  be- 
cause it  is  like  the  country  it  has 
grown  out  of;  it  is  becoming  a  definite 
style  because  it  has  met  a  definite  de- 
mand, and  because  it  is  genuine  it  will 
he   permanent. 
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WHAT   THE    CRAFTSMAN  INTENDS    TO  DO 
TOWARD  FOSTERING   INTEREST  IN  HANDI- 
CRAFTS   BY   TEACHING    STRUCTURAL    DE 
SIGN,  AND  WHY  ERNEST  A.    BATCHELDER 
WAS  CHOSEN  AS  INSTRUCTOR 


IN  this  issue  of  The  Craftsman, 
which  opens  a  new  year  for  the 
magazine,  we  begin  the  courses  of 
definite  instruction  in  design  and 
handicraft  which  we  have  already  an- 
nounced. As  the  basis  of  all  good 
craftsmanship  is  a  knowledge  of  the 
principles  of  design,  we  give  the  first 
place  to  a  series  of  comprehensive  les- 
sons upon  "Design  in  Theory  and 
Practice,"  by  Mr.  Ernest  A.  Batchel- 
der,  a  teacher,  artist  and  craftsman 
who  adds  to  his  thorough  technical 
knowledge  years  of  practical  experi- 
ence in  actual  work  with  his  hands. 
The  instruction  given  in  these  lessons 
will  furnish  to  all  students  who  are  in- 
clined to  foster  and  increase  what  crea- 
tive powers  they  have  a  foundation 
from  which  may  be  developed  all  man- 
ner of  designs,  not  only  for  the  making 
of  desired  articles,  but  for  ornament 
based  upon  and  harmonizing  with  the 
construction  of  the  piece  to  be  orna- 
mented. 

Even  in  this  country,  where  the 
movement  toward  a  new  and  more 
vital  expression  of  art  is  showing  signs 
of  such  vigorous  growth  and  develop- 
ment, it  would  be  hard  to  find  a  man 
more  thoroughly  qualified  to  speak 
with  authority  upon  the  subject  of  de- 
sign based  upon  purely  structural  prin- 
ciples than  Mr.  Batchelder.  He  has 
been  a  teacher  for  many  years  and  has 
already  published  a  book  on  "The 
Principles  of  Design,"  which  has 
gained  wide  recognition  as  an  admir- 
ably direct  and  comprehensive  treat- 
ment of  the  subject. 

These  principles,  as  developed  in  Mr. 
Batchelder's  book  and  in  the  series  of 


lessons  which  will  continue  throughout 
the  coming  year,  are  so  in  accordance 
with  the  viewpoint  of  The  Craftsman 
that  the  author  was  chosen  to  strike 
the  keynote  of  all  the  educational  work 
upon  which  we  lay  so  much  stress.  Mr. 
Batchelder,  as  we  have  said,  is  not  only 
an  artist  and  teacher,  but  is  a  thor- 
oughly trained  craftsman  who  has 
toiled  at  the  bench  in  America,  Eng- 
land and  Germany  in  order  to  acquire 
a  working  knowledge  of  handicrafts, 
and  has  done  equally  thorough  and 
conscientious  work  in  the  office  of  an 
architect,  in  order  that  he  might  gain 
the  same  practical  experience  in  the 
building  art.  He  has  traveled  in  every 
country  which  had  anything  to  give 
him  in  the  way  of  knowledge  or  ex- 
perience that  he  might  bring  to  the 
furtherance  of  his  work,  and  has  given 
to  his  teaching  the  same  earnestness 
of  purpose  and  thoroughness  of  meth- 
od that  has  characterized  everything  in 
the  way  of  handicrafts  that  he  himself 
has  done. 

Mr.  Batchelder  at  present  has 
charge  of  the  art  department  at 
Throop  Polytechnic,  Pasadena,  Cali- 
fornia, a  department  which  includes 
constructive  and  applied  work  as  well 
as  the  more  theoretic  forms  of  art.  His 
work  in  the  Summer  School  of  the 
Handicraft  Guild  in  Minneapolis  has 
also  been  productive  of  most  success- 
ful results,  as  he  was  amply  equipped 
to  satisfy  the  demand  of  the  students 
for  a  man  who  had  had  the  training  of 
both  theory  and  practice  and  who 
could  see  design  and  construction  as 
parts  of  one  v^'hole. 
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DESIGNJN  THEORY  AND  PRACTICE:  A  SE- 
RIES OF  LESSONS:  BY  ERNEST  A.  BATCH- 
ELDER:  NUMBER  I 


"Though  we  travel  the  world  over  to  find 
the  beautiful  we  must  have  it  with  us  or 
we   find   it  not."' — Emerson. 

IT  is  the  aim  of  these  articles  to  be 
helpful,  not  only  to  teachers  and 
students  who  may  be  directly  in- 
terested in  the  subject,  but  to  the 
many  others  who  feel  the  lack  of  some 
criterion  or  standard  to  assist  them 
in  forming  a  judgment  in  questions  of 
design.  A  judgment  is  of  little  value 
unless  we  can  back  it  with  a  logical 
reason.  If  we  would  judge  wisely  and 
discriminate  well  it  must  be  on  a  more 
stable  basis  than  personal  whim  or 
fancy.  Hence  we  may  consider  as  per- 
tinent any  serious  discussion  which 
aims  to  define  the  fundamental  princi- 
ples of  design,  touching  upon  a  more 
sane,  more  artistic  production  on  the 
one  hand,  and  a  more  intelligent,  more 
discriminating  judgment  on  the  other. 
At  the  start  then  let  us  understand 
that  the  writer  intends  to  treat  the 
subject  of  design  in  as  simple  and 
practical  a  way  as  possible  in 
order  that  its  appeal  may  be 
to  the  largest  number.  The  purpose 
is  best  accomplished  by  the  presenta- 
tion of  a  series  of  problems  leading 
from  the  simple  to  the  complex.  In 
the  development  of  these  problems  el- 
ementary principles  will  be  defined, 
and  the  application  of  these  principles 
to  constructive  work  illustrated.  We 
learn  best  by  doing.  In  setting  mind 
and  hand  to  the  solution  of  a  definite 
problem  we  meet  and  overcome  ques- 
tions which  no  amount  of  reading 
can  foresee.  We  may  attend  lectures 
and  indulge  in  critical  discussions  of 
design  in  terms  of  language ;  we  may 
become  well  versed  in  the  history  of 
art,  and  in  the  biographical  data  per- 
taining to  the  lives  of  artists ;  yet  find 
ourselves    quite    at    a    loss    when    con- 
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fronted  by  a  simple,  practical,  every- 
day problem  in  constructive  design. 
An  art  spirit  which  does  not  manifest 
itself  in  daily  life  and  work,  in  the 
home  and  in  the  shop  has  little  true 
worth. 

Unfortunately,  in  the  presentation 
of  this  work  the  value  of  personal 
contact  is  lost.  On  the  other  hand, 
though,  this  loss  of  personal  contact 
may  have  a  compensation  in  the  neces- 
sity for  a  clearness  and  directness  in 
the  definition  of  terms  and  principles. 
Nothing  can  be  taken  for  granted;  it 
must  be  assumed  that  you  are  all  be- 
ginners. Much  will  be  given  you  at 
the  start ;  little  will  be  asked  in  re- 
turn. The  props  will  then  be  removed 
one  by  one,  throwing  you  more  and 
more  upon  your  own  resources,  and 
finally  leaving  you,  it  is  hoped,  with 
clearer  ideas  and  firmer  convictions. 
Failing  in  this,  the  work  has  failed  in 
the  accomplishment  of  its  purpose. 

Mr.  Ruskin  says  that  "drawing  may 
be  taught  by  tutors ;  but  design  only 
by  heaven."  In  other  words  we  may 
be  taught  to  observe  things  placed  be- 
fore us  and  to  make  an  adequate,  if 
not  an  artistic,  representation  of  what 
we  see.  In  the  representation  of  a 
chair,  for  instance,  wc  may  prove  that 
a  certain  line  is  right  or  wrong;  it  ad- 
mits of  demonstration.  But  in  design- 
ing a  chair  we  pass  beyond  questions 
of  right  and  wrong  into  fields  where 
other  distinctions  must  be  sought.  A 
design  for  a  chair  may  be  interesting 
or  uninteresting,  worth}'  or  un- 
worthy ;  but  no  man  shall  say  this 
design  is  right;  that  design  is  wrong. 
A  chair  must  be  comfortable  to  sit 
in,  strong  and  durable  in  all  of  its 
parts.  These  demands  alone  necessi- 
tate certain  constructive  elements — 
seat,  legs,  back,  rungs,  possibly  arms. 
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In  the  adjustment  of  these  construc- 
tive elements  we  have  the  first  step 
involved  in  the  problem.  Thus  far 
distinctions  of  right  and  wrong  may 
admit  of  demonstration.  Now  sup- 
posing it  is  our  intention  to  make  a 
beautiful  chair:  Our  first  clue  will 
be  furnished  by  the  various  construc- 
tive elements;  in  the  adjustment  of 
the  lines  and  proportions  demanded 
by  utility.  But  in  the  refinement 
and  enrichment  of  the  lines  and  pro- 
portions we  are  faced  by  a  problem 
answered  only  in  part  by  utilitarian 
demands.  Our  chair  may  be  struc- 
turally adequate,  but  stupid  and  al- 
together uninteresting  in  design.  For 
the  rest  we  must  possess  that  subtle 
quantity  commonly  called  good  taste. 
It  requires  a  sound  judgment,  an 
appreciation  of  fundamental  princi- 
ples, a  criterion  or  standard,  whether 
of  natural  intuition  or  acquired 
through  long  years  of  training  and 
experience,  which  will  lead  us  unerr- 
ingly to  the  interesting  expression  of 
an  idea.  To  stimulate  and  develop 
the  creative  faculty  demanded  in  the 
production  of  a  design  for  a  chair  is 
quite  a  different  task  from  develop- 
ing the  faculty  of  observation  re- 
quired to  make  an  adequate  repre- 
sentation of  a  chair. 

To  design  is  to  give  tangible  and 
definite  expression  to  an  idea.  The 
term  design  implies  an  interesting, 
possibly  a  beautiful,  at  least  an 
orderly,  rendering  of  this  expression. 
It  may  seem  superfluous  to  say  that 
we  must  first  have  an  idea!  Yet  it 
is  the  very  paucity  of  ideas,  the  lack 
of  imagination,  that  forms  the  first 
stumbling  block  in  the  path  which 
leads  into  our  subject.  In  this  age 
of  acute  specialization  we  are  so  de- 
pendent upon  others  for  the  things 
which  we  gather  about  us  in  daily 
life  that  few  of  us  know  the  joy  of 
creative  work,  of  planning,  building. 


completing  things.  Where,  indeed, 
can  one  who  uses  no  tools,  practices 
no  craft,  attempts  no  creative  work, 
expect  to  evolve  ideas  or  find  a 
stimulus  to  the  imagination?  The 
beautiful  things  which  we  treasure  so 
carefully  in  our  museums  and  gal- 
leries were  designed  and  executed 
by  men  with  tools  in  their  hands  in 
those  bygone  days  when  art  was  not 
afraid  of  the  grime  and  soot,  the  din 
and  clatter  of  a  workshop.  To  such 
men  ideas  came  without  effort  and 
were  given  expression  in  terms  of 
wood,  metal,  stone  and  paint  as  part 
of  the  day's  work.  There  were  no 
artists  then ;  nothing  but  craftsmen — 
some  better  than  others.  No  one 
thought  of  studying  design ;  much 
less  of  teaching  it.  Good  taste  and 
sound  judgment  came  as  a  matter  of 
course  during  the  long  years  of  ap- 
prenticeship at  the  bench.  The  prin- 
ciples of  design  were  felt  intuitively; 
but  through  succeeding  generations 
of  imitation  and  adaptation  we  have 
too  often  lost  sight  of  principles  and 
borrowed  mere  outward  forms  and 
symbols.  We  have  drawn  upon  ideas 
which  were  once  fresh,  real  and  sig- 
nificant because  they  embodied  in 
their  expression  something  of  the 
thoughts  and  feelings  of  the  times  in 
which  they  were  used,  but  which 
now  appear  as  misapplied  finery. 

First,  then,  we  must  have  an  idea. 
In  our  expression  of  that  idea  we 
commit  ourselves  at  once  to  definite 
lines,  forms  and  tones.  The  result 
will  be  beautiful  in  a  direct  ratio  to 
our  control  of  the  tools  and  materials 
with  which  we  are  working,  and  our 
appreciation  of  the  principles  under- 
lying line,  form  and  tone  composition. 

What  is  beauty?  How  are  we  to 
know  it  when  we  have  achieved  it? 
Things  may  be  pretty,  rich,  stylish, 
elegant,  and  still  lack  all  of  the  es- 
sential elements  of  beauty. 
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Beauty  is  undefinable,  though  it  is 
universal.  It  has  no  style  or  period 
or  country.  It  may  appear  in  an 
Indian  basket  woven  under  the  heat 
of  an  Arizona  sun  by  one  whose 
life  has  known  no  other  horizon  than 
the  line  of  the  desert  mesa  tops;  it 
may  be  found  above  the  plains  of 
Athens  in  a  form  so  enduring  that 
time,  war  and  pillage  have  been  un- 
able to  efface  it. 

If  beauty  is  undefinable  we  may 
at  least  learn  something  of  the  vari- 
ous ways  in  which  it  manifests  itself. 
As  we  may  know  a  man  by  the  char- 
acter of  his  acquaintances,  so  we 
may  learn  to  recognize  the  beautiful 
in  design  through  the  associations 
with  which  it  has  always  been  found. 
The  beautiful  thing,  whatever  it  may 
be.  is  invariably  sane  and  orderly  in 
arrangement,  clear  and  coherent  in 
expression,  frank  and  straightfor- 
ward in  an  acceptance  of  all  the  con- 
ditions imposed  by  questions  of  use, 
environment,  tools,  materials  and 
processes.  All  of  these  things  we 
can  analyze ;  we  can  reduce  them  to 
simple  terms  for  purposes  of  study, 
and  endeavor  to  establish  definite 
principles  for  our  guidance.  Then, 
from  simple  beginnings  through  a 
process  of  experiment  and  compari- 
son, a  never  ending  process,  we  may 
hope  to  express  ourselves  in  an 
orderly,  simple  and  coherent  way. 
"We  try  for  order  and  hope  for 
beauty." 

Where  to  begin ;  how  to  begin. 
These  are  questions  which  interest 
the  student.  "Go  to  Nature,"  one 
may  says.  "There  you  will  find 
your  inspiration  and  there  you  will 
discover  all  the  clues  to  consistent 
ornament."  But  will  you?  Nature 
is  indeed  necessary  to  the  designer, 
but  not  to  the  design.  One  is  re- 
minded of  the  old  Spanish  proverb, 
"He    who    would    bring    home    the 


wealth  of  the  Indies  must  take  the 
wealth  of  the  Indies  with  him." 
What  do  you  expect  to  find  in 
Nature?  What  message  do  you 
expect  she  has  for  you?  You 
may  be  sure  she  will  return  to 
you  just  what  you  take  to  her;  noth- 
ing more.  It  is  like  seeing  faces  in  the 
fire.  To  one  the  fire  is  living;  the 
flames  dance  and  laugh  and  whisper. 
To  another  the  fire  is  merely  a  bed 
of  sputtering  coals  shedding  light 
and  heat  through  the  process  of  com- 
bustion. To  each  the  fire  is  a  reflec- 
tion of  the  individual  mind.  Nature 
will  not  equip  you  with  an  imagina- 
tion, furnish  you  with  ideas  or  teach 
you  how  to  use  the  wealth  which  she 
places  at  your  hand.  These  must 
originate  with  you.  If  you  have 
them  not,  you  might  as  well  seek 
the  pot  of  gold  at  the  end  of  the  rain- 
bow as  to  expect  help  from  Nature. 
When  we  have  learned  to  think  in 
terms  of  line,  form  and  tone,  and 
have  studied  the  possibilities  and 
limitations  of  the  tools  and  materials 
with  which  we  are  trying  to  express 
ourselves  we  may  then  turn  to  Na- 
ture for  suggestions  and  assistance ; 
she  will  never  fail  us. 

"Go  to  Historic  Ornament,"  an- 
other says.  "In  the  various  Historic 
Styles  you  will  find  the  key  to  good 
ornament."  And  so  we  continue  to 
build  Gothic  churches,  and  Greek 
convention  halls,  and  Queen  Anne 
cottages.  Many  of  our  designers 
boast  of  an  ability  to  design  anything 
from  a  chair  to  a  house  in  any  given 
period  or  style  of  ornament  without 
an  error  of  detail.  What  we  most 
need  are  workers  who  can  approach 
each  new  problem  unhampered  by 
traditions;  though  open  minded  to 
any  structural  suggestion  which  the 
past  may  offer,  alert  to  all  the  possi- 
bilities of  materials,  tools  and  proc- 
esses,  finding   here   the   stimulus   for 
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their  ideas,  able  to  express  without 
affectation,  in  a  clear,  straightfor- 
ward way,  something  of  our  lives, 
our  times  and  our  environment.  It 
is  our  continued  study  of  Historic 
Ornament,  our  familiarity  with  so- 
called  styles  and  periods,  that  has 
given  us  the  characterless  bog  of 
modern  work,  a  century  of  borrowed 
and  misused  finery.  Is  it  not  odd 
that  we  should  resent  plagiarism  in 
literature  and  music,  but  complacent- 
ly accept  it  as  necessary  in  design? 
We  are  sometimes  told  that  origi- 
nality is  no  longer  possible  or  de- 
sirable ;  that  our  best  things  have 
already  been  done  for  us.  But  do 
we  not  mistake  the  meaning  of  origi- 
nality? It  may  result  from  a  deter- 
mination to  be  unique,  eccentric,  dif- 
ferent ;  but  we  may  be  quite  as  origi- 
nal without  departing  from  paths  of 
order,  simplicity  and  frankness. 

The  writer  recalls  a  time  when  he 
was  asked,  in  the  course  of  events, 
to  study  Greek  ornament.  He  gath- 
ered about  him  all  the  dry  bones  of 
Greek  art  which  the  archaeologists 
have  reproduced  with  such  deadly, 
unsympathetic  accuracy.  The  prob- 
lem to  which  this  research  led  was 
the  designing  of  an  umbrella  stand 
in  the  Greek  style  of  ornament. 
Nothing  was  said  of  good,  strong 
Greek  art  as  distinguished  from  the 
weak,  paltry  efforts  of  decadent  de- 
signers. It  is  less  important  that  we 
should  possess  an  accurate  knowl- 
edge of  the  details  of  any  stvle  or 
period,  than  that  we  should  have 
some  standard  of  judgment  to  enable 
us  to  choose  the  good  from  the  bad. 
If  we  would  study  Historic  Orna- 
ment, then  let  it  be  as  ornament  and 
not  as  history.  To  this  end,  as  in 
our  approach  to  Nature,  we  must 
learn  to  think  in  terms  of  line,  form 
and  tone. 

Our  problems  follow  closely  along 


the  line  of  racial  development  in  de- 
sign. They  did  not  originate  in  any 
theory  that  this  should  be  so.  It  is 
something  of  a  coincidence,  the  more 
interesting  in  that  the  work  is  the 
result  of  several  years  of  observation 
and  experience  in  constructive  work 
with  pupils  of  various  ages.  Briefly 
the  racial  development  in  design  is  as 
follows :  In  the  early  stages  of 
primitive  work  geometric  motifs 
dominate.  This  is  not  because  primi- 
tive minds  have  a  natural  bent  to- 
ward geometry,  but  because  in  the 
practice  of  their  earliest  crafts  the 
materials  used  have  necessitated  an 
expression  through  geometric  orna- 
ment. Weaving  or  plaiting  is  the 
first  craft  to  offer  an  opportunity 
for  a  distinctive  artistic  expression. 
In  weaving  or  plaiting  strands  of 
grass,  bark  or  other  materials,  an 
accidental  variation  of  line,  form  or 
tone  may  have  been  seized  upon  as 
a  keynote.  In  an  orderly  adjustment 
of  these  variations,  in  a  continued 
practice  with  the  materials,  and  a 
wider  application  of  the  craft,  the 
first  simple  patterns  were  improved 
and  perfected.  Later,  when  clay, 
wood,  metal  and  other  materials  be- 
come more  generally  employed,  the 
influence  of  geometric  ornament  re- 
mains ;  the  familiar  patterns  are  ap- 
plied with  gradual  modifications  to 
other  forms. 

In  the  meantime  graphic  expres- 
sion was  attempted ;  contemporane- 
ous with  the  earliest  work  in  design 
are  rude  sketches  of  animals,  birds, 
men  and  women.  The  interest  is  in 
a  depiction  of  animate  life.  It  is  the 
translation  of  animate  life  into  terms 
of  geometric  design  that  we  find  the 
next  interesting  development.  In 
many  cases  a  mere  symbol  results ; 
again  the  derivation  is  unmistakable. 
This  interplay  between  the  geomet- 
ric and  animate  life  brings  us  to  the 
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final  stage  of  primitive  work.  Peo- 
ple do  not  find  a  source  of  sugges- 
tion and  inspiration  in  inanimate  life, 
leaves,  flowers,  etc.,  until  they  have 
passed  into  a  stage  of  culture  which 
cannot  be  designated  as  primitive. 
We  shall  start,  then,  under  the  re- 
straint imposed  by  geometric  orna- 
ment, seek  a  definition  of  elementary 
principles  through  that  means,  firid 
our  first  suggestions  from  nature  in 
animate  life" and  gradually  essay  the 
production  of  work  involving  greater 
freedom  and  a  wider  play  of  the 
imagination. 

FOR  those  who  may   wish   to  un- 
dertake the  solution  of  the  prob- 
lems  to  be   given   the   following   list 
of  materials  is  suggested: 
(i)    Drawing  board. 

(2)  Pencil,  medium. 

(3)  Eraser. 

(4)  Sheet  of  "squared-underlay" 
or  engine  ruled  paper.  That  which 
is  ruled  into  quarter-inch  squares  is 
best. 

(5)  Several  sheets  of  transparent 
Japanese  watercolor  paper. 

(6)  Watercolor  box  of  six  colors 
and  charcoal  gray.  For  various  rea- 
sons the  "School  Arts  Color  Box," 
manufactured  by  the  Wadsworth, 
Rowland  Co.,  of  Boston,  is  recom- 
mended as  being  best  suited  to  the 
color  problems  which  will  be  given. 

(7)  Brushes:  A  large  one  for 
washes  and  a  small  one  for  lines. 

(8)  Bottle  of  waterproof  India  ink. 

(9)  Thumbtacks. 

Under  the  assumption  that  the 
tools  and  materials  with  which  we 
are  to  work  are  not  entirely  familiar, 
a  few  words  as  to  their  use  may  be 
advisable.  Pin  a  sheet  of  the  trans- 
parent paper  over  a  sheet  of  the 
squared-underlay.  The  paper  should 
be  tight  and  fiat  with  a  thumbtack 
in  each  corner  and  one  in  the  center 


of  each  side.  The  object  of  the 
squared-underlay  is  to  furnish  a 
guide  in  the  measures  and  directions 
of  lines.  It  will  be  found  of  material 
use,  helping  in  many  ways,  where  a 
ruler  or  other  mechanical  device  will 
hamper.  Now  take  a  small  brush 
and  try  a  few  ink  lines  of  varying 
widths.  The  paper  should  be  in  a 
horizontal  position ;  the  brush  per- 
pendicular to  the  paper.  Press  the 
brush  down  until  a  line  of  the  de- 
sired width  is  gained ;  then  using  the 
little  finger  as  a  gauge  drag  the 
brush  steadily  across  the  paper.  A 
well  rendered  line  demands  more 
practice  and  care  than  might  be  ex- 
pected. It  should  be  of  approximate- 
ly the  same  width  throughout;  but 
in  no  sense  with  the  mechanical  ac- 
curacy of  a  ruled  line. 

PROBLEM:  Proposition  One  :— 
There  should  be  such  an  adjust- 
ment of  the  space  and  mass  relations 
in  a  design  that  the  spotting,  as  a 
whole,  will  be  of  interest.  To  this 
end  there  should  be  a  dominant  space 
and  a  dominant  mass,  with  other 
spaces  and  masses  subordinate. 
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FIGURE    ONE 
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Several  explanations 
may  be  demanded.  It  will 
be  our  object,  through  a 
number  of  problems,  to 
define  the  above  proposi- 
tion. For  the  present  let 
us  say  that  by  space  we 
refer  to  the  part  of  a  de- 
sign that  is  left  untouch- 
ed. In  Fig.  I  the  space 
is  the  plain  weaving  of 
the  basket;  in  Plate  i 
the  spaces  in  each  design 
are  the  spots  of  white 
untouched  paper,  bits  of 
silence,  left  as  a  back- 
ground. By  mass  we  re- 
fer to  the  portion  of  the 
design  that  is  given  up 
to  the  ornament,  what- 
ever it  may  be.  In  Fig. 
I  we  would  call  the  mass 
the  area  of  darker  weav- 
ing; in  Plate  i  the  con- 
centration of  lines  in 
each  design  furnishes  a 
mass  which,  contrasted 
with  the  space,  forms  a 
spotting  of  light  and 
dark.  By  a  dominant 
space  or  mass  we  refer 
to  a  space  or  mass  that 
dominates  the  design  by 
reason  of  its  tone,  meas- 
ure or  shape. 

In  Plate  i.  Figures  ii, 
find  an  interest  in  the 
spotting  of  the  designs, 
comparison  Fig.  vi  lacks  force  and 
strength.  We  may  feel  that  we  are 
beginning  to  exercise  some  command 
over  our  materials  and  tools  when 
we  can  adjust  these  relations  of  space 
and  mass  at  will,  alter  their  tones, 
measures  or  shapes  to  conform  to  the 
idea  we  wish  to  express. 

As  a  first  effort  in  design  we  shall 
find  our   resources   sufficiently   taxed 
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by  a  limitation  to  straight  lines,  ver- 
tical and  horizontal.  Stretch  a  piece 
of  transparent  paper  over  the  squared- 
underlay;  draw  with  light  pencil 
lines  a  four-inch  square,  with  another 
square  one-quarter  inch  inside  the 
first.  Draw  in  the  center  a  third 
square  two  inches  in  diameter  with 
a  fourth  a  quarter-inch  inside  of 
this.  We  shall  then  have  a  result 
similar  to  Plate  i.  Fig.  i.  From  this 
starting  point,  under  the  limitations 
imposed,  we  will  endeavor,  by  means 
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of  additions  and  alterations,  to  break 
these  areas  into  an  interesting  spot- 
ting of  space  and  mass.  As  we  work 
at  the  problem  we  find  that  by  the 
association  of  two  or  more  lines  a 
tone  or  mass  of  dark  is  gained.  The 
value  of  this  tone  varies  according 
to  the  widths  of  the  lines,  or  the 
closeness  with  which  they  are  as- 
sociated. It  is  also  interesting  to 
note  the  extent  to  which  a  parallel- 
ism of  lines  may  be  resorted  to  with- 
out becoming  monotonous ;  how 
much  opposition  of  lines  may  be  em- 
ployed without  resulting  in  confu- 
sion. The  balance  between  the  two 
extremes  will  be  of  most  interest. 

Now  let  us  see  if  we  can  throw  a 
dominant  tone  or  mass  of  dark  onto 
the  diameter  of  the  square  (ii),  into 
the  center  (iii),  to  the  corners  (iv), 
to  the  outer  sides  of  the  square  (v), 
and  retain  withal  a  contrasting  op- 
position of  space  or  silence.  The 
space  is  quite  as  important  in  the  de- 
sign as  the  mass. 

In  order  that  we  may  get  a  right 
start  Figures  2,  3,  4,  5  are  added  to 
show  a  possible  development  of  such 
a  problem.  It  is  our  purpose  to 
throw  the  dominant  mass  of  the  de- 
sign on  to  the  outer  sides  of  the 
square.  This  is  accomplished  at  once 
in  Fig.  2;  but  there  is  lack  of  inter- 
est elsewhere.  In  Fig.  3  the  big 
areas  are  broken  and  the  various  ele- 
ments  are   bound    together.      Let    us 
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see  if  we  can  give  more  interest  to 
the  corners  (Fig.  4),  to  the  center 
(Fig.  5),  and  still  manage  to  keep 
them  subordinate  to  the  idea  with 
which  we  started.  We  must  also 
watch  the  areas  of  white  in  order 
to  retain  the  necessary  contrast  of 
space  and  mass. 

PROBLEM:— Let  us  clinch  the 
idea  of  space  and  mass  arrange- 
ment of  lines  by  the  solution  of  an- 
other problem  which  presents  the 
same  material  in  a  slightly  difTerent 
form,  the  repetition  of  a  unit  through 
a  border.  We  are  just  as  much  con- 
cerned with  the  grouping  of  lines 
and  the  contrasting  spots  of  white  as 
in  the  first  problem.  Fill  in  the 
spaces  in  any  one  of  the  designs  in 
Plate  2  and  note  the  immediate  loss 
which  the  design  sulifers.  We  may 
then  appreciate  the  value  of  the  back- 
ground as  a  factor  in  the  result. 

In  a  solution  of  this  problem  we 
are  brought  to  another  important 
consideration.  The  mere  repetition 
of  a  unit  at  regular  intervals  is  at 
the  best  a  mechanical  process ;  we 
can  hardly  distinguish  it  by  calling 
it  designing.  But  by  interrelating  or 
binding  together  the  various  units  of 
repeat  in  such  way  that  each  unit 
supports  or  completes  its  neighbor 
we  are  really  beginning  to  exercise 
our  faculty  for  designing.  By  way 
of  illustration,  in   Fig.  6  there  is  no 
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particular  merit  in  the 
regular  repetition  of  a 
geometric  figure.  Each 
unit  stands  severely  by 
itself,  scarcely  on  speak- 
ing terms  with  its  neigh- 
bors. But  in  the  second 
section  of  the  border 
we  are  imparting  some 
thought  to  a  solution  of 
the  problem  by  giving  to 
the  result  a  unity  or 
wholeness  through  an  in- 
terrelation of  all  the  units 
of  repeat. 

Plate  2  shows  several 
expressions  of  the  idea. 
In  the  evolution  of  a  piece 
of  work  of  this  character 
there  must  be  many  ex- 
periments and  compari- 
sons, and  a  final  choice  of 
the  best  expression.  The 
result  is  not  complete  un- 
til we  feel  that  no  line, 
space  or  mass  can  be  al- 
tered without  destroying 
the  unity  of  the  result.  A 
few  trials  will  be  sufficient 
to  demonstrate  the  impor- 
tance of  each  line  and 
area  :  the  slightest  change 
at  any  point  results  ip.  an 
entire  change  of  effect  or 
spotting  in  the  whole. 
Each  design  becomes  a 
carefully  tuned  symphony 
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in  straight       lines,    perfect    and    complete    in    itself. 
{To  be  continued.) 
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As  was  announced  in  the  last  is- 
sue of  The  Craftsman,  we 
purpose  to  conduct  a  greatly 
enlarged  department  of  handi- 
crafts of  all  kinds,  as  a  development 
from  the  former  department  entitled 
"Home  Training  in  Cabinet  Work." 
Our  belief  in  the  moral  and  educational 
value  of  a  thorough,  practical  training 
in  handicrafts  is  so  great  that  we  can- 
not too  strongly  advocate  the  working 
knowledge  of  some  one  craft  as  a  means 
of  mental  and  moral  development  for 
every  boy  and  girl  in  or  out  of  school, 
as  well  as  a  means  of  recreation  for 
nerve-weary  business  and  professional 
men.  For  women  also  a  practical 
knowledge  of  some  craft  by  which  they 
could  have  the  pleasure  of  making 
really  beautiful  things  as  a 
means  of  mental  growth  anil 
an  aid  to  physical  well- 
beine,  is  an  advantage,  the 
importance  of  which  can 
easily  be  proven  by  anyone 
who  tries  it.  We  jjurpose 
during  the  year  to  take  up 
work  in  wood,  metal  and 
leather,  needle  vvork.  weav- 
ing, stenciling,  block  print- 
ing, book  binding,  pottery 
and  kindred  crafts,  as  well 
as  a  thorough  course  in  de- 
signing, wood  finishing  and 
house  decoration.  In  the 
present  number  we  publish  the  first  les- 
son   of    our    contemplated    course    in 
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structural  design,  which  should  be  fol- 
lowed carefully  in  doing  original  work. 
The  models  given  here  are  all  for 
cabinet  work  and  metal  work.  In  the 
case  of  the  latter  careful  instructions 
are  given  regarding  both  measure- 
ments and  metliod  of  working,  but  with 
the  cabinet 
work  w  e 
give  o  n  1  y 
the  picture 
of  the  fin- 
ished piece 
and  the 
small  work- 
ing plans,  ac- 
companied 
b>-  a  few 
su 
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as  more  detailed  in- 
struction seems  un- 
necessary. Owing  to 
the  greater  length  of 
the  department  as  it 
now  stands,  we  are 
compelled  to  omit  the 
mill  bills  for  stock  in 
the  cabinet  work,  as 
they  take  more  space 
than  can  be  spared, 
and  also  because  a 
mill  bill  can  easily  be 
made  out  by  the  in- 
dividual worker  from 
the  measurements 
given  in  the  working 
drawing. 


TH  E  beautiful 
Morris  chair 
given  here  as  a  model 
for  advanced  work- 
ers, is  an  almost  exact 
replica  of  the  original 
chair  designed  by 
William  ]\I  o  r  r  i  s  , 
which  is,  of  course, 
the  model  from  which 
all  the  modifications 
of  this  comfortable  and  useful  chair 
have  been  made.  No  better  or  more 
comfortable  chair  was  ever  designed. 
The  curve  of  the  side  rails  down  into 
the  back  leg  is  not  only  a  graceful  and 
unusual  feature  of  the  construction,  but 
it  gives  a  curve  to  the  side  itself  which 
makes  it  fit  the  body  in  a  way  that  gives 
the  greatest  amount  of  restfulness.  The 
chair  seems  to  hold  out  an  invitation  to 
complete  repose  and  relaxation,  and  this 
feeling  is  carried  out  by  the  backward 
slope  of  the  curve  which  conveys  to 
one  sitting  in  the  chair  the  feeling  of 
being  held  in.  The  arms  follow  the 
curve  of  the  side  rail,  and  the  back  also 
is  curved  both  in  posts  and  uprights  to 
tit  the  body.  This  chair  has  always 
seemed   to  me  one   of  the   best   of   its 
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kind,  and  one  especial  advan- 
tage is  that  it  harmonizes  in 
structural  effect  with  any  good 
furniture.  It  is  not  so  massive 
and  severe  as  to  give  a  trivial 
effect  to  lighter  and  more  fanci- 
ful pieces  in  the  room,  and  yet 
it  is  simple  enough  not  to  ob- 
trude itself  wdien  brought  into  relation 
with  the  plainest  furnishings.  The 
cushions  as  shown  here  should  be  care- 
fully made  about  four  inches  thick  and 
firmly  stufifed  with  curled  hair.  They 
may,  of  course,  be  covered  with  any  ma- 
terial that  suits  the  furnishings  of  the 
room  or  the  finish  preferred  for  the 
chair. 

As  this  is  a  piece  more  than  usually 
difficult  to  make  and  the  comparatively 
unskilled  worker  will  require  very  ac- 
curate drawings,  we  not  only  give  the 
small  working  drawings  as  shown  here, 
but  are  prepared  to  furnish  any  fur- 
ther aid  or  suggestion  in  our  power 
to  any  of  our  students  who  desire  to 
attempt  the  piece. 

The  small  table  desk  shown  in  the 
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next  illustration  is  niucli  easier  to  make 
than  the  Morris  chair,  and  yet  is  a 
piece  that  requires  careful  workman- 
ship and  close  atteiuion  to  the  details 
of  construction.  The  greatest  care 
should  be  given,  naturally,  to  the  fitting 
of  the  two  drawers  and  to  the  finish  of 
the  whole  piece.  .Ml  the  difference  in 
effect  between  a  crude  piece  of  work 


and  one  that  would  bear  comparison 
with  the  production  of  a  skilled  cabi- 
net-maker lies  in  the  care  given  to  the 
finish.  For  instance,  the  edges  and 
corners,  while  sharp  enough  to  retain 
their  crispness  of  outline,  should  always 
be  softened  sufficiently  to  take  of?  any 
suggestion  of  harshness,  and  the  wood 
should  be  sandpapered  and  nibbed  un- 
til it  has  the  dull  satiny  surface  that  is 
so  attractive  and  that  brings  out  all  the 
beauty  of  color,  texture  and  grain. 

The  small  chair  shown  in  our  illus- 
tration is  suitable  either  for  a  desk 
chair  or  for  use  in  a  small  dining  room. 
It  is  not  difficult  to  make,  requiring  only 
the  saiTie  care  in  workmanship  and 
finish  that  is  given  to  any  good  piece 
of  hand-made  furniture.  The  seat,  if 
properly  made,  will  retain  its  shape  as 
long  as  the  chair  lasts.    Make  the  foun- 
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dation  of  thick,  firm 
canvas,  wliich  is  to  be 
stretched  tightly  over 
the  side  rails,  wrapped 
clear  around  and  nailed 
underneath.  Then 
over  this  weave  heavy 
webbing-  as  closely  as 
the  width  of  the 
strands  will  permit,  and 
lay  just  enough  pad- 
ding over  the  top  of  this  to  give  a 
smooth  surface  and  not  enough  to  in- 
terfere with  the  perfect  flatness  of  the 
seat.  Then  stretch  the  seat  covering 
over  the  rails,  wrap  it  around  and  nail 
it  on  the  inside.  The  square-headed 
nails  shown  at  the  corners  are  used 
merely  to  fasten  the  covering  around 
the  post.  We  regard  heavy  leather  as 
the  best  covering  for  a  seat  of  this  de- 
scription, but  it  could  be  made  of  any 
desired  material  that  is  durable  enough 
to  stand  the  wear  at  the  edges  where  it 
is  stretched  over  the  rails. 

The  magazine  or  music  cabinet  shows 
an  attractive  structural  feature  in  the 
sides  and  back,  which  are  made  of  slats 
i.nstead  of  being  solidly  closed  in.  It  is 
an  interesting  piece  for  fairly  advanced 
workers,  and,  while  requiring  some  skill 
and  a  good  deal  of  care  to  make  it  satis- 
factory, it  is  not  too  difficult  for  boys 
who  understand  how  to  use  their  tools. 

The  small  portable  cabinet  shown  in 
these  two  illustrations 
is  for  vise  on  the  top  of 
any  table  which  is  used 
as  a  writing  table.  It 
is  provided  with  little 
compartments  which . 
are  protected  by  doors 
with  flat  key  locks, 
and  with  a  shelf  and 
pigeonholes  for  books 
and  papers.  The  piece 
is  perfectly  plain  ex- 
cept for  the  slight  dec- 
orative   touch    of    the 
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dovetailing  seen  at  the  ends,  but  if  the 
wood  is  well  chosen  and  carefully  fin- 
ished it  will  be  found  a  very  convenient 
and  satisfactorv  piece  of  furniture  as 
well  as  an  interesting  model  for  young 
workmen. 

Much  simpler  and  in  a  smaller  way 
quite  as  convenient  is  the  letter  file 
which  is  also  meant  for  use  on  a  writ- 
ing table.  It  has  four  compartments 
for  note  paper,  envelopes  and  letters, 
and  here  again  the  only  decorative 
structural  touch  is  in  the  dovetailing 
which  joins  the  sides  and  ends.  An 
extremely  useful  piece  of  furniture  for 
the  home  bookkeeper. 

With  the  exception  of  the  Morris 
chair,  which  stands  by  itself,  the  models 
given  here  form  a  complete  set  for  a 
library,  studio  or  den,  and  can  be  made 
without  difficulty  by  any  amateur  cabi- 
net-maker who  has  gained  some  ex- 
perience in  construction  and  the  use  of 
tools. 
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METAL  WORK 

The  models  for  metal  work  shown 
this  month  are  all  simple,  but.  without 
exception,  interesting.  While  not  re- 
quiring any  very  great  amount  of  skill, 
thev  will  give  the  amateur  metal  worker 
plenty  to  do  if  they  are  to  be  finished 
in  a  workmanlike  way. 

In  the  first  place,  before  beginning 
even  the  simplest  piece  of  metal  work, 
the  student  requires  the  following  list 
of  tools : 

I  bench  anvil  about  2"  by  6"  face. 

I   vise — 3J'S"  jaws. 

I  hand  drill  press  18"  high,  (drills 
generally  come  with  small  presses). 

I  piece  of  lead  about  6"  square  and 
i"  thick. 

I   :)i  lb.  ball-pein  hammer. 

I    154  lb.  ball-pein  hammer. 

I  hack  saw,  frame  and  blades. 

I   pair   tin    snips,   about    10"   or    12" 


.n  or  incrtrs 

■  !         i         I        -I 


CRAITSMAX    LH.MR. 


WORKING  DR.\WING  OF 
CR.\FTS.M.\N    CHAIR. 


long     is     required. 

I  Bunsen  burner 
and  hose. 

(Nail  sets  can  be 
annealed  and  ham- 
mered into  a  small 
chisel  or  punches  as 
desired. 

I  center  puncl 

I    cold   chisel 
wide. 

I  cold  chisel 
3.2"  wide. 

I  ball  iron 
to  clamp  in 
vise  for  ham- 
mering con- 
cave pieces. 

I  piece  of 
iron  f^i"  sq. 
and  10"  long, 
(for  use  in 
riveting). 

I  piece  of  iron  34"  diameter,  round, 
10"  long,  (for  use  in  riveting). 

I   steel  square. 

I  2-foot  rule. 

I  pair  of  long  flat-nose  pliers. 

I  pair  of  end  cutting  nippers  (cut- 
ting olT  tacks,  etc.). 

I   small  screw  driver. 

I   medium  size  screw  driver. 

I   pair  steel  dividers. 

I  8"  flat  bastard  file. 

I   6"  half  round  bastarrl  file. 

I  6"  round  bastard  file. 

I   8"  half  round  smooth  file. 

Emerv  cloth  of  different  surfaces. 

Powdered  pumice  stone. 

Where  gas  is  not  to  be  had  a  gasoline 
torch  will  be  convenient. 

To  make  the  wall  sconce  Numl)er  i, 
the  workman  will  require  the  following 
materials  to  be  prepared  according  to 
the  measurements  given : 

One  wooden  back  11"  long,  4"  wide, 
y."  thick. 

One  wooden  shelf  4"  long.  4"  wide, 
■;,s"  thick. 
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Two  wooden  brackets  2j-^"  deep,  i" 
wide,  ~}-^"  thick. 

One  copper  plate  8^2"  long.  3>4" 
wide.  No.  20  gauge. 

One  candle  cup  J.g"  in  diameter,  i" 
high. 

One  rim  to  cup  i}i"  in  diameter. 

Twenty  escutcheon  pins  ^i"  long. 

From  a  well-seasoned  piece  of  oak 
or  other  wood,  saw  the  back  shelf  and 
brackets  according  to  the  measure- 
ments given  above.  The  brackets  and 
shelf  should  be  glued  to  the  back  with 
cabinet-makers'  glue.  Then  cut  the 
plate  of  metal  for  the  back,  flattening 
it  carefully  by  laying  on  a  flat  surface, 
putting  a  block  of  wood  on  top  and 
hammering  on  the  block.  This  method 
will  flatten  out  the  metal  without 
hardening  or  denting  it.  It  is  always 
best  to  avoid  hardening  metal  before  it 
is  shaped,  as  it  is  then  much  easier  to 
work.    After  the  metal  is  flat,  file  the 


edges  and  remove  the 
file  burr  by  scraping 
along  the  edge  of  the 
metal  with  the  edge 
of  a  piece  of  steel  or 
the  back  of  a  knife. 
After  this  is  done,  the 
plate  may  be  hammer- 
ed or  left  plain,  ac- 
cording to  the  finish 
desired :  the  holes 
drilled  and  the  plate 
tacked  to  the  wooden 
back  with  escutcheon 
pins.  If  the  pins  are 
placed  in  the  vise  and 
the  heads  are  lightly 
hammered  before 
tacking  to  the  wooden 
back  a  much  better 
finish  will  be  made, 
especially  if  the  metal 
plate  is  hammered. 

The  cup  can  then 
be  made.  First  cut  a 
strip  of  metal  3^" 
wide.  Mark  olT  the 
length  in  four  equal  parts,  allowing  %" 
on  each  end  for  lap.  Then  leave  four 
tongues  or  lugs  J4"  wide  by  ^4"  lo"& 
at  the  bottom  edge,  and  cut  out  the 
space  between  these  lugs.  After  bend- 
ing the  cup  and  making  the  lap,  drill 
the  holes  in  the  lap  and  insert  escutch- 
eon pins  to  hold  the  metal  together. 
The  points  of  these  pins  should  be  cut 
off,  leaving  only  enough  to  rivet.  After 
riveting,  the  tongues  or  lugs  can  be 
bent  at  right  angles  with  the  cup  and 
one  hole  drilled  in  each  one.  Xext 
make  the  cup  flange,  or  rim,  of  a  round 
disk  i^"  in  diameter.  An  inner  circle 
must  be  formed  the  same  size  as  the 
inner  diameter  of  the  cup.  Two  lugs 
should  be  left  in  this  inner  circle  and 
the  remainder  cut  out.  After  this  the 
lugs  should  be  bent  down  at  right  angles 
to  fit  inside  of  the  cup  and  riveted  to 
the  cup.     This  will  leave  a  clear  space 
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for  the  candle.  The  lap  of  the  cup 
should  face  toward  the  front,  and  the 
lugs  of  the  cup  flange  should  be  riveted 
to  the  sides  of  the  cup.  After  the  cup 
and  flange  are  riveted  together,  the  cup 
can  be  fastened  to  tlie  shelf  with  es- 
cutcheon pins,  driven  througli  lugs  left 
at  the  bottom  of  the  cup.  The  metal  can 
be  finished  by  rubbing  thoroughly  with 
a  cloth  and  powdered  pumice  stone.  If 
a  dark  finisli  is  wanted,  the  piece  can 
be  held  over  a  fire  or  torch  after  the 
rubbing  with  pumice  stone  until  the  de- 


sired color  ap- 
pears. Care 
should  be  taken 
that  it  is  not  heat- 
ed too  long; 
otherwise  the 
metal  will  turn 
black. 

The  second 
wall  sconce  with 
the  curved  back 
will  require  the 
following  m  a  - 
terials  and  meas- 
urements : 

O  n  e  wooden 
])ack  12"  long, 
I  j"  thick  and  4" 
wide — which  al- 
lows I  2"  for  the 
curve  at  the  top. 
One  shelf  4 " 
deep,  Yi"  thick 
and  4"  wide  at 
the  back,  flaring  out  to  5"  and  then 
drawing  in  to  a  point,  .giving  the  same 
shape  as  appears  at  the  top  of  the 
sconce.  Two  brackets  2j4"  deep,  i" 
wide  and  *«"  thick  curved.  One  can- 
dle cup  Js"  in  diameter,  i"  high.  Rim 
cup  i.;4"  in  diameter.  Eighteen  es- 
cutcheon pins  y^"  long.  The  wooden 
hack  of  this  sconce  can  be  carved  or 
left  plain,  as  desired.  The  .shelf  is 
cut  into  a  curve  the  same  as  the  top, 
the    back    edges    of    the    shelf    pushed 
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flush  with  the  hack  of 
the  sconce,  with  the 
front  part  flarin:; 
rather  wider.  Other- 
wise the  methofls  (if 
workmanship  are  tiie 
same  as  descrihed  in 
the  sconce  shown  in 
the  first  ilkistration. 
Each  sconce  should 
have  a  "bhnd  eye"  at 
the  back,  which  will 
catch  over  a  nail  head 
on  the  wall.  This  can 
be  made  by  boring;  a 
hole  about  ^"  in  di- 
ameter in  the  back  of 
the  wood,  but  care 
must  be  taken  not  to 
allow  the  point  of  the 
auger  to  penetrate  to 
the  surface  at  the 
front.  A  round  cop- 
per disk  about  i"  in 
diameter  with  a  hole 
large  enough  to  go 
over  the  head  of  'i 
nail  should  then  he 
tacked  over  the  auger 
hole. 

For  the  letter  rack, 
the  materials  a  n  d 
measurements   arc : 

Black  plate  8"  x  6" 
extreme    measurement. 

Center  plate  8!/"  >^ 
5"  extreme  measurement. 

Front  plate  8"  x  4)4"  extreme  meas- 
urement. 

End  pieces  sH"  extreme  height.  3;s" 
extreme  width. 

Back  corner  pieces  5"  Imig.  '  j"  long 
at  each  angle. 

Front  corner  pieces  3fs"  long.  '0" 
long  at  each  angle. 

In  making  this  letter  rack,  the  back, 
the  center  and  front  plates  have  an  al- 
lowance of  34"  to  be  bent  at  right 
angles  at  the  bottom.     The  end  pieces 
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also  have  an  allowance  of  '4"  fo''  ''"-' 
angle  to  be  bent  .-'.t  the  bottom.  The 
four  14"  angles  of  the  outer  pieces  are 
bent  inward.  The  angle  of  the  center 
plate  is  bent  backward,  and  J-4"  '*  <il" 
lowed  for  an  angle  at  each  end  of  the 
center  plate  to  be  bent  back.  The 
corner  angles  are  bent  from  an  inch 
strip,  forming  yi"  angles.  If  a  ham- 
mered effect"  is  desired,  the  hammer- 
ing should  be  done  before  the  angles 
are  bent,  and  also  it  will  be  of  great 
advantage   to  anneal    the   metal   before 
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bendiiisi;-  tlie  angles.  In  assembling 
the  rack,  first  rivet  the  three  face 
plates  to  the  bottom.  ])lacing  the  '4" 
angles  of  the  back  and  front  plates 
under  the  bottom  plate  and  the  ^4" 
angle  of  the  center  plate  on  top  of  the 
-bottom  plate,  riveting  all  angles  to  the 
bottom  plate.  The  corner  angles  should 
then  be  riveted  t(j  the  l)ack  of  the  front 
plates :  after  this  the  entls  can  bo  slipped 
into  place  and  riveted  complete.  The 
rivet  holes  in  the  bottom  piece  should 
be  countersunk  on  the  enil  side,  and 
after    riveting,    the     rivets    should    be 
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filed  flush.  It  would  be 
best  to  apply  felt  or 
sheepskin  to  the  bottom 
plate,  so  that  the  table 
will  not  be  marred  by 
any  edge  of  metal.  This 
can  be  done  by  painting 
the  bottom  plate  with 
shellac  and  immediately 
applying  the  leather  or 
felt,  and  then  allowing 
it  to  set  a  few  hours  to 
prevent  it  from  slip- 
ping. 

For  the  round  serv- 
ing tray  the  material 
and  measurements  are 
as   follows : 

Size  of  circle  17":  in- 
cluding handles.  i9-)4"- 
Width  of  rim.  iV/': 
depth,  ^y';  gauge  of 
copper,  Xo.  19  or  Xo. 
20. 

Cut  from  a  sheet  of 
soft  copper  with  a  pair 
of  snips  or  tinners' 
shears,  a  piece  of  the 
length  and  width  given 
above.  A  pattern  should 
be  used  for  cutting  the 
handles.^  After  follow- 
ing the  pencil  line  very 
closely  with  the  shears, 
the  metal  should  be  tiat- 
ter.ed  as  described  above  by  laying  on 
a  smooth,  flat  surface  and  hammering 
it  out  bv  striking  on  a  block  of  wood. 
The  edges  should  then  be  filed  and  the 
file  burr  removed  with  a  piece  of  steel 
as  already  described.  After  this  is 
done  mark  the  rim  around  the  tray,  be- 
ing careful  to  maintain  the  width  given 
in  the  list  of  measurements.  Then  take 
a  piece  of  lead  about  6"  or  8"  square 
and  i"  thick.  First  hammer  down  a 
concave  in  the  lead  about  J-l"  deep, 
then  lay  the  copper  sheet  on  the  lead, 
holding  it  up  at  an  angle  and  l^egin  to 
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hammer      down      the 
metal    just    inside    of 
the  inner  Hne  of  the 
rim.        Hammer      all 
around      until       t  h  e 
metal   is   sunk   to   the 
proper   depth.      After 
this,   anneal   the   cop- 
per by  placing-  it  in  a 
tire  or  holding-  it  over 
a     torch.       This    an- 
nealing will  be  found 
very    useful    in     flat- 
tening out   the   dents 
made    by    hammering 
in  the  lead.     After  it 
is  heated  to  a  cherry  red,  cool   off  in 
water  then  lay  the  bottom  of  the  tray 
on   an   anvil  and   with   the   flat   of   the 
hammer  begin  in  one  corner  and  con- 
tinue hammering  all  around  very  light- 
ly, just  enough  to  take  out  the  large 
dents   and   the   tv.ist,    if   there   is    any. 
Next  lay  the   rim  on   the  edge  of  the  - 
anvil    and    smooth    it    out.      Then    set 
tlie  tray  on  edge  or  on  the  drop  beveled 
and    smooth    this    out    also,    using   the 
bali-pein     of    the     hammer     this    time. 
Aiineal   again   and   t-irn   the  trav   over 
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face  down  and  hammer  lightly  en  the 
edge  to  take  out  the  warp.  If  the 
bottom  of  the  tray  is  found  to  be 
buckled  up  in  the  center,  the  buckling 
is  caused  by  the  stretching  of  the  metal 
under  hammering,  and  the  best  way  to 
remove  it  is  to  hammer  all  around  the 
edge  of  the  bottom,  hammering  out 
from  the  center ;  that  is,  holding  the 
h.ammer  at  a  slight  angle  and  strik- 
ing from  the  center  to  the  edge.  This, 
if  carefully  done,  will  take  out  the 
buckle.  The  tendency  to  warp  and 
buckle  always  appears  when  the  metal 
is  hammered  more  in  one  place  than 
another,  and  the  best  wav  to  over- 
come it  is  to  hammer  all  around  the 
place  that  is  buckled. 

After  the  tray  is  made  perfectly  flat, 
it  should  be  modeled  with  either  the 
liall-pein  or  the  flat  of  the  hammer, 
whichever  seems  best,  but  the  method 
chosen  must  be  carried  throughout.  To 
form  the  concave  in  the  handles  lay  the 
handle  end  of  the  tray  face  down  on  the 
lead  already  referred  to  and  hammer 
down  to  the  desired  depth.  Then  turn 
over  and  smooth  out  by  hammering  on 
the  ball  iron  which  is  held  in  the  vise. 

The  tray  is  flat  now  except  for  the 
finishing,  which  should  be  done  with 
powdered  pumice  stone  and  fire,  as  al- 
readv  described.     If  a  verv  dark  finish 
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is  desired,  the  copper 
may  be  heated  lonpf 
enough  to  turn  it 
black  and  then 
rubbed  with  the  pow- 
dered pumice  stone, 
whicli  will  brighten 
the  raised  places  on 
the  metal,  leaving  the 
sunken  places  dark. 
The  tray  should  not 
be  lacquered  as  age 
gives  the  best  pos- 
sible tinish.  and  this 
is  prevented  by  lac- 
quering. 

In  the  case  of  the 
rectangular  serving  tray  the  method 
of  working  is  preciselv  the  same  as 
that  just  described,  and  the  list  of 
materials  and  measurements  is :  Width. 
93/2";  extreme  length.  22":  width  of 
rim,  i":  depth.  ?«":  gauge  of  copper. 
No.  20. 
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KECTAXGl'LAR   SERVING  TRAY. 

The  pin  tray  requires  only  one  piece 
of  fiat  copper  814"  long  and  3J4  "  wide. 
It  is  made  in  the  same  way  as  the  larger 
trays,  but  care  should  be  taken  to  avoid 
hammering  too  hard,  on  account  of  the 
difference  in  the  size  of  the  travs. 


scale:  t  inc  Hfs 
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A  CRAFTSMAN  CITY  HOUSE,  PLANNED  TO 
ACCOMMODATE  TWO  FAMILIES  AND  BUILT 
ON  A  LOT  THIRTY  FEET  WIDE 


S(  ).ME  months  ago  a  problem  was 
lirought  to  us  which  proved  in- 
teresting not  only  in  itself,  but 
on  account  of  its  a])plication  to 
a  condition  which  in  city  life  is  almost 
universal.  It  was  this :  A  man  who 
owned  a  lot  in  Brooklyn  thirty  feet 
wide  by  one  hundred  feet  deep,  desired 
to  buJId  within  this  space  a  Crafts- 
man house,  which  should  not  only 
show  a  departure  from  the  usual  de- 
sign of  the  city  house  in  such  matters 
as  economy  of  space,  arrangement  of 
rooms,  interesting  structural  features 
that  would  serve  as  a  basis  for  interior 
decorations  and  furnishing,  etc.,  but 
would  accommodate  two  families  who 
desired  to  live  independently  of  one 
another  as  they  would  in  separate 
houses. 

It  has  often  been  brought  to  our  at- 
tention bv  people  living  in  cities  that 
all  our  plans  were  for  detached  dwell- 
ings in  the  country  or  the  suburbs, 
where  the  houses  could  have  the  en- 
vironment of  ample  grounds  and  be 
given  all  the  room  necessary  to  carry 
©ut  any  idea  of  arrangement  that 
seemed  desirable.  This  method  of  liv- 
ing in  the  open,  with  plenty  of  room 
and  green  growing  things  all  around 
has  been  so  much  more  in  accordance 
with  the  Craftsman  idea  of  a  home 
environment  than  any  house  cramped 
to  fit  the  dimensions  of  a  city  lot,  that 
our  suggestions  for  house  building  have 
naturally  taken  the  form  of  dwellings 
best  fitted  for  the  country.  The  num- 
ber and  frequency,  however,  of  the 
requests  which  have  come  to  us  for 
city  houses  made  the  present  problem 
one  that  we  have  taken  much  interest 
in  working  out.  The  house  has  been 
built  and  is  now  occupied,  and  the 
owner  has  kindly  given  us  permission 
to    reproduce  the  plans   and   two   per- 


s[)ective  drawings,  to  serve  as  a  pos- 
sible suggestion  for  other  city  houses 
which  must  meet  the  same  conditions. 
As  the  owner  desired  a  detached 
house   with   a   walk   on    either   side,    it 
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was  necessary  to  bring  the  dimensions 
of  our  plans  within  a  very  narrow 
space.  Accordingly,  the  width  of  the 
house  was  fixed  at  twenty-five  feet, 
with  a  depth  of  sixty-eight  feet,  in- 
cluding the  front  porch,  which  is  nine 
feet  wide.  The  first  story  is  occupied 
by  a  tenant,  the  owner  reserving  the 
second  floor  for  himself  and  hi';  family. 
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The  price  was  rigidly  restricted  to  five 
thousand  dollars  for  the  building  prop- 
er, a  sum  which  called  for  strict  econ- 
omy, as  the  prices  of  materials  and 
labor  in  and  around  New  York  great- 
ly increase  the  difficulty  of  getting 
what  seems  to  be  a  satisfactory  re- 
turn from  a  specified  sum  of  money. 
It  will  be  noticed  by  looking  care- 
fully at  the  floor  plans,  that  only  the 
front  porch,  the  vestibule  and  the  rear 
entry  can  be  used  in  common  by  both 
families.  There  is  no  connection  be- 
tween the  two  apartments.  One  door 
from  the  vestibule  opens  to  the  stair- 
way which  leads  to  the  second  floor, 
anci  the  other  opens  into  the  hall  of  the 
first  story.  Both  stories  are  the  same 
in  arrangement,  and  are  planned  to 
secure  the  greatest  possible  openness 
and  freedom  of  space  in  the  living 
rooms.  The  large  bedrooms  at  the 
back  of  the  house  open  upon  rear 
porches,  which  are  glassed  in  for  the 
winter  and  screened  in  summer  to 
serve  as  outdoor  sleeping  rooms.  The 
illustration  shows  a  corner  of  one  of 
these  two  bedrooms,  which  are  alike 
in  plan.  We  have  chosen  this  corner 
for  the  reason  that  it  illustrates  what 
we  consider  a  successful  example  of 
the  arrangement  of  closets  in  such  a 
way  that  the  beauty  of  the  room  is 
increased  and  the  amount  of  space 
taken  up  is  reduced  to  a  minimum. 
The  two  small  closets  are  built  in  at 
each  corner,  the  partitions  forming  a 
recess  which  is  just  large  enough  for 
a  comfortable  window  seat.  The 
closet  doors  are  long  mirrors  with 
small  mullioned  panes  set  in  at  the 
top  in  such  a  way  as  to  give  a  decora- 
tive effect  and  vet  not  interfere  with 
the  use  of  the  mirror.  The  seat  is 
paneled  in  the  same  manner  as  the 
wainscot  that  runs  around  the  room, 
and  the  small  "square  panes  of  the 
French  doors  which  open  upon  the 
porcli  appear  again  in  a  slightly  dift'er- 
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eiit  form  in  the  upper  sash  of  the  win- 
dow. There  is  no  feeling  of  being 
cramped  for  room  or  of  having  the 
space  cut  up  in  any  way,  and  the 
structural  balance  is  maintained  so  as 
to  be  unusually  interesting  in  ei?ect, 
while  serving  all  purposes  of  utility  in 
the  most  direct  way. 

The  floor  plans  themselves  will  give 
a  better  idea  of  the  arrangement  of 
space  in  the  apartments  than  any  de- 
scription. Both  kitchens  are  provided 
with  gas  stoves  and  individual  boilers 
for  hot  water.  A  dumb  waiter  ex- 
tends from  the  cellar  to  the  attic  for 
the  convenience  of  the  upper  apart- 
ment. The  cellar  contains  individual 
store  rooms  and  coal  bins,  and  a  big 
laundry  with  a  set  of  three  tubs,  and 
a  stove  is  to  be  installed,  together  with 
a  hot  water  heating  system  for  the 
entire  house.  The  attic  is  divided  in  a 
way  that  provides  two  rooms  in  the 
dormer  for  the  servants  of  both  apart- 
ments, as  well  as  a  large  room  facing 
the  front  can  be  used  as  a  dry  room  in 
inclement  weather,  or  as  a  playroom 
for  children.  The  house  is  of  half- 
timber  construction,  with  plastered 
walls,  a  shingled  roof  and  an  outside 
chimney  of  brick  laid  in  Flemish  bond. 
The  cellar  walls  are  of  concrete  faced 
with  split  field  stone  over  the  grade 
line,  so  that  the  house  is  absolutely 
healthful  and  well  drained. 

The  chief  reason  why  this  house  has 
been  so  interesting  to  us,  is  that  it  is 
in  no  sense  theoretical,  but  a  practical 
meeting  of  every-day  conditions,  such 
as  a  narrow  city  lot,  a  limited  sum  of 
money,  and  the  planning  of  a  house 
that  must  accommodate  both  owner 
and  tenant,  without  inconvenience  to 
either.     Every  detail   of   the   plan   has 


been  worked  out  with  the  cooperation 
of  the  owner,  so  that  each  difficulty 
has  been  met  according  to  the  indi- 
vidual tastes  and  needs  of  the  people 
who  are  to  live  in  the  house,  and  who 
care  to  build  it  as  a  permanent  home, 
not  only  for  themselves,  but  for  the 
friends  of  like  tastes  who  are  to 
share  it  with  them. 

The  fact  that  the  house  is  built  with 
the  idea  of  renting  a  part  of  it,  and 
that  the  part  intended  to  be  occupied 
by  a  tenant  is  just  ,as  carefully  thought 
out  and  finished  with  just  as  much 
attention  to  beauty  and  interest,  as 
well  as  to  convenience,  as  the  portion 
intended  for  the  owner  and  his  family, 
suggests  an  interesting  possibility  with 
reference  to  the  business  shrewdness 
of  putting  thought,  care  and  individu- 
ality into  the  planning  and  building  of 
a  house  intended  solely  for  letting. 
Would  it  not  be  worth  more  money  to 
both  Landlord  and  tenant  to  have  a 
house  of  this  character  than  one  of  the 
ready-made  variety,  in  which  there 
can  be  no  sense  of  home  comfort,  and 
no  special  desire  to  stay?  Given  a 
house,  at  once  beautiful  and  friendly, 
to  be  had  for  a  reasonable  rental  by  a 
man  who  did  not  feel  that  he  could 
afford  to  build,  would  there  not  be 
every  incentive  for  that  man  and  his 
family  to  regard  it  as  a  home,  and  not 
only  to  stay  there,  but  to  take  good 
care  of  it?  The  fact  that  the  landlord 
had  not  offered  him  a  shoddy,  ma- 
chine-made building,  but  had  taken 
some  pains  to  give  good  value  for  the 
money  paid  as  rental,  would  count 
with  the  average  tenant,  and  such  a 
policy,  if  widely  adopted,  might  have  a 
tendency  to  anchor  some  of  our  shift- 
ing population. 
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THE  DECORATION  OF  WALL  SPACES:  SUG 
GESTIONS  FOR  THE  REMODELING  OF  COM 
MONPLACE  INTERIORS 


ONE  of  the  most  important  prob- 
lems in  interior  decoration,  and 
also  one  of  the  most  difficult 
to  solve,  is  that  of  remodeling, 
in  such  a  way  that  it  will  be  perma- 
nently satisfying,  a  room  which  has 
already  been  finished  in  a  common- 
place way.  Many  a  home  maker  whose 
taste  points  unerringly  toward  sim- 
plicity and  beauty  in  the  decoration 
and  furnishing  of  her  house,  is  con- 
fronted with  the  apparent  impossibility 
of  overcoming  sucli  difficulties  as  bare 
or  badly  spaced  walls  that  are  too  high 
in  proportion  to  the.  size  of  the  room 
to  allow  any  sense  of  friendliness  or 
comfort :  of  windows  that  serve  well 
enough  the  purpose  of  admitting  light 
into  the  room,  but  have  otherwise  very 
little  interest  or  merit ;  of  obtrusive 
and  commonplace  woodwork,  and  of 
doorways  that  are  too  high  and  too 
narrow  to  give  just  the  sense  of  gener- 
ous and  well-adjusted  proportions  that 
makes  a  door  or  open  doorway  an  es- 
sential part  of  the  beauty  of  a  room, 
instead  of  merely  a  means  of  com- 
munication with  another  room.  The 
fireplace,  too,  in  an  ordinary  dwelling 
frequently  gives  rise  to  a  feeling  akin 
to  despair  in  the  heart  of  the  owner 
or  decorator  who  is  endeavoring  to 
create  an  interior  that  shall  be  beauti- 
ful, restful  and  homelike.  The  atro- 
cities of  highly  varnished  wood,  glar- 
ing marble  and  obtrusively  ornate 
fonns  which  characterize  the  average 
readv-made  mantel,  sound  a  note  of 
discord  that  it  is  impossible  to  smother. 
If  the  fireplace  is  for  practical  use,  the 
mantlcpiece  must  be  left  bare  in  all 
its  complacent  ugliness,  or  be  concealed 
by  draperies  that  are  both  clumsy  and 
dangerous.  In  fact,  the  effort  to  dis- 
guise   or    cover    up    structural    defects 
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is  largely  responsible  for  the  over-use 
of  draperies  in  general,  which  gives 
to  so  many  rooms  a  sense  of  dust  and 
stuffiness.  Once  get  tlie  room  itself 
right  and  there  will  be  no  temptation 
or  desire  to  use  hangings  in  the  at- 
tempt to  obtain  an  interesting  effect, 
and  the  comfort  and  cleanliness  as  well 
as  beauty  of  a  room  where  the  greater 
part  of  the  care,  thought  and  expense 
of  remodeling  and  redecorating  has 
been  put  upon  the  structural  features 
and  the  wall  spaces  can  hardly  be  over- 
estimated. 

In  each  one  of  the  rooms  shown  in 
the  accompanying  illustrations  the 
walls  are  wainscoted.  This  feature  is 
emphasized  because  in  our  opinion 
there  is  no  way  of  treating  the  wall 
that  is  so  homelike,  friendly  and  per- 
manent-looking as  the  wainscot.  At 
one  time  to  follow  this  suggestion 
would  have  rendered  the  cost  of  re- 
modeling almost  prohibitive  for  people 
with  moderate  income,  but  now  oak 
wainscoting  can  be  purchased  by  the 
running  foot,  with  the  parts  ready  to 
be  fitted  together  and  put  in  place 
with  very  little  trouble  or  expense  for 
adjustment,  and  in  anv  height  or  size 
of  panel  desired.  Also  any  finish  can 
be  applied,  as  the  wainscoting  comes 
in  the  natural  oak.  If  this  wainscoting 
is  used,  it  practically  compels  the  use 
of  oak  for  all  the  interior  woodwork  in 
the  room,  but  this  limitation  is  one 
that  bring  few  regrets,  as  no  more 
satisfying  wood  has  ever  been  found 
for  interior  woodwork  than  tlic  white 
oak,  when  finished  in  such  a  way  as  to 
bring  out  its  fidl  beauty  of  color,  tex- 
ture and  grain.  People  who  know  oak- 
only  in  the  guise  of  the  glaring,  var- 
nished "golden  oak."  or  as  it  appears 
with   the   dull,    smudged    surface   given 
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by  the  use  of  some  crude,  dark  pig- 
ment under  the  name  of  '"mission" 
finish,  have  hardly  any  conception  of 
the  beauty  of  the  wood  when  its  nat- 
ural mellow  brown  tones,  in  which 
there  is  a  strong  cast  of  grayish  green, 
is  brought  out  by  a  process  that  gives 
the  look  of  the  natural  wood  ripened 
by  age.  So  treated,  any  one  of  the 
inherent  color  qualities  of  the  oak  may 
be  made  prominent,  furnishing  a  basis 
for  widely  varying  color  schemes.  The 
only  color  that  it  is  desirable  to  keep 
in  the  background  is  the  yellow,  which 
is  very  obtrusive  when  allowed  to  pre- 
dominate. When  subordinated,  it 
serves  merely  to  give  life  to  the  brown 
of  the  wood,  so  that  it  has  almost  a 
luminous  sheen  under  the  play  of  light 
and  shadow.  The  same  wood  may  be 
given  a  very  dark,  ripened  nut-brown 
tone,  or  a  light  mellow  brown  which 
suggests  merely  that  the  wood  is  not  so 
aged  as  that  of  the  darker  color;  or  it 
may  show  a  decidedly  green  cast 
through  which  the  brown  appears  as 
an  undertone,  or  a  well-defined  tone 
of  gray  which  also  blends  with  the 
brown  that  is  the  predominant  natural 
tone  of  the  wood. 

The  fact  that  these  varying  tones 
may  be  brought  out  in  the  color  of 
the  wood  does  not  in  the  least  inter- 
fere with  the  "natural"  effect,  and  al- 
most any  color  scheme  desirable  for 
rooms  in  constant  use,  like  the  living 
room,  hall  or  dining  room,  can  be 
built  up  from  the  keynote  given  by 
oak  woodwork  that  shows  the  pre- 
dominance of  one  or  the  other  of  these 
tones.  As  the  most  permanently  satis- 
fying for  steady  use  in  living  rooms 
are  the  varying  shades  of  brown,  we 
have  selected  this  color  for  all  save 
one  of  the  illustrations  shown  here  as 
suggestions  for  the  treatment  of  wall 
surfaces  in  remodeled  rooms.  The 
first  one  shows  a  wainscot,  about  four 
feet  high,  of  the  lightest  tone  of  brown 


oak.  The  beam  that  takes  the  place 
of  a  frieze  is  of  the  same  wood,  and 
the  original  door  frame  has  been  re- 
placed with  a  plain  oak  frame.  The 
doorway,  as  built  in  the  first  place,  was 
much  too  high, — a  common  fault  in 
ready-made  houses, — so  it  has  been 
lowered  by  a  grille  of  slender  square 
spindles  of  oak,  which  is  much  more 
in  harmony  with  the  simplicity  of  the 
woodwork  than  one  of  the  fanciful 
stock  grilles.  The  opening  is  thus 
made  low  and  wide  instead  of  com- 
paratively high  and  narrow,  so  that 
the  portieres  are  of  the  right  length. 
Nothing  so  much  detracts  from  the 
effect  of  a  portiere  as  to  have  the 
sweep  of  it  too  long,  giving  inevitably 
a  stringy  look  which  takes  out  all  the 
generous  effect  of  ample  folds.  In 
this  room  the  walls  are  covered  with 
a  tapestry  wall  paper  from  the  W.  H. 
S.  Lloyd  Company,  the  importers  of 
some  of  the  most  beautiful  English 
papers.  It  is  in  varying  shades  of  leaf 
green,  ranging  from  the  dark,  dull 
green  of  the  leaves  in  the  background 
to  a  very  light  tone  as  of  young  leaves 
in  strong  sunlight.  The  tan  and  brown 
tones  that  appear  in  the  branches  give 
the  needed  relief  to  the  mass  of  green, 
and  bring  the  paper  into  perfect  har- 
mony with  the  brown  oak  of  the  wood- 
work. This  same  design  of  tapestry 
paper  comes  also  in  a  very  much  duller 
green  with  touches  of  dark,  shadowy 
blue  in  the  background,  and  a  cool 
gray-brown  in  the  stems.  For  a  room 
which  is  exposed  to  a  glare  of  sunlight 
the  more  sombre  coloring  would  be 
the  better  and  would  harmonize  equal- 
ly well  with  the  oak  woodwork.  The 
paper  first  mentioned  would  bring  life 
and  light  into  the  dark  room  of  a  city 
house.  Still  another  coloring  used  for 
this  design  shows  varying  shades  of 
cloudy  gray,  ranging  from  the  dark 
gray  of  a  storm  cloud  to  a  pearly  tint 
that  is  almost  white,  while  the  stems  are 
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merely  faint  pjrav-brovvn  shadows.  This 
would  be  good  in  a  room  where  an 
effect  at  once  light  and  cool  is  desired 
and  would  not  be  out  of  harmony  with 
oak  that  has  been  given  a  decided  tone 
of  gray.  Of  course,  the  furnishings 
in  the  room  would  carry  out  to  its  com- 
pletion the  color  scheme  suggested  in 
the  wall  covering  and  woodwork,  as, 
no  matter  how  good  the  treatment  of 
the  wall  surfaces,  much  depends  upon 
the  choice  of  rugs,  portieres,  window 
curtains,  etc.,  for  the  harmony  of  the 
general  effect. 

The  second  illustration  shows  the 
treatment  of  plain  wall  spaces  and  an 
ordinary  window.  In  this  case  the 
walls  shown  are  not  quite  so  high ; 
therefore  the  wainscot,  with  its  plain, 
square  panels,  is  only  two  feet  high, 
and  the  window  sill  is  brought  into 
line  with  it.  In  all  the  examples 
given,  the  broad  beam  at  the  angle  of 
the  ceiling  is  used  in  place  of  a  frieze, 
as  in  the  majority  of  cases  this  treat- 
ment has  proven  the  most  permanently 
satisfying.  The  plain,  bare  wall  spaces 
are  broken  by  strips  of  oak,  and  the 
window  frame  is  fitted  into  the  struc- 
tural scheme  by  extending  the  sides  of 
the  frame  up  to  the  ceiling  beam,  al- 
lowing a  little  plain  space  to  appear 
between  them  at  the  top.  The  walls 
are  covered  with  a  species  of  pre- 
pared burlap  which  is  sold  under  the 
name  of  "Kord  Ko-na,"  (an  improve- 
ment upon  the  well-known  "Fa-bri-ko- 
na"  and  made  by  the  same  people), 
and  in  this  case  a  very  dull  mustard 
yellow  verging  almost  on  a  brownish 
tone  has  been  chosen.  This  color, 
while  dull  and  woody  in  itself,  har- 
monizes beautifully  with  brown  oak, 
whether  light  or  dark,  and  when  seen 
on  the  wall  gives  an  effect  of  warmth, 
light  and  cheer  in  the  room  without 
any  of  the  over-stimulation  and  rest- 
lessness that  is  the  result  of  the  too 
lavish  use  of  a  warm  or  bright  yellow. 


The  sash  curtains  used  in  the  lower 
part  of  the  window  are  of  the  dull, 
rough  Shaiki  silk,  in  an  ivory  tone, 
upon  which  is  printed  a  trellis  dec- 
oration in  rich  shades  of  golden  brown, 
varying  from  light  to  dark,  in  almost 
the  wallflower  coloring.  The  upper 
sash  of  the  window  is  divided  by  the 
broad  muntins  into  small  panes,  each 
one  of  which  is  leaded  into  four  still 
smaller  ones.  The  glass  of  the  lower 
sash  of  course  is  plain  and  clear,  so 
as  not  to  interfere  with  the  vision,  but 
in  this  upper  sash  antique  glass  is  used 
which  has  a  faint  tone  of  yellow.  This 
antique  glass  is  in  no  way  to  be  con- 
fused with  the  ordinary  stained  glass. 
The  yellow  in  it  is  not  at  all  pro- 
nounced, being  only  a  tinge  such  as 
might  appear  in  imperfect  glass  which 
was  not  quite  white.  The  roughness 
also  is  that  of  glass  made  under  pri- 
mitive conditions,  and  has  none  of  the 
intentionally  rough  effect  of  hammered 
glass.  The  surface  is  most  interesting 
and  the  faint  tinge  of  color  gives  a 
mellow  sunniness  to  the  light  which 
filters  through  it,  without  any  of  the 
effect  of  definitely  colored  glass. 

The  third  illustration  shows  the 
bringing  down  of  a  very  high  wall  into 
limits  that  make  a  room  seem  inviting 
in  its  proportions.  The  wainscot  is 
higher  than  the  others,  and  below  the 
beam  at  the  top  is  a  deep  frieze  con- 
nected with  it  by  strips  of  wood  and 
having  a  picture  rail  below.  This 
leaves  very  little  wall  space  to  be  con- 
sidered as  a  plain  surface,  and  the  hori- 
zontal lines  not  only  bring  down  the  ap- 
parent height  of  the  ceiling,  but  ma- 
terially increase  the  apparent  size  of 
the  room. 

The  color  scheme  in  this  room  is 
cool  and  most  restful  in  effect.  The 
wood  is  given  a  greenish  gray  cast  with 
the  gray  predominating,  the  natural 
brown  of  the  oak  showing  through  as 
an   undertone.     The   wall    space,   clear 
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to  the  beam  at  the  angle  of  the  ceiHng, 
is  covered  with  "Kord  Ko-na,"  in  color 
a  dull  gray-blue  with  a  thread  of 
slightly  darker  blue  running  through 
it  in  such  a  way  that  each  changing 
light  produces  a  variation  in  the  pre- 
vailing tone.  This  darker  thread  is 
the  peculiarity  of  this  material,  and 
makes  it  most  effective  as  a  wall  cover- 
ing. The  fabric  is  used  not  only  to 
cover  the  plain  wall  surfaces,  but  also 
as  a  background  for  the  frieze,  and  in 
each  of  the  square  openings  of  the  lat- 
ter is  a  stenciled  decoration  of  a 
conventionalized  poppy,  with  the  leaves 
in  the  natural  dull  green  and  the 
flower  in  a  very  soft,  dull  brick  red. 
The  original  mantel  in  the  room  having 
been  removed,  the  chimneypiece  is 
faced  up  to  the  height  of  the  frieze 
with  .square  tiles,  matt  finish,  in  a  dull 
grayish  green  that  is  just  a  trifle 
darker  than  the  color  of  the  poppy 
leaves.  The  two  decorated  tiles  that 
gives  accent  to  the  mass  of  dull  green 
have  a  background  of  dull  blue,  very 
close  to  the  color  of  the  wall,  and  the 
decorative  figure  in  each  has  green 
leaves  and  small  spots  of  the  brick  red. 
The  metal  bands  which  frame  the  fire- 
place, the  hood  and  the  andirons  are 
all  of  wrought  iron,  finished  in  such 
a  way  that  the  high  lights  of  the 
slightly  roughened  surface  have  a  gray 
look.  The  leaf  green,  dull  blue  and 
brick  color  of  the  walls  should  be  re- 
peated in  the  rug  and  hangings  in  the 
room,  and  the  woodwork  forms  the 
connecting  link  which  holds  it  all  to- 
gether. 

The    fourth    illustration    shows    the 
treatment  of  both  door  and  window,  as 


well  as  the  effect  lowered  walls  by 
means  of  a  high  wainscoting.  Some 
interesting  little  structural  touches  are 
introduced  here  in  the  shape  of  the 
.small  brackets  which  support  the  plate 
rail  at  the  top  of  the  wainscot,  and 
the  little  caps  on  the  upright  posts 
that  are  continued  from  the  windov/ 
and  door  frames  up  to  the  beam  at  the 
angle  of  the  ceiling.  The  ordinary 
door  is  replaced  by  one  of  oak  that 
harmonizes  with  the  wainscot  and  has 
small  square  lights  of  antique  glass  at 
the  top.  The  upper  sash  of  the  win- 
dow is  divided  into  small  panes  with 
rather  broad  wood  muntins,  and  just 
the  decorative  touch  needed  to  give 
interest  appears  in  the  two  small  pic- 
ture panes  that  show  conventionalized 
plant  designs.  The  wood  is  a  rather 
dark  grayish  brown  oak,  in  which  the 
brown  predominates.  The  wall  spaces 
are  covered  with  a  heavy  paper  that 
shows  a  good  deal  of  the  texture  of 
parchment  and  comes  in  delightful  col- 
ors. It  is  one  of  the  Lloyd  papers  and 
is  called  "Silk  Fibre."  The  color 
chosen  for  this  room  is  a  dull  greenish 
gray  that  shows  a  play  of  light  and 
dark  tones  under  the  silvery  sheen  of 
the  surface.  This,  while  harmonizing 
admirably  with  the  oak,  produces 
enough  contrast  between  the  upper 
and  lower  divisions  of  the  wall  to  lend 
life  and  interest  to  the  color  efl'ect. 
The  hint  of  green  is  carried  down  into 
the  brown  of  the  woodwork  bv  the 
window  curtains,  which  are  of  Shaiki 
silk  having  a  groundwork  of  silvery 
gray-green  upon  which  is  printed  a 
decorative  design  in  darker  tones  of 
green. 
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ALS  IK  KAN  ■ 

BY  THE  EDITOR 


THE  true  craftsman  rarely  be- 
gins the  labors  of  a  new  day 
without  making  a  rapid  sur- 
vey of  yesterday's  accompHsh- 
ments,  for  it  is  thus  that  the  unity 
of  the  work  is  maintained,  thus  that 
each  successful  stroke  provides  in- 
spiration and  each  blemish  a  warn- 
ing. Something  of  this  desire  of 
the  craftsman  to  note  the  progress 
made,  to  gauge  results  and  gather 
for  our  guidance  all  of  inspiration 
and  admonition  contained  in  our  ex- 
perience, prompts  us,  as  we  write 
the  first  words  of  a  new  volume  of 
The  Craftsman,  to  take  "a  back- 
ward glance  over  traveled  roads"  be- 
fore entering  the  new  path  to  which 
they  have  led,  and  which  we  hope, 
will  lead  in  its  turn  to  a  broader  field 
of  usefulness. 

Rarely,  if  ever,  has  a  periodical 
with  anything  like  the  serious  pur- 
pose of  The  Craftsman  been 
launched  with  so  little  preparation 
and  knowledge  of  the  conditions  of 
periodical  publication.  At  this  date 
there  can  be  no  harm  in  confessing 
that  in  the  beginning  there  was  lit- 
tle to  justify  the  venture  except  the 
urge  of  a  great,  vital  impulse ;  a 
feeling  that  in  our  work  as  makers 
of  things  aiming  at  the  union  of 
simplicity  and  beauty,  certain  expe- 
riences were  constantly  involved  and 
problems  encountered  which  seemed 
of  profound  significance,  and  for  the 
serious  discussion  of  which  existing 
periodical   literature   seemed   to   ofTer 


no  opportunity — notwithstanding  its 
bewildering  array.  Like  the  bur- 
geoning of  the  trees  in  springtime, 
our  thought  developed  and  The 
Craftsman  appeared. 

By  a  coincidence,  the  first  issue  ap- 
peared in  October,  the  anniversary 
month  of  the  death  of  William  Mor- 
ris, from  whose  teachings  we  re- 
ceived our  first  inspiration,  On  the 
artistic  side  we  sought  to  extend  the 
principles  so  vigorously  asserted  by 
Morris,  that  the  luxury  of  taste 
should  be  substituted  for  the  luxury 
of  costliness ;  that  beauty  does  not 
implv  elaborate  ornamentation,  and 
that  simplicity,  individuality  and  dig- 
nity of  effect  must  be  the  cardinal 
principles  of  all  lasting  and  worthy 
art  and  work.  Upon  the  socio-eco- 
nomic side  our  experience  has  led  us 
to  the  full  acceptance  of  the  dictum 
that,  "It  is  right  and  necessary  that 
all  men  should  have  work  to  do 
which  shall  be  worth  doing,  and  be 
pleasant  to  do;  and  which  should  be 
done  under  such  conditions  as  would 
make  it  neither  overwearisome,  nor 
overanxious."  In  so  far  as  we  could 
be  said  to  have  a  programme  at  all, 
it  consisted  solely  of  these  few  sim- 
ple principles.  Perhaps  it  would  be 
fair  to  say  that  at  first  we  had  no 
thought  of  going  outside  of  the  arts 
and  crafts  in  our  interests,  except  so 
far  as  extending  sympathy  and 
friendliness  to  all  honest  and  con- 
structive efforts  aiming  at  the  social 
ideal  of  the  freedom  of  the  workman 
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from  commercialism.  Our  problems 
were  essentially  of  the  workshop. 

But  life's  fabric  is  woven  of  many 
threads  in  a  complex  pattern.  Into 
its  warp  and  woof  enter  all  kinds  of 
influences,  conditions  and  experi- 
ences— physical,  mental  and  moral. 
We  soon  found  that  we  could  not 
treat  art  as  a  thing  apart  from  other 
phases  of  life  and  remain  practical. 
When  we  asked  ourselves  ivhy  it 
was  important  that  things  should  be 
well  and  beautifully  made,  why  we 
should  strive  for  greater  simplicity  in 
art  and  work,  Life  itself  answered 
the  question.  At  once  it  became  ap- 
parent that  things  are  of  no  impor- 
tance except  as  they  affect  the  lives 
of  men,  either  of  those  who  make 
them,  those  who  own  them,  or  those 
who  behold  them.  Things  are  of  no 
moment  in  themselves.  Only  their 
influence  upon  our  lives  is  important. 
They  are  means  to  an  end,  and  that 
end  is  richness  of  life.  So  men  be- 
came of  more  importance  than  things 
in  our  programme,  life  more  impor- 
tant than  art.  To  stop  short  at  advo- 
cating better  work  and  better  art, 
and  refrain  from  carrying  the  prin- 
ciple underlying  these  on  to  the  ad- 
vocacy of  a  more  reasonable  way  of 
living  would  have  been  as  foolish 
and  vain  as  to  build  a  bridge  where 
no  one  would  ever  need  to  cross. 
We  should  have  been  no  whit  wiser 
than  the  hero  of  our  nursery  days, 
who  boldly  "marched  up  the  hill  and 
then  marched  down  again." 

Ever  holding  ourselves  open  to  the 
reception  of  truth,  our  working  and 
thinking  led  us  to  realize  the  fund- 
amental and  important  relation  be- 
tween the  things  men  make  and  the 
lives  of  those  who  make  them  ;  be- 
tween the  craftsmanship  which  en- 
gaged us  day  by  day  in  the  shop  and 
the  larger  craftsmanship  of  life  itself. 
Making  beautiful,   honest   things,   no 


matter  what  they  may  be,  is  of  im- 
portance only  in  so  far  as  the  things 
themselves,  and,  more  especially,  the 
making  of  them,  contribute  to  the 
development  of  beautiful  and  honest 
living. 

In  thus  enlarging  the  scope  of  our 
interests  we  were  not  denying  the 
principles  with  which  we  began,  but 
adhering  to  them,  with  sincerity  and 
whole-hearted  devotion.  Sometimes 
our  friends  did  not  understand.  They 
interpreted  our  title  too  narrowly 
and  thought  we  were  going  too  far 
afield  when  we  discussed  many  of 
the  problems  of  philosophy,  ethics, 
politics,  economics  and  statecraft. 
They  did  not  see  that  things  must 
always  be  subordinate  to  men  and 
that  nothing  that  is  human  can  be 
arbitrarily  excluded  from  our  inter- 
est without  impairing  our  lives. 

In  its  inception  the  arts  and  crafts 
movement  was  a  protest  against 
commercialism  on  its  purely  mate- 
rial side.  The  things  produced  in  a 
commercial  way  were  barren  of  the 
beauty  common  to  things  wrought 
by  hand.  But  it  was  easy  for  com- 
niercialism  to  defend  itself  against 
such  criticism.  It  could  reply,  in 
fact  did  reply,  "Very  well.  Give  us 
your  models  expressing  your  ideas 
of  grace  and  beauty  and  we  will 
reproduce  them  so  faithfully  with 
our  machines  that  you  will  not  be 
able  to  distinguish  the  copies  from 
the  original.  Nay,  we  will  go  fur- 
ther: we  will  improve  upon  every 
detail,  carrying  your  own  ideas  to 
perfection.  Do  you  protest  against 
the  ornament  with  which  our  furni- 
ture is  covered?  Very  well,  we  will 
leave  ofif  the  ornament !  Do  you 
claim  for  your  straight  lines  or  sim- 
ple curves  that  with  their  simplicity 
goes  a  subtle  beauty,  and  a  satis- 
fying power  our  complicated  com- 
mercial   forms    have    missed?     Very 
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well,  then  we  will  make  by  means 
of  our  machinery  lines  straighter 
than  anything  ever  drawn  by  mortal 
hand,  curves  more  perfect  than 
Michaelangcio  could  make." 

What  answer  could  be  made  to 
such  a  counter-challenge  as  that? 
What,  indeed,  but  to  rejoin:  "That 
is  all  very  well  in  its  way,  but  zvhat 
zcill  you  do  to  the  nuihcrs  of  tables  and 
chairs  while  you  are  making  the  lines 
straight  and  the  curves  perfect? 
While  you  copy  the  grace  and  beauty 
of  our  models  with  your  wonderful 
machinery,  what  will  you  do  to  the 
human  beings  who  work  the  ma- 
chines and  are  almost  part  of  them. 
like  so  many  cogs  or  levers?  Will 
you  make  their  lives  graceful  and 
beautiful  like  the  things  they  make? 
Or  will  you  dull  their  lives,  narrow 
them,  brutalize  and  dehumanize 
them?  We  are  not  primarily  con- 
cerned about  making  beautiful 
things,  but  about  developing  makers 
of  beautiful  things ;  men  and  women 
in  whose  lives  rise  the  fountains  of 
beauty  and  gladness,  who  see  the 
soul  of  beauty  in  the  simplest  flower 
and  the  farthest,  faintest  star;  work- 
ers whose  work  will  be  full  of  grace 
and  beauty  because  of  the  indwell- 
ing grace  and  virtue  of  their  lives. 
Can  you  give  us  this  human  beauty 
bv   your  commercial    methods .''" 

Such  was  the  deeper,  profounder 
spiritual  significance  which  the  arts 
and  crafts  movement  developed. 
The  new  spirit  set  higher  than  the 
work  itself  the  human  development 
of  which  the  work  was  the  ex- 
pression. Work  and  character  go  to- 
gether. It  is  no  accident  that  in  the 
great  crises  of  history  the  leaders 
and  deliverers  of  nations  have  been 
found  among  those  who  have  toiled 
in  the  sun.  whose  hands  have  been 
trained  as  well  as  their  brains. 
Nothing    is    more    certain    than    the 


fact  that  creative  labor  gives  as  noth- 
ing else  does  a  normal  view  of  life, 
the  faculty  of  seeing  things  in  their 
true  perspective. 

The  whole  indictment  of  com- 
mercialism rests  here.  In  its  last 
analysis  it  presents  itself  as  a  subtle 
conspiracy  against  self-development. 
It  begins  with  the  child's  toys  and 
ruthlessly  follows  every  subsequent 
step  along  the  pathway  of  life.  The 
boys  no  longer  make  their  own  sleds, 
wagons,  bats  and  boats;  the  girls 
no  longer  make  dolls'  clothes,  cradles 
and  baskets.  Later  in  life,  the  men 
never  think  of  making  the  furniture 
for  their  homes,  nor  the  women  of 
making  clothing  for  themselves  or 
their  families.  From  the  baby's  first 
rattle  to  grandmother's  walking-cane 
we  depend  upon  the  commercial  pro- 
vider. Is  it  any  wonder,  think  you, 
that  the  boy  who  gets  a  dollar  as  a 
gift  from  his  father  and  buys  a 
wagon  or  sled  values  it  less  than  he 
would  if  he  had  made  it  and  paid  the 
natural  price  in  labor  and  sacrifice 
for  it,  or  that  similar  influences  at 
every  step  of  his  growth  and  train- 
ing will  make  him  a  man  with  a  per- 
verted view  of  life,  wholly  devoid  of 
a  rational  sense  of  values?  We 
wonder  sometimes  at  the  wanton 
wastefulness  of  people,  and  at  their 
helplessness  to  meet  the  faintest  at- 
tacks of  adversity,  but  surely  it  is 
only  the  natural  fruitage  of  the  com- 
mercial idea ! 

.A.S  we  survey  the  progress — and 
there  has  been  appreciable  progress 
— of  the  movement  toward  handi- 
crafts during  the  past  five  or  six 
years,  and  note  how  surely  the  re- 
volt against  commercialism  has 
shifted  from  the  mere  question  of 
how  things  shall  be  produced  to  the 
consideration  of  the  effect  of  the 
spirit  underlying  the  manner  of  pro- 
duction    upon    the    develojiment    of 


114 


ALS  IK  KAN 


character,  we  see  the  result  of  our 
labors.  For  among  all  the  influences 
which  have  brought  about  this  salu- 
tary change  we  believe  The  Crafts- 
man has  had  the  foremost  place. 

Now,  much  as  we  may  deplore  it, 
the  age  of  handicraft  is  gone  beyond 
recall.  It  is  idle  to  hope  for  the 
restoration,  except  in  a  very  small 
w^ay,  of  the  old  apprentice  system 
and  the  craft  guilds.  The  great  ma- 
chines have  created  conditions  which 
no  propaganda  will  overcome.  This 
fact  the  movement  toward  handi- 
crafts must  frankly  recognize  if  it  is 
to  be  anything  more  than  a  poor  ex- 
otic in  our  industrial  and  social  life. 
But  this  does  not  necessitate  the 
abandonment  of  handicrafts ;  does 
not  mean  that  the  triumph  of  com- 
mercialism and  the  crushing  out  of 
the  craftsman  spirit  must  be  ac- 
cepted. 

To  the  great  body  of  those  whose 
lives  are  divorced  from  normal, 
healthy  labor;  to  the  student,  the 
professional  man  and  the  man  of 
business,  we  urge  handicrafts  as  a 
means  of  physical  and  spiritual  de- 
velopment, rather  than  a  way  of 
making  things.  No  matter  how  well 
you  may  make  things,  commercial- 
ism will  make  them  equally  well  or 
better  and  cheaper  than  you  can 
make  them.  But  when  you  buy  a 
table  or  a  chair  you  cannot  buy  with 
it  the  exhilaration  of  exercising  your 
own  creative  faculties,  the  physical 
development,  the  peculiar  mental 
discipline  and  the  joy  which  comes 
to  the  maker  of  things  when  his 
work  is  self-chosen  and  inspired  by 
love  of  it.  And  you  can  never  buy 
with  a  piece  of  furniture  the  satisfy- 


ing pleasure  which  is  an  inherent 
quality  of  the  creation  of  your  own 
hand  and  brain.  In  this  lies  the 
value  of  handicrafts  for  the  number- 
less thousands  of  men  and  women 
who  are  living  ill-balanced,  abnormal 
lives  today.  Our  practical  lessons 
in  handicrafts  are  designed  to  point 
the  way  to  a  means  of  healthful  and 
joyous  development,  not  to  the  mak- 
ing of  things  for  their  own  sake. 

But  our  programme  goes  further 
back  to  the  source  of  the  evil.  What- 
ever influence  we  may  be  able  to  ex- 
ert in  that  direction  will  always  be 
used  to  urge  that,  from  the  verj'  first, 
parents  should  train  their  children 
to  make  their  own  toys,  to  do  things 
for  themselves,  as  far  as  that  is  pos- 
sible, thus  laying  foundations  of 
character,  the  divinest  craftsmanship 
of  all,  in  the  very  playthings  of  the 
children.  And  more  and  more,  as 
we  study  the  problem  of  education 
and  its  bearings  upon  life,  we  are 
convinced  that  drawing  and  manual 
training  are  far  more  important  than 
is  yet  commonly  recognized.  The 
time  is  coming  when  to  send  a  boy 
out  into  the  world  without  training 
in  some  craft  will  be  considered,  in 
the  moral  judgment  of  intelligent 
citizenship,  as  a  parental  crime.  The 
influence  of  The  Craftsman,  there- 
fore, will  always  be  cast  on  the  side 
of  the  development  of  manual  train- 
ing for  our  boys  and  girls  in  the 
public  schools.  Whatever  we  can 
do  to  stimulate  this  side  of  our  edu- 
cational system  we  shall  do,  con- 
scious that  by  so  doing,  we  shall  be 
contributing  to  the  building  of  char- 
acter and  self-reliance  in  the  na- 
tion. 
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NOTES 

RODIN  is  planning  a  Monument 
to  Labor!  For  which,  appar- 
ently, he  is  hoping  that  Ameri- 
can millionaires  will  furnish 
the  money  and  that  artists  all  over  the 
world  will  contribute  free  the  labor. 

This  very  bald  statement  of  a  colos- 
sal undertaking  causes  two  questions 
instantly  to  arise  in  the  practical  mind: 
Why,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  great 
and  lovely  and  necessary  in  life,  should 
there  be  a  monument  to  labor?  And  if 
this  commercial  absurdity  must  be  per- 
petrated in  France,  then  why  should 
America  pay  for  it?  And  why,  again, 
should  various  artists  all  over  the 
world  contribute  their  talent  and  time 
to  the  execution  of  a  monument  de- 
signed by  Rodin? 

If  Rodin  feels  that  a  spiral  stairway 
carved  and  ornamented,  covered  with  a 
pink  marble  tower  and  further  adorned 
with  a  gold  cap,  all  in  honor  of  labor, 
is  an  essential  decorative  feature  for 
the  Paris  of  the  future,  why  does  he 
not  seek  the  co-operation  of  French 
artists  and  look  to  the  French  govern- 
ment for  the  price? 

Either  this  tower  of  labor  is  a  fine 
thing  for  a  nation  to  possess,  or  it  is 
not.  If  the  former,  then  the  French 
government  can  be  relied  upon  to  aid 
in  its  evolution;  but  if  it  is  not  all 
Rodin's  fond  fancy  has  pictured  as  a 
universal  expression  of  joy  in  labor, 
then  why  should  the  world  at  large 
help  to  erect  it? 

A  monument  to  Labor!  Let  us  gath- 
er together  mentally  and  dwell  for  a 
moment  upon  the  novelty  of  this 
thought.  To  most  of  us,  at  least,  the 
idea  of  a  monument  is  involved  with 
the  idea  of  achievement,  not  neces- 
sarily the  achievement  of  good,  but  in- 
evitably accomplishment  of  some  sort. 
A  monument  to  Frances  Willard  one 
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can  understand,  or  to  the  wicked  old 
Emperor  Hadrian,  but  to  Labor,  is 
an  anomaly.  In  looking  at  a  monu- 
ment, new  or  old,  there  is  the  immedi- 
ate impression  of  human  activity; 
something  has  been  done,  for  good  or 
evil.  There  is  always  the  sense  of  per- 
sonal effort,  of  honor  paid  to  the 
achievement  that  ends  struggle.  A 
monument  has  grown  to  seem,  to  most 
of  us  at  least,  as  the  essence  of  vital  ap- 
preciation, of  what  man  may  tempo- 
rarily express  for  man ;  all  of  whicli 
stirs  the  heart  and  appeals  to  the  im- 
agination. 

One  may  even  understandingly  go 
beyond  a  monument  to  individual  ef- 
fort or  achievement ;  as,  for  instance, 
the  various  monuments  to  Victory 
which  adorn  the  cities  of  the  world. 
But  even  here  the  monument  is  not  to 
Victory  in  the  abstract,  but  to  the 
definite  accomplishment  of  one  nation 
over  another,  and  in  looking  at  the 
monument  what  we  remember  is  this 
or  that  man,  or  this  or  that  group  of 
men,  who  achieved  in  battle.  It  is 
again  the  personal  element  which 
awakens  our  interest. 

But  a  monument  to  Labor!  One 
might  as  well  erect  monuments  to  air, 
or  Nature,  or  kindness,  or  evolution. 

If  the  idea  of  labor  must  be  present- 
ed in  concrete  form  to  the  world  for 
admiration,  it  could  well  be  introduced 
into  the  work  of  decorative  panels,  or 
into  a  frieze  which  is  a  part  of  a  gen- 
eral scheme  of  decoration;  and  it  is 
good  in  this  way  to  remind  man  tnat 
labor,  especially  creative  labor,  is  the 
foundation  of  all  progress  and  bigness 
and  wholesomeness  in  living.  But  to 
erect  a  monument  is  to  make  labor  not 
an  expression  of  man's  growth,  but  the 
creative  power  itself,  the  living  force, 
the  sentient,  conscious  energy.  To  the 
men  who  have  shown  the  greatness  of 
labor,  who  have  helped  the  world  to 
regard  work  as  the  most  beneficent  of 
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life's  possibilities,  to  these  men  the  best 
and  highest  of  monuments.  But  to  La- 
bor!— no  more  than  to  the  sea,  or  the 
clouds  that  float  over  the  sea,  or  the 
tides  within  its  waters. 

For  a  decade,  and  much  more, 
Rodin  has  stood  foremost  among  the 
artists  of  Europe  as  a  man  who  thinks 
— not  merely  a  dreamer  of  lovely 
dreams, — and  as  such  he  would  have 
been  welcome — but  as  a  man  who  with 
the  great  gift  of  expressing  thought 
convincingly  has  also  the  power  to 
think  widely,  deeply,  down  into  the  sub- 
tle relations  of  all  outgrowth  of  Na- 
ture and  human  nature.  He  has  seen 
how  man  comes  out  of  the  heart  of 
Nature,  feeds  upon  that  heart  and  re- 
turns to  it  in  the  end,  and  he  knows 
how  to  make  others  see  these  things. 
And  for  this  man,  from  this  pinnacle  of 
greatness,  to  suggest  a  monument  to 
labor  to  be  erected  in  France  and  paid 
for  by  the  guileless,  eager,  susceptible 
American  millionaire!  What  must  one 
think?  What  inevitable  conclusion  is 
forced  upon  those  who  do  think? 

There  seems  but  one  conclusion. 
Commercialism.  The  flight  of  the 
American  eagle  (gold)  over  the  studio 
by  the  EifTel  Tower. 

For  how  can  bigness  of  sou! — the 
drive  of  great  inspiration — be  ex- 
pressed in  such  a  futile,  sterile  produc- 
tion as  this  suggested  Tower  of  La- 
bor? If  the  making  of  the  Tower  were 
a  commission  to  Rodin  into  which  he 
infused  all  the  strength  and  beauty  and 
bigness  possible,  the  result  might  live 
as  a  monument  to  the  artist.  But  to 
this  Tower  of  Labor  Rodin  gives  no 
liint  of  his  own  desire  to  work,  no  ex- 
pression of  his  own  imleashed  imagina- 
tion, no  gladness  that  by  his  hand 
France  should  be  enriched  artistically. 
Apparently  he  has  simply  evolved  a 
scheme  to  divert  American  money  to 
France,  and  to  himself  as  the  origina- 
tor of  the  scheme.    The  "Tower,"  at 


least  if  one  can  judge  by  newspaper 
reports,  is  just  one  more  proof  of  the 
dreadful  blight  of  commercialism  upon 
the  greatest  of  modern  art. 

It  is  a  repetition  of  Charles  Wag- 
ner's downfall.  At  first,  there  was  the 
simple,  rural  pastor  who  loved  his 
peasant  congregation  and  thought  for 
them,  striving  to  make  them  see  the 
beauty  of  the  simple  life  about  them. 
Then  came  the  book,  that  others  to 
whom  he  could  not  preach  might  also 
understand  what  sane,  quiet  living 
could  do  for  people.  And  then  followed 
America.  The  beautiful  book,  hawked 
al)out  the  streets  with  jests  on  the  sim- 
ple life,  notoriety  of  presidential  ap- 
proval, and  lectures  at  hundreds  of  dol- 
lars per  lecture,  all  about  the  kind  of 
living  which  did  not  remotely  apper- 
tain to  his  audience — and  at  last,  dona- 
tions for  a  gorgeous  "Temple"  to  be 
dedicated  to  the  simple  life — the  final 
step  of  the  complete  commercialism  of 
all  the  wholesome,  beautiful  truth 
preached  to  a  rural  people,  and  so  the 
end  of  Pastor  Wagner's  usefulness — 
dollars  for  dreams,  and  then  stagna- 
tion. 

The  Craftsman  can  only  most 
earnestly  hope  that  the  "Tower  of 
Labor"  will  perish  in  its  incipiency, 
and  Rodin's  genius  be  saved  to  further 
contribute  to  the  art  needs  of  his  own 
land. 

*  I  *  HE  Montross  Galleries  opened  for 
-'-  the  coming  season  on  the  third  of 
September.  Among  the  many  plans 
for  exhibits  Mr.  Montross  already  an- 
nounces :  An  exhibition  of  American 
water  color  paintings  beginning  No- 
vember fourteenth,  and  on  the  same 
date  in  a  separate  gallery  a  showing  of 
etchings  by  Alexander  Shilling  from 
new^  plates  made  this  past  summer  in 
Holland.  In  December  follows  an  ex- 
hibit of  Childe  Hassam's  pictures,  and 
in  January  some  landscapes  of  Metcalf 
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will  be  shown,  and  alona;  in  March  the 
annual  exhibit  of  The  Ten  American 
Painters  w-ill  be  held.  The  work  of 
other  important  men  will  be  shown  as 
they  fit  in  during  the  season.  Horatio 
Walker  will  have  a  characteristically 
interesting-  exhibit,  and  so  will  Tryon, 
two  of  our  biggest  men. 

"What  nation  in  Europe  today  can 
show  two  such  figures  in  outdoor 
painting?"  said  Mr.  Montross,  in  speak- 
ing of  the  work  of  these  men. 
"Where  can  France  show  their  equal, 
except  in  Corot  and  Rousseau,  two  of 
her  great  artists.  I  believe  when 
Walker  is  justly  estimated  he  will 
tower  above  many  of  the  greatest  art- 
ists of  both  continents.  He  not  only 
sees  color  in  all  its  contrasts  and  har- 
monies, but  answers  completely  to  that 
interesting  definition  of  an  artist  so 
often  quoted  from  Hamerton:  '.^n 
artist  must  be  a  craftsman  as  well  as 
a  poet  and  a  scientist,"  and  Walker  is 
profoundly  a  craftsman." 

"Also  lie  has  learned  to  understand 
the  simple  side  of  beauty,"  suggested 
the   writer. 

"Which  means  the  best  side,"  an- 
swered Mr.  Montross.  While  talking 
Mr.  Montross  uncovered  two  pictures 
of  Walker's  which  will  be  shown  again 
this  year.  "The  Sand  Pit,"  with  its 
big  human  quality  and  most  perfect  use 
of  color,  and  a  small  water  color  sketch 
of  a  very  humble  man  milking  a 
pleasant  cow,  the  man  in  a  dull  blue 
blouse,  and  back,  a  green  meadow  and 
hillside ;  a  tiny  canvas,  and  all  the 
poetry  of  tw'ilight  and  peaceful  rural 
living  in  the  narrow   frame. 

There  was  also  a  small  Tryon  put 
up  on  an  easel,  a  little  gray-brown 
scene  with  a  far-away  cottage  on  the 
edge  of  a  long,  lonely  rough  land,  a 
light  in  a  window,  and  above  a  shim- 
mering silver  sky,  and  the  moon 
quivering  through  luminous  clouds ; 
over    all    a    liijht    that    illumine-^    and 


hides,  that  makes  any  man's  house  the 
place  which  poets  see  in  homesick 
dreams — a  picture  with  the  power  to 
stir  memory  and  weave  a  spell  about 
the  heart. 

A  criticism  of  Childe  Hassam's 
method  of  introducing  very  material- 
istic nude  ladies  in  otherwise  lovely 
landscapes,  brought  out  for  display  a 
small  Hassam  canvas — a  blue  river,  with 
depth  of  blue  especially  known  to  this 
artist,  a  spring  background,  intangible, 
impossible  to  label ;  moving  across  the 
foreground  a  line  of  straight  fairy 
trees,  and  then  two  cameo  figures,  one 
small,  near  edge  of  the  blue,  and  one 
exquisite  nude  body  in  foreground 
bending  forward  to  comb  with  a  long 
sweep  of  the  arm  a  mass  of  wonderful 
copper  hair  outlined  on  the  blue — all 
decorative,  harmonious  and  inevitable. 
It  is  Mr.  Montross'  w-ay  or  arguing. 

AT  the  Macbeth  Galleries  this  fall 
there  are  new  and  old  favorites. 
One  finds  a  familiar  landscape  by  Char- 
lotte Coman,  a  stretch  of  rolling  mead- 
ow land  with  low  hills  lost  in  blue 
mists  at  the  background.  There  is  a 
sense  of  a  great  deal  of  country  on 
the  small  canvas,  but  absolutely  no 
feeling  of  geographical  survey.  It  is 
a  poem,  not  a  map. 

Two  of  the  best  of  Luks'  East  Side 
paintings  are  there,  "The  Dancing 
Girls"  and  "The  Pawnbroker's  Daugh- 
ter,'' recently  reproduced  in  The 
Ck.\ftsm.\n.  .\nd  there  are  several  in- 
teresting examples  of  the  work  of  Ar- 
thur B.  Davies.  the  figure  of  a  little  girl 
that  suggests  Whistler  and  is  totally 
unlike  him.  and  a  mother  and  child — • 
a  picture  full  of  tenderness,  exquisitely 
painted,  from  an  artist's  point  of  view. 
Yet,  as  in  many  of  Davies'  pictures, 
the  writer  feels  a  lack  of  complete 
understanding.  The  background  seems 
crude  and  unrelated,  and  the  sky  just 
paint.      Later   in   the   sea.son    Mr.    Mac- 
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betn  will  have  an  exhibition  of  Mr. 
Davies'  collected  work,  which  will  be 
noticed  in  The  Craftsman. 

In  February  the  little  group  of 
American  painters  who  have  been  ig- 
nored by  the  Academy,  the  eight  "rev- 
olutionary"' men.  will  hold  an  exhibit 
by  courtesy  of  Mr.  Masbeth,  at  his  gal- 
leries. A  further  notice  of  this  col- 
lection of  paintings  will  be  given  at  the 
time  of  the  exhibition. 

np  HE  Knoedler  Art  Galleries  open  the 
-^  fall  with  no  one  marked  exhibit, 
but  with  a  very  high  average  of  special 
individual  work,  both  .American  and 
foreign.  Twachtman  and  Remington 
are  the  most  important  in  American 
work,  and  Thaulow  and  Th.  de  Bock 
and  Josephs  among  the  foreign  men. 

The  Remington  is  quite  the  most 
spirited  work  of  this  artist  the  writer 
has  ever  seen,  barring  "The  Broncho 
Buster"  and  other  bronzes.  A  si.x-in- 
hand  coach  is  being  held  up  by  a  small 
band  of  Indians — Indians  out  for 
scalps,  not  gold.  There  is  all  the  panic 
of  sudden  attack.  The  horses  are 
smitten  with  that  agony  of  fear  which 
comes  to  them  from  the  unexpected. 
The  men  on  the  coach  are  quiet  gray 
figures  facing  death  and  firing  ac- 
curately. 

Over  the  prairie  is  a  blinding  glare 
and  through  the  glare  where  it  melts 
into  vapor  are  dim  Indian  figures  gal- 
loping rapidly  and  madly  to  aid  the 
unequal  fight.  The  frightened,  mad- 
dened horses,  wounded  and  crazed,  fill 
the  foreground  of  the  picture.  They 
furnish  the  action  and  the  color,  the 
tragedy  lies  in  the  remote  driver  and 
his  escort. 

The  painting  is  amazingly  well  done : 
you  feel  the  impact  of  the  fierce  on- 
slaught, the  sense  of  helplessness  in 
the  desolate,  wide  prairies,  and  a  fine 


grave  courage  in  the  two  gray  targets- 
on   the  bo.x. 

The  drawing  of  the  left  leader  seems 
wrong  to  the  lay  mind  of  the  writer, 
the  front  legs  appeared  muffed,  in- 
adequate. But  horses  in  motion  are 
deceptive  to  the  uninitiated,  hence  these 
criticisms  may  be  considered  with- 
drawn if   unmerited. 

The  painting  bv  Twachtman  is  a 
scene  which  Remington's  dauntless, 
pioneers  may  have  left  behind  in  New 
England- — a  bit  of  tawny  landscape, 
with  sunlight  through  branch  and 
leaves,  the  leaves  gleaming  yellow,  and 
below,  a  pool.  The  shnibbery  that 
fringes  the  pool  and  the  trees  arc  all 
gathered  into  the  bosom  of  the  water, 
and  below  there  is  silent  beauty.  Every 
fundamental  charm  of  nature  is  there, 
all  that  poetry  can  find  in  earth,  water 
and  air,  each  saturate  with  the  heat 
and  color  of  the  sun.  It  is  hard  to 
look  deep  into  one  of  Twachtman's 
wood  pictures  without  a  pang  of  regret 
that  life  could  have  so  wounded  this 
man,  and  then  ended  his  life  in  its 
])rime,  with  so  much  yet  due  the  world 
of  his  great  gift. 

The  two  landscapes  of  Th.  de  Bock 
are  nut-brown  scenes,  a  fine,  strongs 
presentation  of  nature.  The  J.  .'^. 
Kever  is  a  homely  interior,  just  a 
simple  woman  and  child  and  some  fat 
little  chickens  as  a  point  of  interest  for 
the  child,  and  through  it  all  a  friendli- 
ness and  a  sense  of  goodness,  ex- 
pressed with  a  masterly  brush. 

Bail  Joseph's  picture  is  another  ex- 
pression of  the  present-day  interest  in 
the  beauty  of  simple  things — a  beauty, 
which  as  we  are  learning  to  love  in 
art,  we  are  endeavoring  to  destroy  in 
life.  A  canal  stndv  by  Fritz  Thaulow 
is  hung  nearby,  a  bit  of  brilliant  color. 
The  red  brick  buildings  edging  the 
canal  are  made  gorgeous  by  the  late 
sun,  which  also  glimmers  down  vividly 
red  over  the  water.     In  contrast  to  the 
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riiaiilow  is  a  moonlight  scene  by  Cazin 
— a  chateau  in  a  formal  garden  all 
mellowed  and  graved  in  the  moon- 
light. 

*  I  ■•  HE  Print  Publishers"  Association 
-*■  of  America  held  its  first  exhibi- 
tion ill  New  York  City,  at  the  Imperial 
Hotel,  during  the  week  ending  Au- 
gust 31  ;  it  proved  to  be  such  a  grati- 
fying success  as  to  lead  to  a  prompt 
decision  to  hold  similar  exhibitions  an- 
nually. Some  fourteen  or  fifteen  of  the 
largest  art  publishers  in  America,  rep- 
resenting the  full  membership  of  the 
Association,  e.xhibited,  in  separate 
rooms,  complete  collections  of  their  re- 
productions. 

Since  its  organization  nearly  five 
years  ago,  the  Print  Publishers"  Asso- 
ciation of  America  has  confined  its  ac- 
tivities mainly  to  securing  such  re- 
forms in  the  copyright  laws  as  will  pro- 
tect the  interests  of  artists,  publishers 
and  dealers.  Further,  by  excluding  all 
"pirate"  publishers  and  insisting  that 
no  publisher  who  misrepresents  his 
goods  to  the  public  shall  be  admitted 
to  membership,  the  Association  has 
done  much  to  protect  the  public 
against  imposition.  It  has  established 
a  standard  which  buyers  have  learned 
to  respect. 

Among  the  most  important  e.xhibits 
at  the  exhibition  were  those  of  the  fol- 
lowing well-known  firms;  American 
Colortype  Company.  Berlin  Photo- 
_graphic  Company,  Brauu,  Clement  and 
Company,  Curtis  and  Cameron,  De- 
troit Publishing  Company  and  C. 
Klackner.  Each  of  these  displayed  a 
wide  range  of  goods,  from  cheap  prints 
costing  only  a  few  cents  to  exquisite 
carbon  reproductions  costing  over  a 
hundred  dollars.  The  facsimile  repro- 
ductions of  works  by  the  great  mas- 
ters, ancient  and  modern,  exhibited  by 
several  of  these  firms,  were  remarkable 
for  the  fidelity  with  which  they  repro- 


duced the  color  and  tonal  qualities  of 
the  originals. 

Great  credit  is  due  to  the  president 
of  the  Association,  Mr.  W.  A.  Living- 
stone, of  the  Detroit  Publishing  Com- 
pany, for  the  successful  manner  in 
which  the  exhibition  was  carried  out. 
The  Association  has  made  steady 
progress,  and  a  future  of  great  useful- 
ness undoubtedly  awaits  it. 

"IV/TR.  Frederick  Harrison  first  saw 
^^^  Paris  in  eighteen  hundred  and 
fifty-one.  In  the  August  number  of 
the  "Nineteenth  Century  and  After," 
he  compares  that  first  vision  with 
the  Paris  of  the  year  nineteen  hun- 
dred and  seven.  Much  of  what  he 
finds  changed  does  not  please  him. 
Of  the  city's  picture  galleries  and 
museums,  he  speaks  quite  in  the  tone 
of  the   laudator   of  past   times: 

"When  one  passes  from  the  per- 
manent collections  of  former  days  to 
the  huge  collections  of  contemporary 
art,  the  soul  sinks  within  one  at  the 
spectacle  of  universal  degeneration. 
Painting,  sculpture,  porcelain,  jewel- 
ry, all  forms  of  decorative  art,  testify 
to  the  same  decline.  And  it  is  a 
decline  stamped  with  one  vicious 
craze  which  has  poisoned  genius  and 
skill  of  hand.  That  craze  is  the  pas- 
sion to  do  something  new ;  some- 
thing which  may  attract  attention; 
startle,  even  if  it  disgust  the  public. 
The  curse  on  modern  life — the  thirst 
for  the  new,  the  rage  to  get  out  of 
the  old  skin — is  a  blight  on  our 
literature,  our  art,  our  drama,  our 
manners — even  our  morals.  It  is  a 
passion  without  aim,  or  conviction, 
or  feeling — a  mere  restless  itch  to 
get  free  from  old  habits  and  to  get 
into  something  uncommon,  it  hardly 
matters  what,  if  only  it  can  announce 
itself  as  "unconventional.'"  It  is  not 
to  be  beautiful — indeed  the  beautiful 
in     anv     form     is     "'conventional'" — 
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rather  it  must  be  ugly,  so  long  as 
the  ugliness  is  unusual.  It  may  be 
gross,  absurd,  horrible,  obscene,  taw- 
dr>-,  childish,  so  long  as  the  older 
generations  would  have  turned  from 
it  with  anger  or  pain.  If  so,  it  is 
I'art  nouvcau. 

REVIEWS 

THREE  additions  to  the  excellent 
series    of    books    upon    art    and 
artists,  entitled  "The  Library  of 
Art,"    and   published   by    Duck- 
worth &  Company,  of  London,  have  been 
imported   by    Charles    Scribner's    Sons. 
One  is  an  interesting  review  of  the 
life  and  work   of  Antonio   Pollaiuolo, 
by  Maud  Cruttwell.    The  little  that  is 
known   of  his  personal  history  is  en- 
tertainingly told.     An  artist-craftsman 
of  the  fifteenth  century,  he  spent  his 
life     laboriously     and     austerely,     al- 
lowing himself  little  scope  for  the  in- 
dulgence of  any  "artistic  temperament" 
he    might   have   possessed.      His   bot- 
tega,   like  that  of  Verrocchio,   united 
the  crafts  of  sculpture,  painting,  por- 
traiture, goldsmith,  jeweler,  architect, 
decorative  designer  and  bronze  found- 
er,   and    in    each    of    these    difTerent 
branches  of  art  we  have  record  of  work 
executed  by  him.     Vasari  writes  that 
Pollaiuolo's  bottega  was  the  most  pop- 
ular in  Florence  and  that  he  was  the 
most    renowned    draughtsman    of    his 
day.    The  remainder  of  the  book  is  de- 
voted to  an  excellent  critical  descrip- 
tion of  his  work  and  his   methods   of 
working,  with  an  appendix  containing 
the  list  of  all  that  are  known  and  the 
galleries  where  they   may    be    found. 
The    illustrations    are    numerous    and 
give  an  excellent  idea  of  the  interest- 
ing work  of  this   sterling  old   Floren- 
tine. 

Another  book  of  the  series  is  "Ro- 
man Sculpture  from  Augustus  to  Con- 
stantine,"  bv  Mrs.  Arthur  Strong.     It 


is  largely  historical,  of  course,  and  is 
valuable  mainly  for  reference  to  those 
interested  in  Roman  art.     As  the  au- 
thor says  in  her  introduction,  it  is  only 
very  lately  that  Roman  art  is  begin- 
ning to  take   a   distinctive   place  as   a 
subject  of  esthetic  study,   for  with  all 
our   modern   admiration    for   the    Ro- 
mans  as   great    administrators,    great 
soldiers,  and  even  great  writers,  most 
people  nowadays  conceive  of  them  as 
aliens  within  the  sphere  of  formative 
art,  confining  their  achievement  to  imi- 
tation  or   at   most    to    adaptation    of 
Greek  models.    The  object  of  the  book 
is  to  show  the  genuine  expression  of 
the  Roman  spirit  in  the  national  art. 
Greek    art    already    had    triumphantly 
solved  the  rendering  of  the  single  fig- 
ure in  the  round,  but  in  composition 
involving    more    than    one    figure    it 
largely  failed  to  apprehend  or  convey 
the  relations  of  objects  to  one  another 
in  space.     It  came  to  be  the  peculiar 
merit   of   Roman   artists   or  of  artists 
working  under  Roman  influence  that 
they    partially    solved    the    tridimen- 
sional or  spatial  problem,  thus  creat- 
ing  what    has    been    called    the    "illu- 
sionist style."    The  book  is,  of  course, 
amply  illustrated,  in  fact,  its  main  in- 
terest depends  upon  the  excellent  re- 
productions of  representative  works  of 
Roman  artists,  the  text  being  largely 
a  critical  and  technical  description  of 
these. 

The  third  book  is  "Sir  William 
Beechey,  R.  A.,"  by  William  Roberts. 
It  follows  the  usual  style  of  the  series 
in  giving  first  a  brief  biographical 
sketch  of  the  artist  and  a  glimpse  of 
his  times,  and  then  taking  up  the  crit- 
ical description  of  his  work  in  periods. 
Many  representative  portraits  are  re- 
produced, giving  an  excellent  idea  of 
the  charm  of  the  period  as  well  as  the 
individual  interest  of  Reechey's  style, 
so  like  that  of  his  contemporaries  and 
yet  so  full  of  individual  piquancy  and 
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charm.  An  exhaustive  list  of  Beechey's 
work  is  contained  in  an  appendix. 
•("Antonio  Pollaiuolo."  by  Maud  Crutt- 
well.  286  pages.  lUustrated.  Price, 
.$2.00  net.  "Roman  Sculpture  from 
Augustus  to  Constantine,"  by  Mrs. 
Arthur  Strong,  LLD,  Associate  of  the 
British  School  at  Rome.  408  pages. 
Illustrated.  Price,  $3.00  net.  "Sir 
William  Beechey,  R.  A.,"  by  William 
Roberts.  302  pages.  Illustrated.  Price, 
.$2.00  net.  All  published  by  Duck- 
worth &  Company,  London.  Imported 
"by  Charles  Schribner's  Sons,  New 
York.) 

ONE  of  the  most  picturesque  little 
books  of  the  year  is  "Indian 
Love  Letters,"  by  Marah  Ellis  Ryan, 
who  has  written  a  number  of  stories 
of  the   Far  West. 

This  book  purports  to  be  the  letters 
of  a  Hopi  youth,  who  had  received  a 
■white  man's  university  education,  to  a 
white  girl  whom  he  had  met  in  the 
East.  Convinced,  as  he  says,  that  the 
Indian  life  is  best  for  the  Indian  and 
that  the  white  man's  life  is  a  life  un- 
fulfilled for  him  because  it  promises 
everything  but  leaves  him  with  empty 
liancis,  he  writes  in  the  first  letter: 

"Yes!  I  am  again  an  Indian!  From 
the  moccasin  of  brown  deer  skin  to 
the  head  band  of  scarlet  there  is  not 
anything  of  the  white  man's  garb  to 
tell  your  friends  that  I  was  a  player  in 
the  university  team,  who  for  a  little 
while  was  called  by  a  white  man's 
meaningless  name  and  who  sat  beside 
you  on  the  sand  dunes  of  the  Eastern 
Sea  a  year  ago!  I  sit  alone  under  the 
Arizona  skies,  at  the  foot  of  old  Walpi's 
cliff." 

The  book  is  full  of  the  natural  poetry 
of  the  Indian  viewpoint,  but  it  is  the 
poetry  of  Indian  life  and  religion  as 
seen  by  one  of  them  who  has  acquired 
the  white  man's  point  of  view  toward 
both  without  losing  his  understanding 


of  the  spirit  of  either.  The  meaning  of 
the  Hopi  religion,  the  mischief  done 
to  the  people  by  the  work  of  well- 
meaning  but  tactless  missionaries, 
school  -  teachers  and  government 
agents,  and  the  simple  beauty  of  the 
Hopi  life,  are  all  set  forth  so  vividly 
that  when  the  book  is  once  taken  up  it 
is  almost  impossible  to  lay  it  down  un- 
finished. ("Indian  Love  Letters,"  by 
Marah  Ellis  Ryan.  122  pages.  Illus- 
trated. Published  by  A.  C.  McClurg 
&  Co.,  Chicago.) 

THIS  year's  edition  of  that  useful 
book,  the  "Architectural  Direc- 
tory and  Specification  Index,"  has  just 
come  in.  This  is  issued  annually  by 
William  T.  Comstock,  who  publishes 
the  "Architects'  and  Builders'  Maga- 
zine," and  it  contains  the  names  and 
addresses,  and  the  affiliations  with  the 
different  architectural  societies,  of 
practically  all  the  architects  in  the 
United  States  and  Canada.  A  special 
list  is  devoted  to  landscape  architects, 
and  the  architectural  societies  are  also 
listed  with  the  accepted  abbreviations 
of  their  names.  Under  the  Specifica- 
tion Index  are  listed  and  classified  the 
names  and  addresses  of  prominent 
manufacturers  and  dealers  in  building 
materials  and  appliances,  and  there  is 
also  a  selected  list  of  books  on 
architecture,  building  and  carpentry. 
(Architectural  Directory  and  Specifica- 
tion Index  for  1907.  192  pages.  Price, 
$3.00  net.  Published  by  William  T. 
Comstock,  23  Warren  Street,  New 
York.) 
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HE  literature  of  Socialism  grows 
with    astonishing    rapidity.       Dr. 
iam   B.   Guthrie,  of  the   City  Col- 
,  New  York,  is  among  the  latest  to 
the  ranks  of  those  who  have  writ- 
upon  this  much   discussed  subject. 
Socialism  Before  the  French  Rev- 
ion,"    Dr.   Guthrie   has   given   us   a 
readable    sketch    of    those    early 
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European  social  theorists  whose  ideas 
seemed  to  foreshadow  tliose  of  Karl 
Marx  and  his  school. 

Social  strivings  and  ideals  are  by  no 
means  peculiar  to  the  last  few  years. 
As  a  result  of  existing  social  conditions, 
the  movement  of  the  present  day  toward 
social  readjustment  possesses  distinct 
characteristics  of  its  own.  But  there 
have  been  strivings  and  yearnings  in 
the  same  general  direction  for  the 
greater  part  of  the  Christian  Era — to 
go  no  further  back.  Professor  Guthrie 
does  not  attempt  to  give  the  history  of 
all  the  socialistic  and  communistic 
theories  and  movements  which  pre- 
ceded the  French  Revolution.  He  does 
not  even  touch  upon  the  socialistic 
movements  in  Germany  during  the 
Middle  Ages.  He  starts  his  outline 
with  Sir  Thomas  More  and  his  famous 
"Utopia,"  and  his  sketch  of  that  great 
statesman  and  scholar,  largely  based 
upon  the  work  of  the  German,  Karl 
Kautsky,  is  the  most  interesting  part 
■of  the  book. 

Less  familiar  to  the  average  Amer- 
ican reader,  probably,  is  the  life  of  the 
Calabrian  monk,  who  was  at  once  a 
philosopher,  a  poet  and  a  revolutionist, 
Tomasso  Campanella.  This  sixteenth 
century  Italian  priest  and  dreamer  has 
been  called  "The  Homer  of  Commun- 
ism," but  with  no  great  reason.  Cam- 
panella is  best  known,  even  to  the  few 
students  of  such  subjects  who  are  fa- 
miliar with  his  name,  as  the  author  of 
an  idealistic  and  fantastic  work  de- 
scribing a  social  Utopia  called  "The 
City  of  the  Sun."  He  was,  however, 
a  poet  of  power,  something  of  a  polit- 
ical philosopher,  and  very  much  of  an 
agitator.  He  suffered  twenty-six  years 
of  martyrdom  for  his  ideas,  and  bore 
the  martyrdom  with  nobility  and  dig- 
nity. A  lucid  and  interesting  account 
-of  his  communistic  theories  is  given  in 
-a  chapter  full  of  suggestions  to  the  stu- 
>dent  of  such  matters.     Campanella  be- 


lieved in  a  thoroughgoing  communiza- 
tion  of  wealth,  but  not  m  democratic 
government,  although  he  advocated 
what  Carlyle  would  call  an  "aristocracy 
'if  talent."  With  greater  fervor  than 
almost  any  other  of  the  long  line  of 
Utopian  architects  he  emphasized  the 
nobility  of  labor. 

The  chapter  on  Eighteenth  Century 
Radicalism  in  France  is  notable  as  a 
pcrmanentlv  useful  summary  of  an  im- 
portant period  in  the  development  of 
social  thought.  Writers  little  known  to 
the  average  student  ar(  brought  for- 
ward out  of  their  obscurity  and  their 
work  discriminatingly  summarized,  the 
treatment  of  Morellv  in  particular  be- 
ing sympathetic,  adequate  and  just.  It 
is  not  to  be  expected  that  the  interest 
in  this  subject  will  be  as  keen  or  as 
widespread  as  in  the  vital  social  move- 
ment of  today.  But  for  those  w-ho  are 
interested,  who  find  the  history  of  so- 
cial theories  alluring.  Dr.  Guthrie's  lit- 
tle manual  mav  be  cheerfully  and  con- 
fidently recommended.  ("Socialism 
Before  the  French  Revolution."  By 
William  B.  Guthrie,  Ph.D.  338  pages. 
Price,  $1.50.  Published  by  The  Mac- 
niillan  Company,  New  York.) 

'  I  *HE  title  of  Professor  George 
-*•  Pierce  Baker's  work,  "The  De- 
velopment of  Shakespeare  as  a  Drama- 
tist" is  sufficiently  explanatory  of  its 
nature  and  roughly  indicates  its  scope. 
Professor  Baker  opens  with  a  con- 
sideration of  the  dramatic  inheritance 
of  Shakespeare,  the  state  of  dramatic 
art  in  England  when  he  brought  to  it 
the  force  of  his  great  genius.  The 
sketch  of  dramatic  conditions,  of  thea- 
ters, audiences  and  performances  is  at 
once  interesting  and  critical,  displaying 
much  scholarship.  In  the  pages  de- 
voted to  the  technique  of  pre-Shakes- 
pearean,  Elizabethan  dramatic  perfor- 
mances we  get  a  picture  of  much  more 
elaborate  stage  and  scenic  effects  than 
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is  generally  imagined.  From  fifteen 
hundred  and  ninety-eight,  the  year  in 
which  the  Globe  Theater  was  built,  at 
least,  the  stage  was  not  by  any  means 
ill-equipped.  It  responded  to  the  needs 
of  the  drama  as  they  developed.  For 
the  dramatist,  "conditions  were  far  bet- 
ter than  today,  indeed,  well-nigh  per- 
fect." 

But  the  tracing  of  Shakespeare's  own 
development  as  a  literary  craftsman  is, 
of  course,  the  special  purpose  and  in- 
terest of  the  book.  From  the  two 
poems,  "Venus  and  Adonis"  and  "The 
Rape  of  Lucrece" — two  of  his  earliest 
productions,  erotic  poems  rather  than 
dramas  in  the  stage  connotation  of  the 
term — we  have  Shakespeare's  whole  in- 
tellectual output  subjected  to  intensive 
criticism  and  study.  ("The  Develop- 
ment of  Shakespeare  as  a  Dramatist." 
By  George  Pierce  Baker.  329  pages. 
Illustrated.  Price,  $1.50,  net.  Pub- 
lished by  The  Macmillan  Company, 
New  York.) 

THERE  is  a  good  deal  that  is  use- 
ful and  true  in  Mr.  Carleton 
Noyes'  book,  "The  Gate  of  Apprecia- 
tion," but  along  with  much  that  is  fun- 
damental and  significant,  there  is  a 
good  deal  that  is  comparatively  of 
minor  value. 

The  aim  of  the  book  is  "to  suggest 
the  possible  meaning  of  art  to  the  or- 
dinary man,  to  indicate  methods  of  ap- 
proach to  art,  and  to  trace  the  way  of 
appreciation."  Mr.  Noyes  assures  us 
that  the  book  is  essentially  an  account 
of  his  own  adventures  with  the  prob- 
lem, and  it  would  be  safe  to  hazard  a 
guess  that  the  fundamental  things  are 
those  which  have  come  from  that  ex- 
perience. There  is  so  much  that  is 
helpful  and  true  that  it  is  not  easy  to 
repress  the  desire  to  quote  copiously. 
There  is  nothing  novel  or  startling  in 
the  following  passage,  for  instance. 
nevertheless  it  states  a  basic  principle 


with   rather  unusual  force  and  clarity 
and  is  therefore  worth  quoting: 

"The  difference  between  work  which 
is  art  and  work  which  is  not  art  is  just 
this  element  of  the  originating  impulse 
and     creative     act.       The     difference, 
though  often  seemingly  slight  and  not 
always   immediately   perceived,  is   all- 
important.     It  distinguishes  the  artist 
from  the  artisan;  a  free  spirit  from    a 
slave ;  a  thinking,  feeling  man  from    a 
soulless  machine.    It  makes  the  differ- 
ence between  life,  rich  and  significant, 
and     mere     existence;     between     the 
mastery  of  fate  and  the  passive  accept- 
ance of  things  as  they  are.     If  a  mind 
and  heart  are  behind  it  to  control  and 
guide  it  to  expression,   even  the  ma- 
chine may  be    an    instrument    in    the 
making  of  a  work  of  art.    It  is  not  just 
the  work  itself,  but  the  motive  which 
prompted  the  making  of  it,  that  deter- 
mines its  character  as  art.     Art  is  not 
the  zvay  a  thing  is  done,  but  the  reason 
li'hy  it  is  done.    A  chair,  though  turned 
on  a  lathe,  may  be  a  work  of  art,  if  the 
maker  has  truly  expressed  himself  in 
his  work." 

The  temptation  to  quote  further 
is  strong,  but  it  is  better  perhaps  to  re- 
fer the  reader  to  whom  the  foregoing 
extract  appeals  to  the  book  itself. 
There  is  some  alloy  in  the  foregoing; 
it  is  not  difficult  to  see  that  the  "rea- 
son why  it  is  done"  may  be  as  excellent 
as  the  result  is  poor;  that  a  work  may 
be  poor  and  useless,  barren  of  any 
semblance  to  art,  though  "the  motive 
which  prompted  the  making  of  it"  was 
pure  and  noble  and  worthy  of  Angelo 
himself.  But  there  is  enough  that  is 
true,  clearly  and  bravely  stated,  to 
make  the  passage  w^orth  careful  study. 
It  is,  in  a  way,  the  keynote  of  the  whole 
volume.  ("The  Gate  of  Appreciation." 
By  Carleton  Noves,  280  pages.  Price, 
$2.00,  net.  Published  by  Houghton, 
Mifflin  &  Company,  Boston.) 
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WITH  PRAYER   AND  FASTING:   A  MODERN 
THANKSGIVING  STORY:  BY  EMERY  POTTLE 


jHE  morning  was  gray  and  raw.  Leaden  clouds  tinged 
with  pale  cold  whiteness  hung  over  the^world.  They 
suggested  snow.  The  crawling  chill  of  the  day  gnawed 
into  the  bones  of  the  few  folk  who  were  about.  They 
shivered  and  swore  and  hurried  through  their  labor 
to  get  to  the  waiting  fires.  It  was  early,  hardly  seven 
o'clock,  and  there  was  no  promise  of  sun. 
In  the  half-warm  smoking  car  of  the  local  morning  train, — starting 
and  ending  who  knows  where, — which  plied  patiently  and  un- 
certainly through  one  of  the  many  valleys  of  western  New  York, 
sat  two  men.  They  were  alone.  Obviously  both  were  physically 
uncomfortable,  as  betokened  their  uneasy  shiftings  of  body,  theiV 
attempts  to  enfold  themselves  more  securely  in  their  overcoats,  their 
half-suppressed  sighs.  Neither  of  them  was  remarkable  in  himself. 
They  were  of  the  type — roughly  speaking,  the  business  type — of 
American,  familiar  enough;  lean  of  face,  alert,  nervous,  good-looking, 
unsuggestive,  quietly  dressed.  One  might  have  reckoned  their  ages 
between  thirty-seven  and  forty.  Laying  aside  such  differences  as  the 
value  of  the  materials  of  their  clothes  and  the  fashionableness  of  their 
cut;  the  bodily  sense  of  keen  prosperity  emanating  from  the  one  man 
and  the  indefinite  bodily  sense  of  defiant  failure  emanating  from  the 
other,  there  was  left  no  important  physical  distinction  between  the 
two.  The  distinction,  then,  lay  in  their  mental  states — a  tremendous 
distinction  to  the  curious  analyst.  It  was  the  younger  man's  lack 
of  composure  which  betrayed  this.  He  had  lost  control  of  his  eyes. 
They  shifted  and  turned  and  dropped  and  raised.  One  might  almost 
say  they  jumped,  advanced,  retreated,  hid,  emerged  huntedly,  shiv- 
ered, swore,  challenged  and  hid  again.  This  was  scarcely  heeded 
by  the  older  man  who  kept  his  gaze  for  the  most  part  on  the  window, 
watching  the  changing  changelessness  of  the  dull  brown  country 
and  the  hopeless  clusters  of  villages.  His  lips  flickered  with  the 
light  of  a  complacent  smile,  reminiscent  yet  trium[)liant.  Presently 
he  spoke  to  his  fellow-traveler. 
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"Looks  as  if  we  might  have  an  old-fashioned  Thanksgiving, 
doesn't  it?" 

The  abrupt  sound  of  the  voice  nearly  jerked  the  younger  man 
from  his  seat.  When  he  gained  control  of  himself  he  answered, 
indifferently:  "You  mean  snow?  Or  prayer  and  fasting  like  the 
old  Pilgrims  went  in  for?"' 

"I  meant  snow.  That  prayer  and  fasting  business  is  a  back 
number,  isn't  it  ?" 

"Looks  like  it.  We've  got  God  pushed  off  the  map  nowadays," 
said  the  younger,  grimly.  "The  game  now  is  to  get  together  and 
eat  and  drink  till  you  can't  hold  any  more  and  thank  our  almighty 
selves  that  we've  fooled  'em — old  Nature  and  our  neighbors — again. 
Oh,  we're  thankful  all  right.  But  it  makes  the  Pilgrim  father  look 
foolish.  " 

The  listener  nodded  indulgently.  "That's  one  way  of  putting 
it,"  he  replied.  "Not  many  traveling  today.  Everybody  home. 
Good  place  to  be.  Shan't  mind  it  myself.  I  came  up  from  New 
York  on  the  express  and  changed  down  below  here.  Hard  trip,  too, 
isn't  it  ?  I  haven't  been  over  this  road  at  this  time  of  year  in  nearly 
twenty  years.  It  doesn't  change  much — sort  of  a  year-in-and-year- 
out  crop  prosperity." 

"  It's  prosperous  enough,"  admitted  his  companion.  "  It  wouldn't 
matter  much  if  there  wasn't  crop  prosperity.  Nobody  is  going  to 
starve  to  death.  Plenty  of  grain  somewhere  else,  plenty  of  manu- 
factures to  be  had.  No  cause  for  keeping  the  Lord  up  nights  to 
beseech  Him.  As  I  say,  it's  only  when  we've  got  somebody  or  some- 
thing beat  that  we  begin  to  be  thankful.  And  then,  out  of  a  slight 
sense  of  decency,  we  occasionally  lay  it  off  on  Him  and  tell  Him  He 
did  it.  But  everybody  who's  frank  knows  that  God  isn't  in  on  the 
deal.     We  do  it  ourselves." 

"You're  a  cynic,  my  friend,"  said  the  older  man.  "Better  not 
upset  customs.  It  doesn't  pay.  I  don't  know  where  you  are  going 
today — I  hope  to  a  good,  comfortable,  friendly  place  to  eat  a  good 
dinner.  That's  what  I'm  going  to  do — with  my  father.  The  old 
gentleman  is  close  on  to  seventy.  I  haven't  eaten  a  Thanksgiving 
dinner  with  him  in  years." 

The  opening  and  closing  of  the  car  door  by  a  brakeman  caused 
the  younger  man  to  turn,  with  uneasy,  furtive  eyes.  He  did  not 
reply  to  his  companion. 

"It's  the  home  feeling,"  pursued  the  other,  "that  the  American 
nation  is  strong  on.     There's  where  the  thankfulness  comes  in." 
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"Is  it?  I  thought  it  was  making  money — getting  money,"  re- 
torted the  younger  man,  ironically.  "I  don't  know  that  we  are  so 
thankful  for  the  home.  I  don't  know  that  we  are  so  damned  thank- 
ful for  anything.     We  lie  and  say  we  are — that's  all." 

"Look  here,  you  aren't  in  the  spirit  of  this  holiday,"  lauglied 
the  other.  "You  can't  spoil  my  appetite  for  that  turkey  waiting 
for  me.     Brace  up!" 

The  younger  man  answered  his  laugh  shortly.  "I  don't  want 
to  spoil  your  dinner.  Only  I'm  sick  of  this  fake  sentiment  of  ours. 
I  can  understand  the  with-prayer-and-fasting  idea  when  the  Indians 
are  after  you  and  the  chances  are  you'll  be  dead — or  worse — before 
the  winter  is  over.  But  I'm  in  no  condition  today  to  join  in  pasans 
of  praise  because,  though  John  Doe  has  maybe  done  me,  I  was  cute 
enough  to  do  Richard  Roe — and  ask  God's  blessing  on  my  home." 

He  lapsed  back  into  reserve  which  he  accentuated  by  taking  from 
his  pocket  a  newspaper.  The  other  man  returned  to  his  scrutiny 
of  the  landscape.  The  train  creaked  and  rattled  and  jolted  onward 
into  the  gathering  day.  From  time  to  time  the  hunted  eyes  of  the 
younger  man  lifted  and  searched  the  face  of  the  other,  curiously,  not 
antagonistically,  even  with  wistfulness.  Presently  his  attention  was 
caught  by  the  mcreasing  ashen  grayness  of  his  companion's  face.  At 
first  he  regarded  it  as  a  trick  of  light  and  meditated  on  the  strange  ap- 
pearance of  age  and  haggard  illness  it  lent  to  the  face.  "Rich,  getting 
richer  and  all  played  out  physically,"  he  considered.  "God! — 
God! — they're  thankful  to  God.  That's  a  joke."  Yet  the  ashen 
pallor  grew  until  he  knew  it  was  no  effect  of  light  and  shadow.  "That 
man  is  ill  and  he's  getting  worse.     What's  going  to  be  done .?" 

His  companion  sunk  together  in  his  seat,  huddled  into  a  heap,  his 
face  drawn  to  ghastly  rigidity,  his  eyes  staring  and  frightened.  His 
hands  clutched  agonizingly  on  the  empty  air.  His  whole  body  con- 
tracted and  relaxed  horribly  as  if  some  lance  of  torture  were  alter- 
nately plunged  into  him  and  withdrawn  slowly. 

"What  is  it  .^  What's  the  matter.''"  The  younger  man  bent 
over  him  in  solicitude — unwilling  solicitude — raising  him  on  his  arm. 

The  other's  hand  struck  agamst  his  heart.  "That,"  he  groaned. 
"Heart — I  can't  breathe — Ah-h — heart — spell — haven't  had  one — 
for — years."  The  agony  seized  him  with  renewed  force,  racking 
his   body. 

"  Haven't  you  any  brandy — whiskey  ?"  asked  the  younger  man 
desperately. 

His  companion  shook  his  head.     He  was  past  speaking  for  the 
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moment.  "Nor  I,"  said  the  other,  staring  helplessly  at  the  sick  man. 
"This  is  a  fine  business,"  he  told  himself.  "Is  he  going  to  die  here.' 
^Vho  is  he?  And  where  does  he  live.-'  What  am  I  to  do.''"  His 
face  was  compassionate,  yet  he  felt  a  vast  irritation  at  the  situation, 
manifest  in  the  nervous  action  of  his  hands  and  mouth. 

In  a  momentary  I'elief  from  the  increasing  spasms,  the  elder  man 

fasped:  "Get  me  off  of  here — anywhere — next  station.  This  is 
illing  me — I've  got  to  lie  down — or  die.  You've  got  to  get  me  off." 
His  companion  gazed  speculatively  down  the  length  of  the  car  in 
the  direction  whence  they  had  come.  His  brows  contracted  in  a 
sharp  grip  of  thought.  He  glanced  back  at  the  writhing  form  behind 
him,  half  in  contempt,  half  m  pity.  Once  it  seemed  as  if  he  were  on 
the  point  of  leaving  the  car.  The  train  was  slacking  speed  for  the 
next  stop.  As  the  noise  of  the  car  lessened  he  could  hear  more  plainly 
the  low,  incoherent  groans  of  the  other.  The  instant  of  decision 
came  and  passed.  He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "I  see  my  finish," 
he  muttered,  "but  I  can't  leave  the  poor  devil  to  die." 

He  called  the  brakeman  and  together  they  lifted  the  man  from 
his  seat  and  took  him  out  on  the  platform  before  the  little  bleak,  de- 
serted   station. 

"He's  pretty  near  all  in,  ain't  he.''"  whispered  the  brakeman  as 
he  returned  to  his  car.     The  train  pulled  out,  leaving  the  two  alone. 

AN  HOUR  later  the  sick  man  was  lying  in  the  "spare  bedroom" 
in  the  house  of  the  station  telegraph  operator — a  sympathetic, 
hospitable  young  man  with  an  ailing  wife  and  three  small 
children.  His  fellow-traveler,  who  had  been  so  forced  to  befriend  him, 
was  still  there.  The  room  itself  was  small  and  ugly  and  dark 
and  cold.  The  new-made  fire  which  crackled  in  an  unshapely  stove 
had  scarcely  begun  to  make  an  impression  on  the  ancient  hirking 
chill  of  the  place.  From  time  to  time  the  pale,  listless  wife  of  the 
operator  put  her  head  in  the  door  in  mute  question.  From  out  the 
shelter  of  her  skirts  would  peer  a  little  tow-headed  child  or  two, 
fearful  and  fascinated.  In  response  to  her  unasked  inquiry  she  got 
always  a  shake  of  the  head  from  the  man  who  sat  beside  the  bed. 
Outside  it  had  begun  to  snow,  a  thick,  wet,  obliterating  snow. 

They  had  done  all  that  could  be  done  for  the  man  who  was  ill. 
But  that  was  little.  The  village  in  which  they  foimd  themselves 
was  only  a  handful  of  upright-and-wing  houses  scattered  about  the 
rows  of  steel  rails.  There  was  a  doctor,  but  he,  too,  had  fallen  ill  and 
lay  in  his  bed.     They  had  telephoned  to  the  nearest  village  for  another. 
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He  was  away.  ^Vhen  he  came  back  she  would  tell  him,  so  his  wife 
said,  but  certainly  he  must  first  eat  his  Thanksgiving  dinner.  There 
was  nothing  left  but  to  watch  and  wonder — and  to  hope,  if  to  hope 
were  worth  the  effort. 

Our  reluctant  friend  sat  beside  the  bed  and  pondered,  now  and 
again  shrugging  his  shoulders,  a  whimsical  shadow  of  a  smile  in  the 
corners  of  his  tight-drawn  mouth.  He  was  still  in  his  overcoat. 
And  the  man  whom  destiny  had  thrust  ruthlessly  into  his  charge  lay 
m  the  bed  groaning  wretchedly,  a  gaunt,  gray  wreck  of  a  man.  The 
shadowy  smile  sometimes  deepened  on  the  younger  man's  face,  as 
if  the  full  bizarre  absurdity  of  this  blind,  indeterminable  event  over- 
came him,  and  he  would  turn  away  his  head. 

"\Vhy  doesn't  the  doctor  come.''"  kept  demanding  the  other. 

"He'll  come — don't  worry,"  was  the  invariable  answer. 

"But — Oh,  God,  man! — I  may  die." 

"No,  you  won't.     You'll  be  better  soon." 

For  the  first  hour  or  two  after  the  sick  man  had  been  put  in  bed, 
it  seemed  as  if  his  pain  were  lessening.  The  watcher  took  heart. 
In  one  of  the  periods  when  his  charge  lay  motionless  with  closed  eyes, 
he  felt  softly  in  the  pockets  of  the  man's  discarded  garments  until 
he  found  a  leather  case.  In  it  he  discovered  what  he  searched  for — 
the  man's  cards.  "Fraser  Warren,"  he  read,  and  the  address  was 
that  of  a  well-known  New  York  club.  "I  can't  say  I'm  glad  to 
make  your  acquaintance,  Mr.  Warren,"  he  thought.  Then  suddenly, 
"  ^Vhat  if  you  die .'  That's  my  finish."  He  jumped  to  his  feet  and 
strode  to  the  window,  gazing  out  on  the  meek  desolation  of  the  winter 
country,  already  lightly  palled  with  snow.  "He  mustn't  die.  I'm 
done  for  if  he  dies."    He  went  hastily  back  to  the  bed  and  bent  over. 

As  if  to  defeat  his  will,  the  paroxysms  of  pain  began  again,  with 
the  sharpness  of  death  in  their  stabs.  Warren's  eyes  met  his  in  the 
wild,  dumb  agony  of  an  animal.  Warren  had  forgotten,  as  the  des- 
perately ill  forget,  his  relation  to  his  companion;  he  saw  in  him  the 
one  human  near  thing  between  him  and — an  end. 

"Don't  let  me  die,"  he  got  out  shrilly.  "Don't,  don't!  Help 
me.  Can't  you  do  something!  God,  don't  leave  me!  Sit  here — 
on — bed.  Hold  my  hand — tight.  Tighter  than  that.  I  mustn't 
lose  my  nerve — if  I  lose  my  head,  I'm  gone.  I — can  live — if  I  don't 
get  frightened.  Rub  my  wrists — hard,  hard,  hard.  Too  much  at 
stake — business — understand.^  Bior — business — big  deal  next  week. 
You    won't  leave  me,  will  you  ?" 

"No — I'll  stay  right  here.     Don't  worry." 

129 


A   MODERN   THANKSGIVING   STORY 

"Oh,  man,  there's  a  woman— Fm  going  to  marrj  her— next 
month — you  hear?     Marry — next  month — I  tell  you  I  won't  die.'' 

So  it 'went  on.  The  other  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  held 
Warren's  hand  in  a  stern,  unrelaxing  grip,  not  daring  to  loosen  his 
fingers.  With  his  free  hand  he  chafed  the  sick  man's  wrists  when 
the  convulsions  of  pain  did  not  jerk  them  away.  He  began  to  lose 
the  sense  of  his  own  identity,  this  watcher,  as  he  sat  there  in  his 
cramped  uncomfortableness,  his  ears  jangling  with  the  piteous,  child- 
ish cries.  His  belief  in  the  dignity"  of  death  was  gone;  only  pity 
and  contempt  remained. 

"Where  is  the  doctor?"  Warren  was  crying.  "Why  doesn  t 
he  come .''" 

"He'll  come.     He'll  be  here,"  the  other  man  answered,  mechan- 
ically. ,  ,       , 
"  Talk  to  me,"  went  on  Warren,  wildly.     "  Help  me  keep  my  head. 
Read   to  me,  can't  you.?     Why  don't  you   do  something .=     Don't 
you   care?" 

His  companion  gazed  helplessly  about  the  room.     He  saw  no 
book  there  except  a  cheaply  bound  Bible  on  the  bureau. 
"There's  a  Bible — you  want  that.'"  he  asked. 
"Anything — only  do  something." 

The  younger  man  released  himself  long  enough  to  fetch  the  Bible. 
It  fell  open  at  the  Psalms.  A  grim  sense  of  humor  possessed  him, 
and  after  a  moment's  search  he  began  to  read ;  as  he  read  he  had  a 
mental  glimpse  of  himself  sitting  on  the  bed  of  an  unknown  man 
holding  his  hand  and  reading  the  Bible.  It  charged  his  voice  with 
irony. 

He  took  a  certain  delight  in  the  fine  incongruity  of  it  all,  in  the 
splendid  sarcasm  of  the  words  he  read  in  the  face  of  their  situation. 
"  'Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul:  and  all  that  is  within  me,  bless 
His  holy  name.  Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul,  and  forget  not  all  His 
benefits:  who  forgiveth  all  thine  iniquities;  who  healeth  all  thy 
diseases;  who  redeemeth  thy  life  from  destruction;  who  crowneth 
thee  with  loving-kindness  and  tender  mercies;  who  satisfieth  thv 
mouth  with  good  things ;  so  that  thy  youth  is  renewed  like  the  eagle's.'" 
At  first  only  his  mouth  was  full  of  the  sonorous  rhetoric;  his 
thought  kept  to  the  grim  absurdity  of  the  occasion,  to  the  idea  of 
Ids  reading  a  Thanksgiving  psalm  at  such  a  time,  at  such  a  place. 
Yet  as  he  went  mechanically  on,  the  words  took  on  a  new  significance, 
or  rather  an  old  significance.  A  great,  fearful  solemnity  encom- 
passed him.     He  forgot  the  groans  of  his  companion,  he  forgot  the 

130 


A  MODERN   THANKSGIVING   STORY 

hand  he  held,  the  room  he  was  in.  There  was  in  him  only  the  sense 
of  two  small  creatures  beset  by  awful  terrors.  His  voice  uncon- 
sciously took  on  a  pleading  accent.  He  was  reading  for  himself  as 
well  as  for  Warren.  '"He  hath  not  dealt  with  us  after  our  sins, 
nor  rewarded  us  according  to  our  iniquities.'  " 

He  read  on  and  on,  turning  backward  or  forward  as  the  impulse 
seized  him,  or  as  some  awakened  memory  of  his  boyhood  suggested. 
The  puny  outcries  of  this  man  beside  him,  his  own  revolt  against  the 
thing  he  was  fleeing  from,  became  in  some  way  dignified  and  up- 
lifted in  the  face  of:  "  'Return,  ye  children  of  men.  For  a  thousand 
years  in  Thy  sight  are  but  as  yesterday  when  it  is  past,  and  as  a  watch 
in  the  night.  Thou  carriest  them  away  as  with  a  flood;  they  are  as 
a  sleep :  in  the  morning  they  are  like  grass  which  groweth  up.  In  the 
evening  it  is  cut  down  and'withereth.'  "  Presently  he  became  con- 
scious that  he  was  crying  to  Something  to  save  him;  that  the  words 
he  read  were  instinct  with  a  human  appeal,  /m  appeal  merging  into 
the  appeal  of  Warren  and  of  the  writer  of  the  Psalm  and  of  all  men. 
They  were  at  a  primitive  moment,  naked,  laid  bare,  afraid. 

The  hours  went  by  solemnly.  Once  the  telegraph  operator  came 
in  on  tip-toe  and  whispered:  "The  wife  wants  to  know  if  you'll  come 
down  and  eat  Thanksgiving  dinner  with  us  ?" 

The  watcher  shook  his  head.  "I  can't  leave  him.  I  don't 
want  anything  to  eat."     Then  he  resumed  his  reading.     .     .     . 

TOWARD  twilight,  after  this  strange  day  of  prayer  and  fasting 
and  pain,  the  doctor  came,  a  blufl'  hearty  man,  suggestive  of 
his  late  feasting  and  good  cheer.  He  gave  Warren  medicine 
and  some  opiate  to  induce  sleep  and  ease  the  pain. 

"Not  a  very  gay  Thanksgiving  for  you  and  your  friend  here,"  he 
said  as  he  departed. 

The  other  shook  his  head  absently.  "No — a  good  deal  like  the 
original   product  in  some  ways." 

The  doctor  stared,  then  laughed.  "Oh,  I  see — but  that's  out 
of  date  now." 

"Yes — quite,"  the  other  answered.  He  followed  the  doctor  into 
the  hall.     "  What  about  him  .»"  he  asked.     "  Will  he  die .»" 

"  I  think  the  worst  of  it  is  over.  In  some  miraculous  way  the  man 
has  existed  throughout  the  day.  He'll  sleep  now.  Tomorrow  I'll 
come  again.     He'll  be  better  then." 

"Yes,  come  tomorrow.  I  can't  stay.  I  have  to  go  on  as  soon 
as  possible." 
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When  Warren  had  fallen  asleep,  his  companion  went  out  under 
the  sky.  The  snow  had  ceased.  There  were  high,  keen  stars.  He 
stood  as  one  on  the  first  awakening  from  a  dream,  dazed.  The  recent 
experience  had  been  so  immemorial,  so  untranslatable  into  the  more 
or  less  expected  occurrences  of  life,  that  he  could  not  revert  easily 
to  his  own  familiar  affairs.  The  object  of  the  early  morning  that 
he  had  seen  so  clearly,  whose  effect  he  had  calculated  so  coolly,  now, 
here  in  this  alien  vastness,  where  the  rush  of  Almighty  wings  might 
sweep  the  silence,  were  almost  unthinkable;  he  was  bewildered, 
unnerved,  affrighted. 

"What  a  Thanksgiving  Day,"  he  murmured.  "We  have  spent 
the  day  in  fear  of  death — and  our  enemies — fasting  and  praying. 
Great  heaven,  what  a  reversion  to  our  forefathers.  To  the  ideas  of 
them.  He  is  not  a  Puritan  exactly,  nor  am  1.  And  he  has  escaped. 
He  can  be  thankful  all  right.     Me — what's  the  end  of  me.^" 

He  returned  to  the  upper  room.  Warren  was  asleep.  A  kerosene 
lamp  burned  evilly  on  the  bureau.  He  pulled  a  chair  to  the  stove, 
replenished  the  fire,  and  sunk  into  abstraction.  He  was  so  little  heed- 
ful of  the  flight  of  time  that  it  was  nearly  midnight  when  Warren 
stirred,  awoke,  and  called  to  him  in  a  weak  voice. 

"Come    over    here,"    he    said. 

His  companion  came  to  the  bed  and  sat  down.  "How  are  you  f" 
he  asked. 

"Better.  It's  over  now,  thank  God.  No  need  to  worry.  Maybe 
it  won't  happen  again  for  a  long  time.     What  time  is  it  ?" 

"About  midnight." 

"The  day  has  gone.  I  didn't  get  home.  Queer  Thanksgiving, 
eh  ?" 

"Very." 

"You  were  speaking  this  morning  about — oh — praver  and  fasting. 
We— had  it." 

"Yes--no  doubt  of  that." 

"Do  you  believe  that  Bible  did  any  good  .^" 

"It  was  adapted  to  the  occasion — which  is  more  than  you  can  say 
of  the  usual  service  of  the  day." 

"God  knows  I'm  thankful.  I've  got  a  lot  to  live  for.  And  I 
can't  tell  you  how  thankful  I  am  to  you  for " 

"Don't  try." 

"  But  I  want  to.     Never  in  all  my  life  was  anv  man  so  white  to  me." 

"Let's  forget  that." 

"Foijiet   it?     I've   ruined   your  dav " 
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"No,  you  haven't  ruined  my  day.  You've  only  ruined  what  I 
was  going  to  do  today." 

"Important?" 

"Very." 

"I'm  sorry.     Can't  I  make  it  up  to  you?" 

"No." 

"I  wish  you'd  tell  me  your  name.     Mine  is  Warren." 

"It  wouldn't  help  any  to  tell  you  my  name,  Mr.  Warren." 

The  sick  man  raised  his  head  curiously.  "It  would  help  me. 
Who  are  you  ?     What  made  you  do  this .?" 

"The  Lord  knows  what  made  me  do  it.  As  to  who  I  am — now 
that  we've  got  through  safely — it  can't  matter.  If  you  think  you  can 
get  on  alone  safely  through  the  night,  I'd  like  to  go.  There's  a  train 
at  three  in  the  morning.     I  want  to  catch  it  if  I  can't  help  any  more." 

Warren  lifted  himself  higher  in  the  bed.  His  eyes,  bleached  as 
they  were  from  pain,  drew  together  keenly.  "See  here,"  he  said 
quickly,  "we've  been  thrown  together  for  the  damnedest  Thanks- 
giving that  two  men  ever  had.  We've  been  pretty  close  to  the  limit 
of  what  life  has  to  offer.     You've  got  a  story  to  tell.     Tell  it." 

His  friend  laughed  shortly.  After  a  moment  of  hesitation  he 
answered.  "You  are  right.  It's  a  queer  day.  I'll  help  to  make 
it  queerer.  I'm  a  defaulter.  I  was  running  away  when  you  stopped 
me.     If  you  hadn't,  I'd  been  far  away  by  now.     That's  the  story." 

There  was  a  silence.     "So  I  ruined  your  chance.''"  said  W^arren. 

"In    all   probability." 

"How  much  were  you  short?" 

"Fifteen  hundred  dollars." 

"Not   much." 

"Not  for  vou  maybe.     For  me." 

"What'd  Vou  do  it  for?" 

"Wife." 

"How  do  you  mean?" 

"She  was  sick.  I  sent  her  to  a  hospital  for  an  operation.  She 
died  afterward.  I  didn't  have  the  money.  So  I  took  it  out  of  the 
firm— little  by  little." 

"Ah!"     Then— "What  firm?" 

"May  and  Spaulding,  in  Glenloch.     I  was  the  cashier." 

"John  May.?" 

"Yes." 

"I  know  him.     What's  your  name?" 

"Steele — Haven  Steele.     Suggestive,  eh?" 
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"What  are  vou  going  to  do  now?" 

"Get  out."' 

"Have  they  discovered  it — the  loss?" 

"Not  yet.     They  won't  before  tomorrow  night." 

"If  you  are  caught?" 

Steele  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"If  the  money  were  paid?" 

"It  won't  be  paid.  In  any  case  May  is  a  hard  man.  I'm  done 
for  there." 

"What  do  you  want  to  do?" 

"Get  away — begin  again.     I'm  no  criminal." 

There  was  another  long  silence.  Warren  spoke  again.  "I  know 
May.  I'll — fix  it  for  you  before  tomorrow  night.  It  so  happens  that 
I  can  fix  it." 

"Could  you  fix  it  so  that  they  wouldn't  chase  me?"  demanded 
Steele,  desperately.  "That  idea  of  people  after  me — Indians — kills 
me.     Could  you  do  that  ?" 

"I  think  so." 

"Tell  him  I'll  pay  it  back,  will  you  ?" 

"Yes." 

Steele  felt  out  and  found  Warren's  hand.  He  held  it  closely. 
Suddenly  he  put  his  face  into  his  free  arm.  "God,  God,  God,"  he 
muttered,  "I'm  thankful.  God,  I'm  thankful.  'Who  healeth  all 
thy  diseases.     Who  forgiveth  all  thine  iniquities.'  " 

Neither  of  them  spoke  again.  The  fire  died  down  and  the  room 
grew  cold.  Warren  fell  asleep  once  more.  Steele  gently  released 
his  hand,  stood  tor  a  moment  looking  into  the  man's  face  steadily. 
Noiselessly  he  replenished  the  fire,  took  his  coat  and  hat,  and  went 
away. 

SATISFACTION 

TO  sit  at  close  of  some  right  royal  day 
Wherein  we've  had  our  hearty  fill  of  play — 
To  sit,  and  smilingly  in  retrospect 
Upon  each  golden  moment  dwell,  reflect, 
Dear  satisfaction  is:  yet  less,  far  less 
Contents  it  than  when,  after  strain  and  stress, 
Surveving  backward,  by  the  night  reprieved. 
We  gloat  and  triumph  over  work  achieved. 

— Edwin   L.   Sabin. 


JONAS  LIE  OF  NORWAY  AND  AMERICA: 
A  PAINTER  WHO  HAS  FOUND  THE  SECRET 
OF  SUGGESTING  ON  CANVAS  NATURE'S 
MANIFOLD  MOODS 

ONAS  LIE,  painter  of  wild  winds  and  thunderclouds, 
of  snow  hills  and  vague,  misty  rivers,  is  an  American 
by  environment  and  training,  a  Scandinavian  by 
heritage.  Having  learned  hard  common  sense  in 
the  country  of  his  adoption,  he  has  decided  to  remain 
in  America  to  study  and  work  until  he  begins  to  feel 
the  fulness  of  power  that  every  true  artist  recognizes 
when  it  comes  into  his  own  work.  Having  inherited  the  soul  of  a 
poet,  together  with  the  great  gift  of  a  rare,  fine  execution,  he  has 
decided  that  when  the  day  comes  that  assures  him  of  the  possibility 
of  greater  fulfilment  in  his  art,  he  will  go  back  to  Norway  for  a  long 
sojourn,  to  paint  the  legends,  myths  and  superstitions  of  his  native  land. 
So  drenched  is  Norway  with  old  legends  and  fairy  stories  and  a 
pervasive  intimacy  with  the  supernatural  that  it  is  impossible  to 
understand  Norwegian  character,  especially  as  expressed  in  Nor- 
wegian art,  without  some  comprehension  of  the  spirit-world.  For, 
the  world  of  the  sailors  and  fishers  of  the  white  Northland,  the  world 
of  the  peasants  and  the  simple  country  folk,  is  inhabited  by  savage, 
wicked  elves  and  spirits;  everything  is  controlled  by  its  own  demon, 
who  must  be  propitiated  if  life  is  to  go  smoothly.  Even  the  weather 
is  controlled  by  various  demons,  and  the  canny  Finns  with  their 
pretensions  of  magical  power  have  reaped  a  rich  harvest  from  the 
superstitious  Norwegians,  many  of  whom  still  buy  fair  weather  from 
the  Gan-Finn  by  the  sackful.  Whoever  has  known  a  Norwegian 
fisherman  has  heard  of  the  Draicg,  that  demon  of  the  sea  who  rides 
in  half  a  boat,  and  who  is  a  warning  of  swift  and  awful  death. 

Jonas  Lie  acknowledges  that,  in  spite  of  his  practical,  common- 
sense  existence  in  unsuperstitious  America,  as  soon  as  he  gets 
among  the  peasants  of  his  native  province,  he  is  driven  by  a  kind  of 
atavistic  force  into  a  temporary  full  acceptance  of  their  superstitions. 
In  a  word,  American  training  has  not  eradicated  the  heritage  he 
received  from  his  Norwegian  ancestry,  and  there  still  remains  the 
power  to  understand  and  sympathize  with  the  superstitions,  and  the 
ability  to  see  them  fully  from  the  peasants'  and  sailoi's'  point  of  view, 
even  while,  on  the  other  hand,  intellectually  recognizing  their  absurdity. 
And  so  Jonas  Lie  intends  in  time  to  make  a  record  in  his  paintings 
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of  these  fascinating  and  mysterious  myths  and  legends,  just  as  his 
uncle,  the  great  Jonas  Lie  of  Norway,  has  done  in  literature. 

Jonas  Lie  the  painter  is  still  a  very  young  man.  He  was  born 
in  Norway  in  eighteen  hundred  and  eighty.  When  he  was  twelve 
years  old  his  father  died  and  it  was  decided  that  the  boy  should  go 
to  the  famous  uncle  whose  name  he  bears,  and  who  was  then  residing 
in  Paris.  After  a  wonderful  year  spent  in  the  French  capital,  he 
came  to  America  to  join  his  mother,  who  was  a  young  American 
woman.  With  the  exception  of  brief  visits  to  his  native  land,  he 
has  resided  in^^^Jiis  mother's  coimtry  ever  since,  being,  in  fact,  more 
American  than  Norwegian  in  tastes  and  appearance.  ^Vhen  he 
came  to  this  country  as  a  boy  of  thirteen,  he  was  entered  in  the  Ethical 
Culture  School,  of  New  York  City.  It  is  the  conspicuous  merit  of 
this  famous  school  founded  by  Dr.  Felix  Adler  that  particular  attention 
is  given  to  the  development  of  individual  talent  of  whatever  kind 
may  be  shown.  It  was  not  long  before  young  Lie's  artistic  gifts 
were  manifest  in  his  work.  Back  in  his  own  Norway  he  had,  as  a 
very  little  boy,  heard  the  call  of  the  art  spirit,  and  had  seen  in  his 
fantastic  boyish  fancy  the  vision  of  a  life  given  to  the  service  of  this 
spirit.  In  these  very  young  days,  however,  his  dream  had  been  of 
music,  and  he  thought  of  being  a  great  composer  whose  work  should 
interpret;  the  spirit  of  his  country  in  exquisite  sound.  But  here  in 
America' at  the  Ethical  Culture  School  he  found  that  his  greatest 
gift  seemed  to  do  with  line  and  color,  and  he  followed  the  advice 
of  wise  teachers  when  they  urged  him  to  develop  this  gift  along  with 
his  musical  sense.  He  was  encouraged  to  attend  the  evening  classes 
of  the  Academy  of  Design  for  a  year  or  so,  and  after  that  he  had  a 
course  of  hard  work  at  the  Art  Students'  League,  all  of  this  work 
being  done  in  the  evening.  While  he  was  still  a  student  at  the  Acad- 
emy he  had  the  temerity  to  send  a  small  canvas  to  the  jury  for  the  ex- 
hibition of  nineteen  hundred.  The  boy's  picture,  "The  Gray  Day," 
painted  at  Rockaway  Beach,  was  accepted  and  well  hung.  Since 
that  time  he  has  exhibited  at  almost  every  meeting  of  the  Academy. 

THREE  years  later,  he  met  with  an  even  more  gratifying  success 
at  the  exhibition  of  the  Pennsylvania  Academy.  Not  only 
was  his  canvas  accepted  by  the  jury,  but  it  was  promptly  |)ur- 
chased  by  no  less  a  person  than  the  veteran  artist,  W.  M.  Chase, 
whose  enthusiasm  for  the  work  of  the  young  Norwegian  has  never 
waned.  Mr.  Lie  tells  an  amusing  story  concerning  Mr.  Chase's 
interest  in  his  work.     When  he  (Lie)  was  told  by  the  Pennsylvania 
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Academy  of  the  sale  of  his  picture,  he  immediately  began  to  pledge 
his  credit  to  the  extent  of  the  price  he  was  to  receive  for  the  painting — 
money  being  scarce  with  him,  as  is  usually  the  case  with  young  Amer- 
ican painters.  After  incurring,  on  the  strength  of  the  purchase, 
a  variety  of  distressing  small  liabilities,  he  was  surprised  one  day  to 
receive  his  picture  back  with  no  word  of  explanation,  and  his  financial 
embarrassment  was  as  great  as  his  surprise.  Ruefully  the  picture 
was  laid  aside  and  its  frame  appropriated  for  another  painting  to  be 
submitted  for  exhibition  at  the  Society  of  American  Artists.  Tliii 
canvas  in  turn  was  accepted  and  hung.  On  varnishing  day,  when 
Lie  came  back  from  the  exhibition,  he  found  a  letter  from  the  Penn- 
sylvania Academy,  explaining  that  the  picture  which  Mr.  Chase 
had  purchased  had  been  returned  by  mistake,  and  that  he  wished 
it  the  next  day.  But  the  frame  was  gone,  was,  in  fact,  hung  at  the 
New  York  exhibition.  There  was  a  great  scurry  to  duplicate  it,  but 
of  course  the  picture  was  delivered  promptly  the  next  day,  and  young 
Jonas  Lie  went  to  the  exhibition  of  the  Society  with  a  glad  heart, 
to  find  to  his  still  further  surprise  that  the  Society  picture  had  also 
been  sold  to  ]Mr.  Chase. 

Since  this  first  success  Lie  has  not  lacked  appreciation  in  America, 
where  he  really  more  than  half  belongs.  Until  little  more  than 
a  year  ago  he  worked  as  a  designer  in  a  cotton  print  factory, 
giving  only  his  leisure  hours  to  his  painting.  And  yet  m  spite  of  his 
being  absorbed  in  this  rather  humble  method  of  earning  his  living, 
he  has  made  a  constant  and  successful  showing  of  his  pictures  at 
the  most  important  exhibitions;  frequently,  as  in  the  case  of  the 
Carnegie  Institute,  by  special  invitation.  He  was  awarded  a  silver 
medal  at  the  St.  Louis  Exposition  for  his  "Mill  Race,"  a  picture 
somewhat  suggestive  of  Thaulow,  which  was  pui-chased  by  the  St. 
Louis  Club,  and  he  is  now  represented  in  many  of  the  best  private 
and  public  galleries  in  America.  In  spite  of  his  exhibition  successes, 
Mr.  Lie  prefers  individual  exhibitions,  believing,  as  so  many  artists 
do  now,  that  the  public  can  get  a  just  estimate  of  an  artist's  work  only 
by  seeing  it  collectively  displayed. 

In  considering  the  work  of  Jonas  Lie  we  are  not  measuring  attain- 
ment so  much  as  we  are  watching  the  development  of  an  interesting 
career.  True,  he  has  produced  work  of  which  many  an  older  painter 
might  be  proud;  but  his  greatest  merit  of  strength  lies  in  the  steady, 
consistent  progress  born  out  of  conscientious  and  patient  labor  and 
also  out  of  the  courage  with  which  he  has  met  and  overcome  ob- 
stacles which  might  have  killed  the  spirit  of  a  less  sincere  artist. 
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JONAS  LIE  started  in  life  with  a  rich  inheritance  of  artistic  gift 
from  a  family  noted  for  genius  in  one  form  or  another.  In 
Norway  today  there  is  probably  no  more  beloved  name  than 
that  of  the  poet  and  novelist,  Jonas  Lie,  after  whom  the  young  painter 
was  named.  Less  well  known  to  English  and  American  readers 
than  Ibsen,  Sinding  or  Bjornsen;  in  Scandinavia  he  is  far  more 
widely  read  and  more  generally  appreciated.  No  other  writer  has 
attained  anything  like  Lie's  commanding  literary  influence  and  fame 
in  Norway.'  He  has  woven  into  grim,  weird,  thrilling  tales  the  folk 
myths  and  superstitions  which  are  so  inextricably  a  part  of  the  wild 
life  of  the  daring  sailors  and  fishers  of  the  sub-arctic  Northland;  and 
to  the  Norwegian  country  folk  these  stories  have  a  realism  the  for- 
eigner can  hardly  understand.  The  elder  Lie  has  long  been  looked 
upon  by  Continental  critics  as  a  supreme  master  of  the  short  story. 
He  has"  been  called  "the  world's  greatest  short  story  writer,  with  the 
possible  exception  of  de  Maupassant."  Ibsen  admired  the  elder 
Lie's  work  immensely,  and  the  two  men  were  intimate  and  devoted 
friends.  It  is  said  that  Lie  served  Ibsen  as  a  model  for  many  of  the 
qualities  of  Dr.  Stockmann  in  "An  Enemy  of  the  People." 

What  more  natural,  then,  that  the  young  American  wife  of  the 
Norwegian  civil  engineer  should  name  her  son  after  the  famous 
uncle,  the  writer  beloved  by  her  husband's  people — whom  she  had 
come  to  love  as  her  own  people  ?  In  addition,  there  were  painters, 
poets,  musicians  and  novelists  in  this  family  circle.  There  was 
an  aunt  who  was  idolized  in  the  country  as  Norway's  greatest  pianist, 
and  a  cousin,  Eyolf  Soot,  a  painter  of  strange,  wild  genius,  too  in- 
dolent to  give  his  countr^onen  all  his  work  that  they  craved,  and 
choosing  for  his  few  pictures  always  weird  and  terrible  themes  vvhich 
had  a  vast  appeal  to  the  wild  imagination  of  his  Northland  admirers. 

And  so,  when  the  great  Ibsen  died  and  was  borne  to  his  tomb,  fol- 
lowed by  a  procession  of  the  most  notable  men  in  Norway,  it  was  no 
wonder  that  a  good  de;d  of  curiosity  centered  about  young  Jonas  Lie, 
who,  in  company  with  his  uncle,  the  writer,  was  one  of  the  vast  cor- 
tege. From  time  to  time,  word  had  come  from  America  of  the 
successes  of  young  Lie,  who  had  gone  away  as  a  little  boy,  and  the 
fact  that  his  pictures  were  so  often  of  snow-covered  hillsides  was 
noted  with  pride.  Who  but  a  Norwegian  could  paint  snow  encrusted 
by  frost  so  that  it  liad  the  effect  of  sparkling  in  icy  winds  ? 

And  that  the  blood  of  the  North  is  truly  in  his  veins  is  shown 
in  many  of  the  winter  landscapes  of  Jonas  Lie;  born  and  cradled 
in  the  land  of  snow  and  ice,  winter  subjects  appeal  to  him  more  than 
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any  others.     He  likes  best  to  paint  a  snow-covered  hillside  with  a 
gray,   leaden   sky;  here   and    there   a   bright-colored    weed    pushing 
through  the  stretches  of  white.     Or  quiet,  mysterious  scenes  in  which 
a  lone  bird  hovers  above  a  hilltop  that  is  shrouded  in  snow.      Some 
of  his  work  in  this  key  suggests  the  painting  of  the  other  ^reat  Scandi- 
navian, Fritz  Thaulow.     There  is  a  force  about  his  work,  a  mastery 
of  composition,  which  goes  far  to  atone  for  an  occasional  artificiality 
of  expression,  or  crudity  of  coloring.     Both  these  weaknesses,  it  is 
noticed  by  those  who  love  and  follow  his  work,  are  becoming  rarer, 
for  he  is  conscientious  and  patient  in  his  desire  for  perfection— and 
only  twenty-seven  years  old.     So  far  Lie  has  painted  a  great  many 
Norwegian  landscapes,  but  practically  nothing  of  the  life  of  his  native 
land;  but  one  canvas  of  Norwegian  people,  "The  Peasants'  Dance," 
a  picture  which  has  been  exhibited  several  times.     It  shows  the  in- 
terior of  a  barn,  lighted  by  a  low-hanging,  smoky  lamp;  there  are 
rough,  serious-looking  peasants,  men  and  women,  all  dancing  wildly 
to  a  fiddler's  labored  music.  The  difficulties  of  composition  incidental 
to  the  blending  of  the  riot  of  color  in  the  garish  dress  of  the  peasants 
have  been  well  and  thoughtfully  mastered,  and  the  result  is  an  in- 
timate picture  of  the  Norwegian  peasant  in  a  play  mood.     It  is  a 
scene    that     suggests     Grieg's    "Northern    Dances."      Other   figure 
paintings,  but  not  of  Norwegian  life,  are  "The  Emigrant's  Wharf," 
showing  a  row  of  uncouth  and  anxious  figures  against  the  sullen, 
sombre  evening  sky,  and  "Burning  Leaves,"  a  picture  of  rich  color 
in  which  two  children  are  watching  a  pile  of  slowly  burning  leaves. 
As  a  painter  of  Nature,  viewing  her  many  moods  with  the  eyes  of 
a  poet  and  idealist.  Lie  has  reached  his  highest  level  thus  far.     Like 
his  friend,  Van  Dearing  Perrine,  he  likes  Nature  in  motion;  he  likes 
the  whirl  of  wind  and  storm  through  his  pictures;  yet  the  caressing 
play  of  sunlight  on  frosted  snow  and  the  gentle  breeze  and  slow- 
floating  clouds  interest  him  no  less  than  the  wild  bursts  of  destructive 
storm.     The  clouds  of  a  June  day,  hazy  and  dreamy,  and  the  storm 
clouds  that  tell  dark  tales  of  elemental  passion  are  equally  interesting 
to  this  painter.     Or,  in  another  mood,  he  paints  a  boat  that  glides 
like  a  phantom  in  an  evening  calm.     Standing  before  one  of  his 
wild  storm  pictures  such  as  "Wind  Swept,"   or  "Autumn  Gale," 
if  one  is  imaginative  there  is  a  shiver  of  apprehension  before  the  blast 
which  strips  the  poplars  and  beeches  of  their  autumn  leaves.     It 
used  to  be  said  that  no  man  could  paint  such  an  invisible  force  as  the 
wind,  but  Jonas  Lie  has  found  out  the  secret  of  his  art  which  sends 
a  gale  across  canvas  from  frame  to  frame. 

139 


THINGS  ENGLISH  AND  JAPANESE:  MORE  OF 
THE  UNPUBLISHED  LETTERS  OF  LAFCADIO 
HEARN:    BY  OSMAN  EDWARDS 

"^S  INIIGHTliave  been  inferred  from  his  devotion  to  the 
French  Romantics,  Lafcadio  Hearn  admired  their 
greatest  English  disciple  with  similar  enthusiasm  and 
entered  a  similar  protest  against  ungrateful  decadence. 
Of  INlr.  Swinburne's  amplitude  he  wrote  in  ample 
praise : 

"You  have  not  yet,  perhaps,  fairly  gauged  the 
enverqure  of  Swinburne:  it  takes  time — for  his  genius  is  like  'a  land 
shadowing  with  wings.'  The  greatest  lyric  jioetry,  the  greatest 
trilogy  of  drama,  the  finest  modern  presentation  in  English  literature 
of  the'  Greek  as  well  as  of  the  Gothic  spirit— even  this  is  but  a  part  of 
Swinburne.    Surely  he  has  the  right  to  juggle  with  words  occasionally 

to  make  sounding  skeletons  of  form  that  will  teach  new  possibilities. 

I  feel  as  if  it  were  the  duty  of  the  broad  thinker  now  to  stand  up  for 
Swinburne — considering  the  real  nature  of  the  base  reaction  against 
him— the  bigotry  that  dares  the  question  'Is  he  a  poet  at  all.^'  Had 
he  written  only  'Hertha'  he  would  still  stand  in  the  front  line.  Only 
Meredith  has  put  thoughts  like  that  into  verse. 

"  I  fancy  that  we  are  ungrateful  to  our  greatest, — do  not  take  the 
time  to  assure  ourselves  how  great  they  are,— to  convince  ourselves 
tliat  after  a  hundred  readings  the  charm  still  grows,  and  will  continue 
to  grow  from  soul  to  soul  forever.  We  are  too  much  allured  by  the 
new — the  charm  of  'the  strange  woman;'  and  in  ninety-nine  cases 
out  of  one  hundred  the  strange  Muse  does  not  deserve  our  worship. 
.  .  .  Surely  a  conservative  movement  in  poetry  must  come — if  only  to 
prevent  the  desecration  of  the  art  of  expression." 

One  may  infer  from  the  transcription  of  a  lecture  on  "Naked 
Poetry,"  taken  down  in  longhand  by  INIr.  Teizaburo  Inomata  and 
printed  in  the  appendix  to  Miss  Bisland's  volume,  that  such  talks  on 
English  literature  had  a  higher  value  than  the  lecturer  attached  to 
them.  Their  fusion  of  ethical  Avith  literary  comment  would  convey 
more  of  the  spirit  of  an  author  than  technical  criticism  of  the  form, 
necessarily  unfamiliar  to  Tokyo  students.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  Mr. 
T.  Ochiai  will  give  to  the  world  more  extracts  from  those  "five 
manuscript  volumes,"  if  only  to  confute  the  lecturer's  over-modest 
estimate  of  himself. 

" Ah!   my  lectures!    No,  they  will  never  be  printed.     I  could 

never  become  a  critic.    INIy  talks  to  the  students  about  the  great  poets 
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are  the  talks  of  a  man  without  scholarship.  I  make  the  lectures 
appeal  only  to  the  emotional  and  intellectually-imaginative  side  of  my 
pupils — I  explain  sentiments,  make  parallels  with  Buddhist  philoso- 
phy and  emotional  philosophy.  In  fact  I  do  everything  which  it  is 
forbidden  to  do  in  a  Western  university — ^at  least  I  so  imagine.  But 
the  result,  in  the  case  of  Japanese  students,  satisfies  me:  I  excite 
their  curiosity,  prompt  them  to  attempt  translations,  I  have  actually 
succeeded  in  making  Rossetti  popular  with  them,  and  in  interesting 
them  in  Fitzgerald,  Meredith,  James  Thompson,  O'Shaughnessy,  etc., 
as  well  as  Swinburne  in  his  Gothic  phases.  When  I  say  this,  you 
must  understand  me  to  mean  only  that  I  have  evoked  interest:  the 
whole  comprehension  of  such  foreign  poetry  is  out  of  the  question. 
Were  the  lectures  printed,  everybody  would  laugh;  but  they  were 
written  out  with  a  full  comprehension  of  the  difficulties  to  be  over- 
come— and,  at  times,  worded  and  illustrated  as  for  children." 

Of  the  younger  writers  Kipling  aroused  his  enthusiasm.  He  was 
angry  with  a  criticaster,  who  had  denied  the  possession  of  style  to 
the  author  of  "The  Naulahka."  "Does  he  really  think  that  Kipling 
has  no  style  ?  Certainly  his  work  shows  immense  care  and  control. 
But  what  do  we  mean  by  style .' — I  take  style  to  be  the  personality, 
the  character  of  the  man,  expressed  in  language — the  individual  dif- 
ference made  recognizable  by  choice  of  words  and  measure  of  sen- 
tences. Gosse  is  inclined  to  grant  Kipling  style.  Let  me  suggest  a 
reading  of  the  passage  from  'The  Naulahka,'  beginning  'Listen,  my 
sister.'  I  think  you  will  acknowledge  style  there.  Still  for  a  suppler 
and  rarer  quality  I  am  fonder  of  Stevenson.  Kipling's  greatness  in 
poetry  depends  somewhat  (although  by  no  means  altogether)  on  his 
recognition  of  the  truth  insisted  upon  by  Emerson — that  the  language 
of  the  street  is  more  forcible  by  far  than  the  language  of  the  academy. 
I  believe  the  future  princes  of  prose  will  be  obliged  to  master 
both." 

Thus  the  weaver  of  beautiful  words,  himself  a  "prince  of  prose," 
was  less  horrified  than  many  fastidious  purists  by  the  auriferous  slang 
of  "The  Absent-minded  Beggar."  Though  his  sympathies  were 
wholly  with  the  Boers,  he  was  touched  by  the  Imperialist  Tyrtaeus 
and  expressed  no  grudging  appreciation: — 

"By  this  last  mail  I  received  from  you  the  (to  me  precious)  copy 
of  Kipling's  ripping  and  ringing  appeal.  It  is  impossible  not  to  feel 
stirred  quite  as  much  by  the  warm  vigorous  humanism  of  the  thing, 
as  by  the  glorious  lilt  and  rhythm  of  the  verses.  Indeed  Kipling  seems 
to  be  directly  inspired  in  most  of  what  he  sings  by  the  very  Lord  and 
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Giver  of  Life — though  I  thought  that  there  was  something  of  an  in- 
sincere tone  in  that  poem  about  Paul  Kruger  in  the  'Old  King.' 

"My  father,  Charles  Bush  Ilearn,  was  Surgeon-^Iajor  of  the 
Seventy-sixth  Regiment  (now  Second  Battalion  West  Riding,  I  think) : 
and  I  remember  that  when  I  was  a  child,  our  house  used  to  be  peopled 
at  times  with  young  men  in  scarlet  and  gold.  With  me  the  love  of  the 
English  army  is  perhaps  hereditary:  I  could  not  fail  to  sympathise 
with  Kipling's  splendid  call  for  help.  Yet — forgive  me  for  saying  it 
— I  could  not  but  regret  at  the  same  time  that  the  poor  brave  Boers 
have  no  bard  to  speak  for  them;  and  I  should  like  to  see  the  same 
humanism  extended  to  the  other  side — a  uos  amis  les  ennemis." 

IT  was  very  natural  that  on  general  as  well  as  particular  grounds 
Ilearn's  hereditary  love  of  the  army  was  far  outAveighed  by 
other  sentiments,  which  the  Boer  war  called  into  play.  While  he 
felt  deeply,  he  also  reasoned  soundly,  and  none  who  accept  his  pre- 
mises could  question  the  justice  or  the  sincerity  of  his  conclusions. 

"As  for  the  Boer  war-episode,"  he  wrote,  "alas!  Kipling,  whom  I 
reverenced,  and  Swinburne,  advocate  of  human  freedom  (!)  have 
both  sinned  against  justice  in  my  poor  opinion.  Yes,  as  you  say,  the 
Boer  system  of  society  was  'behind  the  age;'  but  is  that  a  reason  why 
they  should  not  be  allowed  to  keep  their  country  and  customs  to 
themselves,  and  to  resist  outside  pressure  that  threatens  the  destruc- 
tion, in  short  order,  of  their  patriarchal  contentment  and  simplicity.'' 
I  confess  that  to  me  the  introduction  of  Western  civilization  into 
Japan  seems  a  horrible  injustice;  and  the  spectacle  of  an  older  and, 
in  some  respects,  more  moral  system — full  of  delicacy  and  strange 
beauty — being  deformed  and  destroyed  by  our  industrial  exactions, 
is  not  pretty!  There  are  men  who  have  the  courage  to  state  plainly 
that  might  is  right,  and  in  the  cosmic  order  of  things  I  suppose  that  it 
is.  But  I  have  the  emotional  bias.  It  does  not  seem  to  me  quite 
certain  that  because  our  civilization  of  applied  science  has  the  effect 
of  increasing,  by  forced  effort,  the  cubic  capacity  of  the  brain,  and  the 
meshes  of  the  nervous  plexus — of  obliging  a  race  to  become  more 
powerful — it  should  not  be  resisted  on  just  grounds.  As  for  the  ordi- 
nary moral  ((uestion  of  right  and  wrong,  I  feel  cpiite  sure  that  we  are 
hideously  wrong.  But  the  stars  in  their  courses  move  against  the 
weak." 

Replving  to  some  pleas  in  extenuation  of  British  policy,  he  thus 
arraigned  it: 

"1  have  no  doubt  about  the  condition  of  English  subjects  under 

142 


HEARN'S   CRITICISM  OF  ENGLISH   WRITERS 

Boer  jurisdiction  being  unpleasant.  But  my  position  would  be  that 
English  subjects  had  no  business  in  the  Transvaal — no  right  to  go 
there  unless  willing  to  submit  to  those  hard  conditions.  It  strikes  me 
that  English  subjects  in  Russia  would  have  to  bear  Russian  law;  and 
that  their  dislike  of  that  law  would  not  be  a  sound  political  or  moral 
reason  for  declaring  war  against  Russia.  It  would  cost  too  much. 
England  was  ready  to  strike  at  the  Transvaal,  because  she  felt  toler- 
ably sure  of  winning.  I  cannot  convince  myself  that  she  had  any 
right  to  dictate  there — except  the  right  of  might.  However,  govern- 
ments are  never  moral.  The  Boer  Republics  are  in  the  way  of  the 
expansion  of  the  race  in  Africa — in  the  way  of  that  grand  dream,  '  by 
rail  from  Alexandria  to  Capetown.'  So  I  suppose  they  must  go  under. 
But  I  cannot  help  thinking  with  Herbert  Spencer  that  we  are  going 
to  lose  our  liberties  for  the  very  same  reasons  that  impel  us  to  attack 
the  liberties  of  weaker  peoples.  Even  the  excuses  of  such  leading 
papers  as  the  Spectator  for  the  war  seem  to  me  poignant  proof  that 
the  war  is  felt  to  be  wrong  by  the  English  conscience.  We  argue 
beautifully  when  we  feel  our  consciences  pi-ick :  so  does  the  Spedaior. 
If  the  Boers  had  turned  all  Englishmen  out  of  their  territory,  and  con- 
fiscated English  property  there,  I  should  still  think  the  war  morally 
wrong — unless  all  other  means  of  obtaining  compensation  for  the 
property  had  been  exhausted. 

"The  great  moral  question  to  me,  in  this  whole  matter,  appears  to 
be  the  question  of  individual  right.  To  enter  another  man's  house 
unbidden,  and  then  attack  the  proprietor  because  he  refuses  to  treat 
you  like  a  member  of  his  own  family,  is  not  exactly  a  moral  assertion 
of  iuflividual  right.     That  is  what  we  have  been  doing." 

For  the  third  and  last  time  he  thus  emphasized  his  disapproval  of 
the  war: — 

" We  need  not  waste   our  ink  in  arguing  over  the  right  and 

wrong  of  the  Boer  war.  Of  course  I  know  how  you  feel  about  the  moral 
justification:  if  you  could  not  feel  so,  you  would  be  unhappy.  I  am 
speaking  of  the  matter  again  only  because  I  would  rather  not  leave 
you  under  the  impression  that  I  spoke  from  mere  sentiment  without 
knowledge.  I  knew  of  the  former  desire  of  the  Transvaal  for  annexa- 
tion; but  it  strikes  me  that  the  subsequent  development  of  the  mines 
had  a  good  deal  to  do  with  the  Government  policy  as  represented  by 
Chamberlain.  Very  possibly,  and  probably,  I  should  detest  the  Boers 
if  I  had  to  live  with  them  as  an  alien ;  but  I  am  of  unshaken  opinion 
that  Bjornstjerne  Bjornson's  denunciation  of  English  injustice  in  this 
war  fairly  represents  the  feelings  of  many  who  are  competent  to  esti- 
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mate  the  ethics  of  the  situation.  I  imagine  that  national  opinion  in 
such  matters  must  nearly  always  be  wrong.  And,  really,  the  morality 
of  politics  is,  and  must  for  thousands  of  years  continue  to  be,  the 
ethics  of  Nietzsche.  That  system  has  the  merit  of  being  in  accordance 
with  the  movements  of  the  cosmos :   the  stars  in  their  courses  uphold 

it. 

"  Here  I,  too,  have  been  looking  at  scenes  of  the  Boer  war — shad- 
owed by  the  kinematograph.  The  representation  was  managed  so  as 
lo  create  only  sympathy  for  the  Boers ;  and  I  acknowledge  that  it 
made  my  heart  "jump  several  times.  The  Boer  girls  and  wives  were 
displayed  as  shooting  and  being  shot.  What  you  would  have  enjoyed 
were  the  little  discourses  in  Japanese,  uttered  between  each  exliibi- 
lion.  They  were  simple,  and  appealed  to  Japanese  sympathy — to  the 
sense  of  patriotism,  and  the  duty  of  dying  to  the  last  man,  woman  and 
child  for  one's  country." 


POLITICAL  digression  was  a  rare  feature  in  Hearn's  letters. 
English  style  and  Japanese  life  were  his  main  subjects.  His 
ideal  of  style  was  thus  defined  in  a  generous  mixture  of  compli- 
ment and  advice  to  the  present  writer  on  receipt  of  a  dedicated  copy 
of  "Japanese  Plays  and  Playfellows." 

"  ^lay  I  not  attempt  literary  advice? — though  a  man  of  much  less 
culture  than  yourself,  I  am  nearly  twice  as  old,  you  know;  and  I  im- 
agine that  it  "is  the  duty  of  a  literary  friend  to  state  where  he  thinks 
his  comrade's  strength  lies.  I  don't  think  that  you  need  to  airn  at 
compression  or  exactitude;  your  natural  bent  is  in  those  directions 
sufficiently.  But  I  think  that  you  might  well  devote  your  aim  to  the 
splendid  art  of  combining  impersonality — realistic  impersonality — 
with  tenderness.  There  are  signs  of  power  in  these  pages  of  yours. 
And,  secondly,  I  should  strongly  advise  you  to  cultivate  the  fine,  de- 
licious art  of  finishing  a  study  (as  you  have  finished  not  a  few  in  this 
book)  with  a  touch  that  leaves  the  mind  a-thrill  after  the  reading,  and 
relights  all  that  went  before,  like  a  searchlight  flash." 

The  phrase  "impersonality  with  tenderness"  happily  describes  a 
frequent  note  in  the  writings  of  its  inventor,  who  in  another  passage 
wrote:— 

"Perhaps  the  perfect  form  of  realism — as  in  the  old  Norse  writ- 
ers, and  in  de  Maupassant — is  the  grandest  of  all  prose.  The  awful 
perfection  of  the  thing  is  the  total  absence  of  all  personal  feeling,  espe- 
cially sympathy.  So  demons  or  gods  might  write,  'with  neither  hate 
nor  haste  nor  pity.'     But  when  I  spoke  to  you  about  a  possible  style 
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at  once  impersonal  and  tender,  I  was  thinking  particularly  of  Anatole 
France,  and  of  such  compositions  as  the  'Tragedie  Ilumaine!'  or  the 
various  little  things  in  the  'Etui  de  Nacre.'  How  mocking  and  how 
charming  at  the  same  time! — something  like  the  spirit  of  Heine  in 
prose.  And  in  France  you  never  feel  the  real  man:  you  are  quite  sure 
that  the  writer  does  not  care  one  ten-thousandth  part  of  a  centime 
whether  you  or  the  priests  or  the  mockers  or  the  public  of  England  or 
the  public  of  Europe  will  be  pleased  or  displeased.  He  only  cares  to 
express  the  truth  and  the  beauty  that  is  in  him.  Our  English  writers 
nearly  always  show  that  they  feel  the  eyes  and  fear  the  tongues  of 
their  audience." 

Very  probably  this  reproach  would  not  have  been  leveled  at 
Browning  and  Meredith,  whose  sins  against  style  are  thus  summarized: 

"As  for  Browning  and  Meredith,  I  regard  the  bulk  of  the  work  of 
both  as  doomed  to  vanish  because  of  its  obscurity.  I  revere  Brown- 
ing— even  though  obscure.  I  have  been  lecturing  upon  him.  I  revere 
Meredith  still  more;  and  I  have  lectured  upon  him  as  the  greatest 
philosophic  poet  of  the  nineteenth  century — for  is  he  not  the  only  one 
who  has  embodied  a  complete  ethical  conception  of  the  evolutional 
philosophy  in  poetry  ?  But  how  much  greater  would  both  poets  have 
been  if  they  had  written  as  clearly  as  Rossetti  or  Tennyson .' 

"There  was  a  party  of  French  artists  who  made  what  they  called 
coffee-pictures — a  wonderful  album.  Every  one  of  these  artists  emp- 
tied the  dregs  of  his  coffee  upon  a  sheet  of  soft  paper,  after  dinner; 
and  according  to  the  suggestions  of  the  shapes  of  the  stains,  pictures 
were  inspired.  I  think  that  the  obscurities  of  Browning  and  of  Mere- 
dith are  like  those  coffee-stains  for  the  mystic-minded.  They  suggest 
pictures  ineffable;  but  these  are  developed  only  according  to  the  im- 
aginative and  artistic  capacity  of  the  reader." 

Many  will  appreciate  the  force  of  this  criticism  without  sharing  in 
any  way  the  apprehensions  of  a  coming  tyranny,  to  which  martyred 
stylists  must  succumb.  Possibly  distance  and  prejudice  raised  moun- 
tains from  journalistic  molehills : 

"Now  m  literature  today  there  is  a  strong  English  tendency  to 
attack  personal  liberty.  It  has  been  declared  immoral  to  write  good 
English,  to  cultivate  a  style,  to  produce  a  single  page  of  superior  prose. 
Witness  the  utterance  of  these  opinions  in  the  Westminster  Review  (!) 
What  does  this  mean  but  a  wish  to  prevent  any  superior  individuality 
from  making  mediocrity  suffer  by  competition  ?  What  is  this  but  the 
red  democracy  of  letters  denying  to  the  literary  aristocracy  its  right  to 
exist .''    Stylists  are  necessarily  indecent  or  untrustworthy  scoundrels. 
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— this  is  a  statement  on  a  par  with  '  aristocrats  to  the  hmtern  I '  (I  read 
such  a  statement  with  surprise  in  Literature  the  other  day.)  And  the 
beauty  of  the  statement  is  its  retrospective  force.  For  if  it  be  true  in 
tliis  moment,  equally  must  it  be  true  of  the  whole  past;  and  all  men 
who  have  ever  cultivated  style  nuist  have  been  damnable  rascals — in- 
cluding Doctor  Johnson,  Bishop  Berkeley,  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  etc. 
"I  imagine  that  all  these  things  are  signs  of  the  coming  of  the 
time  predicted  by  Spencer  when  no  intellectual  work  will  become  pos- 
sible for  the  ordinary  person, — 'when  no  man  will  be  allowed  to  do  as 
he  is  bid,  and  when  every  man  must  do  what  he  is  told.'" 

THE  slowness  of  the  English  reading  public  to  appreciate  his 
work  was  probably  a  source  of  regret  and  certainly  helped  to 
foster  in  Hearn,  always  supersensitive,  the  delusion  that  his 
fame  was  retarded  by  malicious  criticism.  The  proposal  to  dedicate 
my  little  volume  of  Japanese  studies  to  him  produced  a  striking  ex- 
amjile  of  this  unwarranted  belief. 

" 1  have  delayed  till  the  last  to  speak  about  your  kind  pro- 
posal to  dedicate  a  book  to  me.  I  should  not  adequately  express  my- 
self by  saying  that  I  should  be  grateful  and  proud.  But — and  the 
'but'  is  to  think  about — would  it  be  a  wise  literary  move  for  you  .^  I 
do  not  think  that  it  would.  You  are  about  to  publish  a  first  book; 
and  the  writer  who  ])idjlicly  expresses  good-will  for  your  humble  serv- 
ant just  now  is  likely  to  get  'pitched  into' — by  the  Athenaeum,  for 
example.  I  think  that  it  would  be  more  prudent  for  you  to  dedicate 
the  book  to  a  more  imposing  person,  to  somebody  better  situated  in 
literary  opinion.  Having  warned  you  of  the  possible  consequences, 
however,  I  will  only  say  now.  do  not  think  yourself  under  any  promise 
in  the  matter;  and  be  sure  that  whether  dedicated  to  me  or  not.  I  shall 
read  the  book  with  delight  and  always  be  grateful  for  the  kind  sug- 
gestion." 

Unfortunately  for  the  impassioned  lover  and  inspired  interpreter 
of  old  Japan,  the  converse  of  all  that  attracted  him  in  the  past  repelled 
liim  from  the  present.  Referring  to  an  illustrated  brochure  of  "Resi- 
dential Rhymes,"  which,  after  hitting  off  the  merchant,  the  mission- 
ary, and  the  globe-trotter,  pictured  him  as  "The  Professor  in  Nir- 
vana," awaiting  his  apotheosis  in  the  attitude  of  the  Buddha  of  a  well- 
known  kakemono,  he  declared: — 

"'The  Professor  in  Nirvana'  rather  pleased  me.  As  for  the  senti- 
ments there  to  me  attributed,  concerning  the  old  Japan,  they  are  quite 
in  conformity  with  the  truth.     It  is  the  old  Japan  that  I  love^not  by 
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any  means  the  new,  and  I  am  happy  only  when  I  can  get  out  of  sight 
of  the  reforms  and  the  changes." 

This  expHcit  declaration  is  the  key  to  his  relations  with  Japanese 
officialdom.  Through  his  wife  and  a  few  pupils  he  had  access  to  the 
intimacies  and  courtesies,  the  customs  and  legends  and  superstitions 
of  the  past,  which  made  his  happiness;  hut  the  necessities  of  his  live- 
lihood brought  him  into  contact  with  a  colder  world  of  polite,  critical, 
practical  persons,  whose  habits  of  mind  jarred  at  every  point  on  his 
more  wayward  and  emotional  spirit.  Writing  on  behalf  of  a  Western 
friend,  whom  he  considered  to  have  been  harshly  treated  by  Oriental 
employers,  he  said  bitterly:  "  Japanese  officialdom  is  not  lovable — and 
it  is  Oriental  when  unpleasant.  It  does  not  say  'Here!  if  you  don't 
like  things,  get  out!  here's  your  salary.'  On  the  contrary,  it  suddenly 
becomes  coaxing,  caressing,  infinitely  sweet,  and  invites  you  out  for 
multitudinous  insult.  Then  you  are  suddenly  surrounded"  by  smilino- 
combinations  unimagined  and  unimaginable  and  softly  struck  in  a 
hundred  ways.  A  knockdown  blow  is  nothing  to  it.  ...  I  pity  a 
man  of  letters  in  the  Covermnent  service  in  Tokyo!  Lasciate  ogni 
speranza,  etc." 

IN  the  last  letter  (written  in  July,  nineteen  hundred  and  one)  occurs 
a  striking  instance  of  the  love  and  loathing  aroused  in  him  by  his 

adopted  country.  It  illustrates  with  greater  freedom  than  he  usu- 
ally permitted  himself  both  the  weaknesses  and  virtues  of  his  peculiar 
position. 

" You  will  really  return  to  Japan  .^     How  glad  I  shall  be  to 

have  a  chat  with  you  some  day.  You  say  that  you  respect  my  opinion 
about  Japan:  therefore  I  am  going  to  offer  advice — for  I  might  not 
be  here  to  tell  you  by  word  of  mouth. 

"First.  Who  of  us  has  not  wished  to  be  able  to  live  for  one  day  in 
the  Greece  of  Pericles,  or  in  the  Rome  of  Ctesar  ?  But  the  man  of 
culture  who  enters  Japan  has  really  an  infinitely  more  wonderful  ex- 
perience than  the  realization  of  either  dream  would  be.  For  he  passes 
out  of  the  nineteenth  century,  or  twentieth  century — not  into  a  time 
of  two  thousand  years  before,  but  into  a  society  incomparablv  older, — 
an  antique  world  of  which  the  social  foundation  is  fully  ten'thousand 
years  old.  It  is  as  if  one  passed  into  the  life  of  the  oldest  Egypt,  or  the 
earliest  Babylonia.  Hence  the  strangeness  of  things— the  queer 
shock  they  give.  And  the  exterior  strangeness  is  but  the  faint  index 
of  a  profound  psychological  strangeness.  Don't,  for  goodness  sake, 
believe  the  stuff  of  the  blind  pedants  and  bigots  who  assert  that  the 
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Japanese  are  a  materialistic  people,  indifferent  to  religion.  No  more 
wicked  and  foolish  lie  was  ever  uttered.  They  are  the  most  pro- 
foundly religious  race  possible  to  imagine — a  people  whose  every 
action  and  thought  and  word  is  governed  by  religious  sentiment  or 
tradition.  They  are  religious  as  the  old  Egyptians  or  Arcadians, 
perhaps  even  more  so.  Try  to  think  of  them  that  way,  and  think  of 
the  extraordinary  privilege  of  entering  into  so  strange  a  life — even  for 
twenty-four  hours.  Trust  your  eyes  and  ears  and  heart,  not  the  pe- 
dants, the  dullards,  the  missionaries,  the  intriguers  in  Government 
service. 

"Second.  Don't  visit  'converts':  by  doing  so  you  pollute  your- 
self in  the  eyes  of  this  archaic  people.  You  may  visit  a  native  Eta  vil- 
lage, and  be  forgiven.  But  to  visit  converts  to  Christianity  is  bad — 
because  no  Japanese  beyond  the  age  of  reason  can  become  a  convert 
unless  he  be  a  scoundrel,  a  hypocrite,  or  a  miserable  wretch  without 
sentiment  of  any  sort. 

"What  would  you  think  of  a  man  whom  you  saw  spitting  upon  a 
crucifix  in  order  to  prove  himself  a  freethinker  ?  Or  what  would  you 
think  of  a  man  whom  you  saw  mutilating  and  befouling  photographs 
of  his  father  and  mother.''  Now  a  convert  to  Christianity  must  do 
what  is  incomparably  worse  than  either  of  the  actions  above  imagined: 
he  must  cart  away  or  destroy  the  ancestral  tablets, — which  are  much 
more  than  images  or  likenesses  of  the  dead,  being  supposed  to  repre- 
sent their  presence  in  the  home.  Foreigners  who  know  nothing  of 
Japanese  life  know,  nevertheless,  that  Japanese  converts  are  almost 
all  fools  or  scamps.  It  is  a  rule  of  business  in  Kobe,  Yokohama,  and 
Nagasake,  never  to  employ  a  Christian.  That  is  the  sound  rule,  and 
exceptions  don't  signify.  Other  things  I  should  like  to  say,  but  they 
can  be  discussed  later.  The  two  points  I  dwell  upon  are,  I  think, 
very  important." 

One  need  not  be  a  lover  of  missionaries  to  question  the  fairness  of 
such  a  sweeping  indictment.  But  it  is  well  to  have  a  prejudice  stated 
clearly  and  forcibly,  for  every  prejudice  contains  some  grains  of  truth. 
It  is  refreshing  at  least,  among  the  halting  and  time-serving  apologies 
for  Japanese  faults,  which  alternate  with  exaggerated  eulogies  of  their 
good  fjualities  in  the  pages  of  most  writers  on  Japan,  to  encounter  one 
critic  whose  feelings  are  sincere  and  whose  mind  is  made  up.  Criti- 
cism in  Hearn  was  always  colored  by  emotional  bias:  but  much  may 
be  forgiven  to  one  who,  loving  much,  out  of  his  love  and  suffering 
liuilt  such  enduring  sanctuaries  of  graceful  and  grateful  art. 
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OGOD  of  Years,  the  Earth  is  full  of  Thy  Plenitude, 
The  fields  lie  pleasant  in  the  sunlight, 
The  preo;nant  seed  of  the  shy,  new  days  of  Spring 
Has  fallen  in  knidly  places; 
The  white  noons  of  Summer  have  smiled  upon  the 

young,    green    plants. 
The  rains  and  dews  of  evening  have  kissed  them; 
And  now  Thou  hast  graciously  sent  the  golden  days  of  Harvest, 
When  the  desires  of  every  living  thing  are  satisfied. 

Rivers,  as  they  flow  oceanward,  sing  to  Thee, 
The  great  heart  of  the  Sea  beats  with  gratitude, 
The  strength  of  the  ancient  hills  is  for  Thy  Praise; 
The  voices  of  the  solemn  pines. 
The  sun  and  sky,  the  yearning  breasts  of  Night, 
Home-songs   of  birds,   the  multitude   of  white-souled 

stars  ashine. 
The  swift,   wild   tunes  of  the  wind — 
All    these    are    praising    Thee. 
And  we.  Thy  humble  and  contrite  servants. 
Bow  before  Thee  with  hearts  of  Thanksgiving; 
We  are  mindful  of  Thy  loving  kindness. 

For   the   laughter   upon   our   lips, 

For  the  passionate  joy  of  Life  within  us, 

For  Love,  the  strange,  wonderful  artificer  of  our  souls, 

We  bless  Thee,   O   God! 

For  Justice,  and  Virtue,  and  Honor,  and  Peace, 

For    high-hearted    men    in    authority, 

For    a    vast,    pulsating,    victorious    Country, 

We    bless    Thee,    O    God! 

And    if   there    be    pain    and    anguish. 
If  the  shadow  of  grief  lies  gray  upon  us, 
If  the  inscrutable  Chance  of  the  future  years 
Bears  in  its  womb  aught  of  misery. 
And  the  travail  be  bitterness  and  shame, 
Have  mercy  upon  us,  O  God! 

O  God  of  Years,  the  Earth  is  full  of  Thy  Plenitude, 
And    we,    Thy   humble    and    contrite    servants, 
Bow  before  Thee,  with  hearts  of  Thanksgiving. 

— Emery   Pottle, 

149 


PHOTOGRAPHIC  STUDIES  OF  HOME  LIFE: 
HOW  ONE  WOMAN  HAS  DEVELOPED  A 
PASTIME  INTO  WORK  THAT  POSSESSES 
GREAT    INDIVIDUALITY    AND    CHARM 

]HE  expression,  by  means  of  the  camera,  of  an  idea 
or  emotion  otherwise  difficult  to  embody  in  form,  has 
come  to  be  the  distinguishing  characteristic  of  what 
is  known  as  the  Secessionist  School  of  Photography. 
From  time  to  time  we   have  given  in  The  Crafts- 

MAN    notable    examples  of  the  work  of    artists  who 

employ  the  camera  in  place  of  the  brush,  modeling 
tool  or  etching  needle  to  express  the  beauty  they  see  in  Nature  or  in 
certain  phases  of  character  and  of  feeling,  but  so  far  we  have  taken 
up  very  little  of  what  might  be  called,  by  comparison,  the  work  of 
beginners.  For  this  reason  the  group  of  photographs  reproduced 
hei'e  seemed  to  us  to  be  of  special  interest,  because  they  are  the  work 
of  a  woman  who  took  up  photography  only  as  a  pastime,  and  not 
more  than  a  year  ago,  and  who  already  has  gained  a  charm  and  in- 
dividuality in  her  work  that  entitles  it  to  a  place  among  the  best 
efforts  of  many  Secessionists  of  far  greater  experience  and  extent 
of  achievement. 

Mrs.  Mary  Lyon  Taylor  lives  in  Indianapolis.  When  she  was 
a  girl  she  received  excellent  training  along  artistic  lines  both  here  and 
abroad,  giving  special  attention  to  miniature  painting  on  porcelain  and 
ivory  and  finding  her  keenest  interest  in  portraiture,  especially  when 
the  subjects  were  women.  INIrs.  Taylor's  work  became  little  more  than 
a  pastime  after  her  marriage,  when  the  care  of  her  home  and  chil- 
dren formed  her  chief  interest,  but  a  year  ago,  during  a  period  of 
sorrow  and  ill  health,  she  turned  again  to  it  as  a  diversion,  this  time 
choosing  the  camera  as  her  medium  for  the  reason  that  its  possi- 
bilities as  a  means  of  ready  and  flexible  artistic  expression  greatly 
interested  her.  For  some  time  the  obstacles  and  failures  she  en- 
countered were  very  discouraging,  but  the  interest  of  the  work  and 
the  hope  of  being  able  sometime  to  express  what  she  had  in  mind 
gave  her  courage  to  go  on  experimenting,  with  the  result  that  through 
sheer  love  of  the  work  she  has  succeeded  in  producing  pictures  that 
are  a  most  delicate  and  poetic  expression  of  the  simpler  and  happier 
phases  of  life. 

^Yorking  at  home,  in  a  studio  established  near  a  large  window 
in  her  own  drawing  room,  and  using  as  her  subjects  her  own  home 
jieople  and  friends,  Mrs.  Taylor  has  saturated  her  pictures  with  the 
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CAMERA   STUDIES  OF   HOME   LIFE 

quiet  peacefulness  of  happy  domestic  life.  The  study  entitled  "The 
Philosopher"  is  the  portrait  of  her  own  father,  a  eler<i^y"i'iii  t^'ghty- 
seven  years  old  and  a  writer  and  student  whose  mentality  is  still  active 
and  clear.  The  physical  resemblance  to  Abraham  Lincoln  is  mark- 
ed, and  in  his  daujihfer's  eyes  the  reseml)lance  in  character  is  equally 
strong.  The  loving  recognition  of  this  is  the  most  striking  element 
in  the  picture,  with  its  suggestion  of  rugged  strength,  great  gentle- 
ness and  untiring  industry  that  does  not  flag  even  at  an  age  when 
most  men  are  ready  to  lay  down  their  work  and  rest.  The  same 
spirit  of  quiet  home  haj)piness  is  shown  in  the  picture  of  the  w'oman 
seated  with  her  work  by  an  old-fashioned  sewing  table.  There  is 
all  the  delicate  refinement  of  the  old-fashioncil  gentlewoman  whose 
world  lay  within  the  four  walls  of  her  home,  and  who  never  vexed 
herself  with  the  problems  of  the  turbulent  world  outsiile. 

The  sympathetic  understanding  between  mother  and  child  is 
suggested  dehghtfidly  in  the  {)icture  called  "Goldfish,"  where  the 
grave-faced  little  one  watching  the  fish  is  so  sure  that  the  interest  of 
the  smiling  mother  staniling  bchintl  her  is  as  great  as  her  own.  This 
picture  is  a  jiortrait  of  Mrs.  Alexander  Paton,  of  I^ondon,  a  sister- 
in-law  of  Hugh  P;don,  an  etcher  of  note  and  president  of  the  Art 
Association  of  Manchester,  England.  Yet,  after  all,  it  is  not  so 
nuich  a  portrait  as  an  embodiment  of  happy  motherhood,  a  woman 
absolutely  conf(>nt  in  her  home  and  surrounding  her  children  with 
that  atmosphere  of  restful  happiness  which  goes  so  far  toward  giviu"- 
them  the  right  foundation  for  a  sane  and  useful  life. 

Another  picture  of  children  is  called  "Soap  Bubbles,"  and  is  no 
less  expressive  of  the  absorbing  interest  felt  by  the  little  ones  in 
blowing  and  tossing  into  the  air  the  filmy,  rainbow'-tinted  globes 
than  it  is  charming  in  its  lights  and  shadows  and  well  balanced  in 
composition.  The  picture  is  of  the  young  son  and  daughter  of  INFr. 
Meredith  Nicholson,  the  writer,  and  it  probably  suggests  the  chil- 
dren themselves  far  more  vividly  than  the  clearest  and  best  defined 
photograph  that  is  nothing  more  than  ;i  ])ortrait. 

The  two  studies,  "Madonna"  and  "Iris,"  show  different  phases 
in  the  character  of  one  sweet-faced  woman  who  is  a  friend  of  the 
artist.  The  quaint  beauty  accentuated  by  the  old-fashioned  costume  in 
"Iris"  has  in  it  a  suggestion  of  spirituality  which  is  brought  out  to 
the  fullest  degree  in  the  "  M.idonna,"  with  its  dreamy  innocence 
and  wistfulness^of  expression  and  the  youthfulness  of  contour  and 
pose. 


THE  HANDICRAFTSMEN  OF  THE  BLUE 
RIDGE:  A  SIMPLE,  HOME-LOVING  FOLK 
WHO  HAVE  LIVED  THEIR  OWN  LIVES, 
HEEDLESS  OF  THE  MARCH  OF  EVENTS:  BY 
RALPH  ERSKINE 

]HERE  are  nooks  and  corners  in  this  aggressively 
modern  land  of  ours  where  one  can  step  aside  from 
the  dusty  road  and  find  himself  transported  back  a 
hundred  years  or  more  to  times  of  rugged  life  and  to 
frontier  ways  of  a  character  that  have  long  since 
passed  away  even  in  our  most  western  states.  The 
dreamy  peaks  of  the  Blue  Ridge,  where  they  cross  the 
border  line  between  western  North  and  South  Carolina,  form  just 
such  a  shelter  from  the  onward  flowing  streams  of  civilization.  There, 
like  chips  along  the  shore  of  some  turbulent  river,  resting  motionless 
behind  their  protecting  ledge  while  all  the  world  whirls  by,  a  manly, 
home-loving  race  has  dwelt  securely — holdino-  through  all  these  vears 
to  the  customs  and  songs  and  labors  of  their  fathers  almost  without 
change.  Here,  if  you  have  shown  yourself  akin,  you  may  perchance 
catch  a  strain  of  "Bonnie  Prince  Charlie,"  sung  by  some  mountain 
youth  as  he  makes  the  chips  fly  with  his  ax.  He  does  not  know  of 
whom  he  is  singing,  but  nevertheless  he  sings  it  because  it  is  his  song. 
He  has  heard  his  mother  sing  it  when  she  was  spinning  the  yarn 
for  his  home-made  suit  of  butternut  brown,  and  it  has  come  down 
to  her,  a  true  inheritance  from  those  who  sang  it  with  deeper  meaning 
in  the  mountains  across  the  seas.  Or  it  may  be,  as  you  are  leaving 
them,  a  soft  voiceil  "God  be  with  you"  is  the  parting  word — a  gentle 
token  of  old-time  courtesy. 

The  typical  American  of  aft'airs  can  find  nothing  in  such  a  people 
to  awaken  more  than  a  passing  interest.  He  looks  with  scorn  on  the 
unprogressive,  whether  they  be  the  peasants  of  France  or  the  joy- 
loving  hill  peoj)le  of  Italy  or  the  "poor  whites"  of  our  southern  moun- 
tains. His  practical,  hard-headed  business  sense  allows  him  to  see 
only  sloth  and  retrogression  in  them,  and  while  what  is  picturesfpie 
or  quaint  in  their  dress  or  dwellings  may  attract  his  attention  for  the 
moment,  he  leaves  them  feeling  nothing  more  than  pity  and  con- 
tempt for  their  condition.  But  no  attitude  of  mind  could  be 
more  fallacious.  It  needs  only  a  slight  examination  into  the  causes 
of  this  lack  of  material  advancement  to  show  us  that  the  "  poor 
whites"  are  not  a  people  who  have  retrogressed,  but  who,  on  account 
of  the  physical  conditions  of  soil  and  location  and  the  social  conditions 
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THE  FACTORY    AT   "JUGTOWN,      WITH- 
IN   ARE    THE    potter's    WHEELS. 


MISTRESS      TALLENT      AND      SOME      OF 
HER   CHILDREN,    PREPARING   TO    WEAVE. 


from  I'lwtographs  l>y   Halph   ErsK-illi- 


MISTRESS     TALI.ENT     AT     HER     LOOM. 


THE    UPSTAIRS     CABIN     ROOM     WHERE 
MISTRESS   RAVAN   DOES   HER  WEAVING. 


From  P!ujl^'ii3\;^h^  ly   Kalfh   Erskiili-. 


A    COMFORTAIiI.E    HOME.    WITH    SADDLE    HANGING 
BY     THE     DOOR     AND     COVERED     WELL     NEAR     BY." 


SOME   OF   JIM   GOSLIN  S   CHAIRS    AND    A 
WORK  BASKET  BY  MISTRESS   HLTCHINS. 


/■■.(■ii!   I'lu,l,.gr,,phi  by   Kiiltit   /;r!/,-i)li- 


"THE    nVE    POT    IS    GENERALLY    DOWN     NEAR 
THE   'nUANCH,'    WHERE   WATER   IS    HANDY." 

MISTRESS      HUTCHINS      TEACHING      A      LITTLE 
GIRL  WHO  LIVES   NEAR   liY  TO   WEAVE   BASKETS. 
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round  about  them  in  the  past,  have  never  had  the  opportunity  to 
rise.  And  where  a  whole  people  for  generations  has  been  thus  handi- 
capped, the  first  awakening  to  new  conditions  is  slow,  but,  when  it 
comes,  their  growth  is  as  startling  as  that  of  the  green  things  along  a 
river  in  spring  time. 

They  are  out  of  the  cotton  country,  and,  in  fact,  agriculturally, 
they  are  out  of  the  way  of  everything  that  has  made  other  portions 
of  our  land  prosperous.  By  hard  labor  in  their  bit  of  bottom  land 
or  on  a  less  precipitous  part  of  the  mountain  side  they  may  grow 
enough  corn  and  cowpeas  for  their  own  use,  but  not  enough  to  sell 
with  profit.  Corn  and  cattle  have  been  their  only  real  medium  of 
exchange,  and  this  is  to  such  a  meager  extent  that  most  of  what  we 
regard  as  the  necessaries  of  life  are  lacking  to  them.  As  a  woman 
who  helps  feed  a  large  family  by  her  weaving  said  regarding  it:  "You 
know  we  live  from  hand  to  mouth,  and  sometimes  the  hand  won't 
quite  reach  the  mouth,  so  I  just  weave  when  I  can  and  get  a  little 
money  that-a-way." 

AS  TO  the  social  conditions  in  the  past  which  have  retarded 
the  development  of  this  race  along  the  lines  of  the  world  about 
them,  we  do  not  have  to  go  back  very  far  to  reach  a  time  when 
the  distinction  between  slaveholder  and  non-slaveholder,  between 
the  man  who  could  order  his  work  done  for  him  by  another 
human  being  whom  he  owned  and  the  man  who  must  perforce  do 
his  O'mi  work,  made  a  cruel  bai'rier  between  man  and  man.  It 
was  perhaps  this  fact  that  made  certain  of  these  people  unwill- 
ing to  enlist  in  the  Southern  cause,  and  compelled  them  to  hide 
in  the  mountains  while  the  one  large  slaveholder  of  the  valley  wreaked 
vengeance  on  the  members  of  their  families  left  behind.  At  any 
rate  this  is  a  story  told  today  in  the  locality  of  which  I  write.  And 
so,  without  the  natural  resources  that  could  bring  them  wealth,  and 
a  false  distinction  that  placed  them  far  below  the  dwellers  of  the  low 
country  in  social  position,  they  have  lived  apart,  a  proud,  clear-eyed, 
fair-cheeked  race,  with  soft  mellow  voices  and  gentle  ways,  and  the 
greatest  mistake  in  the  world  you  can  make  is  for  you  to  pity  them. 
Religiously  they  have  their  traditions,  too.  Down  in  the  Dark 
Corner,  which  has  always  been  famous  for  its  "mountain  dew,"  they 
have  recently  had  a  thorough  "revival,"  and  the  members  of  the 
community  are  under  the  strictest  self-discipline.  This  even  ex- 
tended to  the  expelling  of  one  of  their  number  from  the  church  for 
lying,  because  he  said  he  had  seen  men  making  ice  in  Atlanta  although 
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it  was  summer  time.  And  speaking  of  revivals — a  description  of 
one  of  them  woidd  read  like  a  chapter  from  Hay  and  Nicolay's  account 
of  the  early  days  in  Kentucky.  It  is  a  time  for  family  reunions  and 
for  the  inviting  of  guests  who  are  to  stay,  not  for  a  few  hours,  but 
for  days  at  a  time.  All  work  is  laid  aside  and  the  people  give  them- 
selves up  to  worship  and  visiting.  Whatever  faults  we  might  find 
with  the  theology  taught  on  these  occasions,  we  have  to  admit 
that  the  people  gain  something  from  it  and  from  the  inheritance  of 
respectability  that  keeps  them  in  general  a  moral,  chivalrous,  and 
honest  race. 

Like  all  people  who  live  away  by  themselves,  isolated  from  the 
world  of  commercialism,  they  are  dependent  upon  each  other  for 
the  utilities  of  every-day  life.  Thus  it  is  that  one  is  able  to  find  among 
them  the  last  remnants  of  the  old-time  home  industries,  formerly 
carried  on  wherever  man  made  his  home,  but  now  limited  to  a  few 
scattered  families  living  in  out-of-the-way  places.  The  search  for 
them  is  like  hunting  for  the  pot  of  gold  at  the  end  of  the  rainbow,  for 
in  many  a  tpiaint  cabin  you  can  find  aged  women,  and  yoimg  women 
too,  who  will  say,  "Yes — I  used  to  weave  right  smart,  but  since  the 
store  clothes  are  so  cheap  now  I  haven't  done  any  for  a  long  time." 
And  if  you  were  to  question  one  of  them  as  to  whether  she  would 
take  up  the  weaving  again,  or  teach  her  daughter  if  you  could  get 
them  good  prices  for  the  work,  you  would  sometimes  be  answered  in 
the  affirmative,  but  generally  the  reply  would  be,  "Well,  I  reckon 
I'm  too  old  now  to  begin  again.  Yes.  there's  the  old  loom  where 
hits  been  a-lyin'  all  apart  for  the  last  four  year,  an'  the  old  wheel 
is  out  there  in  the  sliaid."  On  the  beds  would  be  charming  old 
home-woven  white  counterpanes,  or  blue  and  white  blankets  at  which 
you  would  look  longingly,  and  then  go  on  in  your  search. 

THUS  I  found  it  with  "Mistress"  Williams,  who  lives  up  near 
the  foot  of  the  mountain — although  her  daughter  is  only  too 
willing  to  learn  if  she  can  get  the  true  value  for  such  laborious 
work,  and  not  be  compelled  to  undersell  the  factory  products  as 
those  about  her  have  done.  Mistress  Bishop,  who  makes  counter- 
panes and  towels,  was  off  visiting,  but  Mistress  Walker  had  woven 
towels  during  the  winter.  These  were  of  good  quality,  with  red 
bands  at  either  end;  and,  although  she  does  no  fancy  weaving,  com- 
mon stuffs  for  a  two-treadle  loom  she  can  make  any  quantity  of. 
But  when  I  at  last  sought  out  the  home  of  Miss  Zanie  Pitman,  there 
I  found  a  veritable  Eldorado.     All  the  men  of  the  family  were  dressed 
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in  homespun  wool  dyed  with  butternut  bark,  and  there  was  a  wealth 
of  dimity  counterpanes  with  the  widest  of  hand-made  fringe  in  pat- 
terns, and  the  cloth  itself  ribbed  in  quaint  figures.  And,  by  the  way, 
dimity  is  here  used  with  the  ancient  Greek  meaning.  These  retiring, 
gentle  people  were  at  first  very  reluctant  to  have  me  even  see  the  work, 
for  they  had  had  experience  with  certain  insulting  strangers  who  had 
practically  compelled  them  to  sell  a  counterpane  for  two  dollars,  and 
Miss  Pitman  "had  an  idea  it  was  worth  more  than  that."  However, 
my  offer  of  five  dollars  was  a  shock  to  the  whole  family,  and  put  mat- 
ters on  a  very  different  basis,  for  such  a  lavish  price  had  never  been 
dreamed  of.  Then  it  occurred  to  me  to  find  out  just  how  much  labor 
was  put  on  each  counterpane,  and  I  learned  that  it  took  twelve  days 
of  spinning — one  day  to  size  the  yarn,  spool  it  and  warp  it — and  four 
days  of  weaving.  Thus  eighteen  days  of  skilled  labor  were  necessary, 
not  counting  the  time  spent  on  finishing  and  making  the  fringe.  And 
to  think  that  they  considered  five  dollars  an  ample  reward!  I  need 
not  say  that  I  pointed  out  the  fact  that  thirty-six  cents  a  day  was  too 
low  a  price  to  ask  for  such  work. 

Then  there  is  ^listress  Ravan,  a  very  capable  woman  of  Irish 
descent,  who  weaves  the  most  elaborate  pieces  on  the  original  old 
four-treadle  loom  that  her  great-grandmother  brought  from  the 
home  country.  There  are  square  table  covers  in  delicate  colors  of 
home-made  dye  with  intricate  old-time  patterns  which  she  calls 
"olive  leaf"  and  "rose  and  vine,"  and  towels  with  a  fine  "rain  drop" 
design — and  best  of  all.  the  great  counterpanes  of  blue  and  white 
wool  and  cotton,  made  in  a  figure  she  has  named  "magnolia  leaf." 
These  are  a  few  of  the  eighteen  patterns  which  this  last  of  the  really 
accomplished  weavers  of  the  district  can  make.  As  to  rugs.  Mistress 
Tallent  helps  her  husband  feed  six  hungry  little  mouths  by  weaving 
them.  She  too  makes  her  own  dyes,  and  when  she  works  in  w^ool, 
cards  it  by  hand  and  spins  it  on  an  old  wheel  that  has  been  in  her 
family  for  generations  back.  Not  many  years  ago,  when  she  married, 
she  worked  for  women  in  the  neighborhood  who  paid  her  in  wool, 
and  that  was  the  only  way  she  could  get  the  material  for  her 
wedding  blankets,  which  she  spun  and  wove,  and  uses  today.  In 
this  home  there  is  real  want,  and  your  heart  goes  out  to  the  bright- 
eyed  children  so  much  that  you  are  only  too  glad  to  buy  the  clumsily 
knitted  pair  of  stockings  that  they  have  been  making  of  the  homespun 
thread,  for  you  are  told  that  the  price  will  help  to  buy  a  little  dress 
so  that  "daughter  can  go  to  school." 

The  dyes  are  made  of  tree  barks  found  round  about.     Maple, 
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sweet  gum,  and  alder  give  a  rich  purple;  hickory,  a  yellow  green; 
plum,  a  dove  color;  chestnut  is  red  brown,  and  black  walnut  gives 
a  different  shade  of  brown  for  each  month  of  the  year  in  which  it  is 
gathered — but  the  March  brown  is  the  best.  Wild  indigo  weed, 
w-hen  soaked  in  cool  water  and  set  with  madder,  makes  a  delicate 
blue.  All  the  barks  except  hickory  are  set  with  copperas,  but  for 
hickory  alum  is  used.  The  dyes  are  prepared  by  boiling  the  bark, 
then  throwing  it  out  and  adding  the  copperas  or  alum.  By  this 
simple  process  it  is  made  ready,  and  the  thread  in  skeins  is  put  in  and 
boiled  and  dried  repeatedly  until  it  is  the  color  desired. 

ONE  is  tempted  to  linger  too  long  over  the  weaving,  but  a  trip 
to  "Jug  Town,"  or  to  the  basket  workers,  or  to  the  Goslins, 
who  make  chairs,  might  be  of  e(|ual  interest.  I  shall  never 
forget  the  first  time  I  saw  Jim  Goslin  making  chairs.  He  was  bare- 
foot, with  trousers  rolled  up  to  his  knees.  His  shop  was  an  old  cabin 
where  it  would  take  more  than  one  Imperial  Caesar  to  stop  the  holes 
between  the  logs,  and  his  tools  were  a  chisel  made  out  of  an  old  file, 
an  ax,  a  saw  and  a  knife.  His  lathe  was  an  invention  of  his  own, 
which  consisted  of  two  nails  to  hold  the  wood  he  was  turning,  and 
a  springy  board  fastened  to  the  rafters  overhead  so  that  a  cord  sus- 
pended from  it  would  touch  the  wood  and  turn  it  back  and  forth 
as  he  worked  it  up  and  down  by  means  of  a  small  stick  fastened  to 
the  lower  end  for  a  treadle.  So,  as  the  cord  would  go  up,  turning 
the  wood  toward  him,  he  would  apply  the  chisel,  and  before  long 
as  neat  a  chair  rung  as  you  have  ever  seen  would  be  the  result.  And 
everyone  is  glad  to  get  his  chairs — tourists  and  all.  He  made  me  one 
of  ample  dimensions  that  is  a  treasure,  and  his  splint  bottoms  last 
forever. 

Mistress  Ilutchins  weaves  baskets  for  the  comnnmity.  _  She  lives 
far  up  in  the  hills  and  gathers  her  willow  twigs  along  the  sides  of  the 
"branch"  in  early  spring.  These  she  dyes  lirown  or  green  after 
she  has  peeled  them,  or  leaves  them  the  natural  white.  Her  work 
is  very  serviceable  for  waste  baskets,  fruit  baskets,  or  even  work 
baskets,  for  she  can  make  many  shapes  and  is  glad  to  get  new  ideas. 

But  the  trip  to  "Jug  Town,"  of  which  I  spoke,  is  well  worth  tak- 
ing. There  is  an  industry  which  is  probably  carried  on  just  the 
same  now  as  before  the  Revolution.  Not  a  house  for  miles  around  is 
without  some  of  the  products  of  this  place — from  jugs  for  the  "moun- 
tain dew"  to  sorghum  jugs,  bowls  and  pitchers,  churns,  crocks,  and 
flower  pots.     Yet  the  whole  plant  is  included  within  the  radius  of  a 
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few  feet.  There,  in  a  typieal  log  cabin,  are  the  two  ancient  potter's 
wheels,  while  just  outside  is  a  crude  pug-mill  for  grinding  and  mixing 
the  clay,  and  over  to  the  right  is  the  home-made  kiln.  The  owner 
of  this  factory  does  not  himself  labor  in  it,  but  two  men  work  it  on 
commission.  The  output  is  valued  according  to  the  number  of 
gallons  a  given  lot  will  hold  regardless  of  size  or  shape,  and  six  cents 
a  gallon  is  the  charge  for  it  on  the  grounds.  Thus  you  can  get  a  two- 
gallon  jug,  of  good  glaze  and  the  very  finest  quality  of  native  pottery 
made  anywhere  in  the  country,  for  twelve  cents.  It  takes  a  cord- 
and-a-half  of  wood  to  fire  a  kiln  full  of  pottery.  Oak  is  used  in  the 
"tempei'ing"  until  the  chimney  of  the  kiln  turns  white  with  heat,  and 
then  dry  pine  is  added  to  make  a  fierce  blaze  to  "blast"  it.  The 
"■tempering"  takes  eight  hours  and  the  "blasting"  four.  The  glaze 
is  oftentimes  as  beautiful  as  some  of  our  art  creations,  with  deep 
venation  and  purple  metallic  lustre;  and  yet,  as  Mr.  Flynn  explained 
the  process  of  making  it  to  me,  there  seemed  no  great  mystery  about 
it.  "First  you  grind  up  wood  ashes,  also  clay.  Sift  it  above  a  tub 
to  get  out  all  the  nastiness.  Mix  this  up  with  water,  and  when  your 
jug  is  dry,  pour  this  glazin'  out  of  a  gourd,  or  whatever  you  want, 
into  the  jug,  and  just  slosh  hit  around  to  let  hit  fill  the  cracks  and 
keep  hit  from  seepin'.  Then  you  just  pour  hit  around  the  outside 
and  hit  runs  down  all  round." 

SO  THESE  are  the  home  industries  of  one  locality  among  many  in 
the  Blue  Ridge  Mountains,  but  they  are  typical  of  the  many.  And 
how  richly  one  is  repaid  for  seeking  out  these  people  of  a  fast  re- 
ceding age !  For  everywhere  the  water  powers  of  the  mountains  are  at- 
tracting the  great  textile  mills,  and  the  slouching  mountaineer  with 
gaunt  frame  and  gentle  voice  will  soon  become,  as  I  have  seen  him, 
the  matter-of-fact  factory  overseer  with  a  diamond  in  his  shirt  front 
like  any  successful  man  of  the  west;  and  the  languid,  shy  girls  will 
grow  into  full-bodied  young  workers,  proud  of  neat  dresses  and 
fully  awake  to  the  new  conditions  round  them.  But  are  there  not 
some  of  us  who  sigh  at  the  thought  of  such  changes  ?  The  two-  and 
three-room  cabins,  with  saddle  hanging  by  the  door,  the  old-time 
well  close  by,  with  bucket,  beam  and  crank,  and  ragged  roof  of  home- 
made shingles  overhead ;  within,  the  fire  always  glimmering  on  the 
hearth,  and  you,  the  stranger,  ever  welcome  to  a  seat  beside  it.  Yes, 
these  people  may  be  "behind  the  times"  in  many  things,  but  in  all 
the  immutable  verities  they  are  as  modern  as  the  world  about  them, 
because,  of  course,  time  has  nothing  to  do  with  these  things. 
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CONCERNING  SAWDUST  PILES,  AND  THE 
THINGS  THAT  VANISH  WHEN  THE  LUMBER 
CAMP   APPEARS:   BY  (.RACE  E.  WARD 

|OBlNSON  CRUSOK.  at  siolit  ol"  the  strange  loolpiitit 
upon  his  desert  isle,  eouUl  not  have  given  a  more  vio- 
liMit  start  of  surprise  and  consternation  than  we  (hd 
when,  driving  to  our  favorite  grove,  we  found  a  mush- 
room growth  of  httU^  huts  sprung  up  in  the  very  heart 
of  the  pines. 

"Why.  what  what  is  tlie  matter.-'"  we  gasped. 
*'.\re  thev  going  to  cut  down  our  woodnf"  Some  way.  we  always 
spoke  as  if  we  personally  hore  the  hurdeu  of  taxation  of  all  the  hill- 
eonntry. 

.\  prodigiously  fal  woman  whose  right  arm  alone  looked  as  if  it 
mi<::ht  fell  a  pine  tree,  clad  in  a  magenta  wrapper  that  billowed  over 
all  spaee.  squeezeil  through  the  door  of  the  nearest  hut  and  surveyed 
us.  That  settled  it.  We  knew  the  worst.  Just  what  the  affinity  is 
we  know  not.  hut  the  ralii'o  wrapper  of  a  certain  vivid  magenta  hue 
is  the  inevitable  eoneomilant  o{  the  portable  steam-mill. 

"The  boys  hev  jest  set  up  the  shanties."  she  vouchsafed,  "and  we 
eallerlate  ter  go  ter  sawin'  the  fust  "the  week.'" 

We  uroaned.  That's  what  they  all  do.  Every  soul  that  owns  a 
stick  of  timber  "callerlatcs  ter  go  ter  sawin'.""  these  days. 

l>ut  we  would  not  give  up  this  our  last  picnic.  We  spread  our 
tabic  in  the  presence  of  our  enemies  anil  looked  our  last  upon  those 
tall,  straiijht  trunks  whose  far-otV  tufted  crests  bent  in  the  biveze  as  if 
to  sav.  "We.  about  to  die.  salute  yon."' 

C>h.  the  pitv  of  it  I  It  was  such  a  wonderful  place.  There  were  long, 
dim  aisles,  high-vaidtcd.  There  were  pinc-roofcd,  laurel-banked 
paths  wluisc  low  arch  one  entered  with  a  sense  o{  mystery  and  awe. 
and  frou\  whose  premature  dusk,  in  late  afternoon,  one  emerged  again 
into  the  smmv.  fern-laughing  pasture  with  a  sense  of  having  in  some 
wav  cheated  time  and  gained  several  hours  of  daylight. 

And  now  it  was  going  to  be  like  those  other  mill-yanls.  There 
woidd  be  the  loggers'  camps  with  all  the  details  of  housekeeping  de- 
lii^htfullv  open  and  above  board.  Hlankets.  pillows,  kitchen  utensils, 
clothing,  are  always  in  full  evidence.  The  dinner  is  prepared  on  a 
range  outside  the  door.     Kxclusivcncss  is  unknown  to  tlie  logger. 

Soon,  there  would  be  the  portable  mill,  the  (^hima^ra  of  the  hill 
couutrv.  the  monster  that  tlevours  and  scorches  and  departs.  There 
would  be  the  strident  scream  of  the  saw  as  it  drives  through  a  mao[- 
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nificent  log,  the  towering  sawdust  heap,  new  and  red,  the  piles  of 
smooth  lumber  crowding  mill-yard  and  roadside,  the  big,  creaking 
teams  loading  and  hauling,  or  drawn  up  in  some  convenient  shade, 
with  patient  horses  burrowing  into  their  dinner-pails. 

Indeed,  we  remember  not  infrequently  having  had  to  worm  a  tor- 
tuous course  among  seven  huge  lumber  teams  halted  for  the  nooninc 
at  close  intervals,  criss-cross  over  the  road. 

The  lumber  teamster  is  King  of  the  Highway.  His  the  right  to 
gouge  great  gullies  in  the  tortured  road.  His  the  exemption  from 
''turning  out."  You  must  give  place  to  him,  but  really  the  obligation 
is  from  within.  You  look  at  the  mammoth  wheels,  the  overhanging 
load,  the  sweating  flanks  and  heaving  sides  of  the  horses  as  they 
pause  for  a  brief  rest,  the  straining  legs  that  gather  strength  for  the 
next  steep  pitch,  and  you  gladly  go  down  even  into  the  ditch  to  make 
room  for  them.  You  have  your  warning  while  they  are  yet  afar,  a 
monstrous  tortoise  just  crawling  over  the  brow  of  the  hill,  the  pillar 
of  dust  cloud  moving  ever  in  advance,  rising  from  great,  shaggy  hoofs. 

Can  you  resist,  as  you  edge  past,  a  glance  at  the  driver  ?  I  never , 
can.  Ten  to  one,  he  is  but  a  boy,  slight  and  wiry,  and  with  that 
gnomelike  type  of  face  that  ever  belongs  with  the  child  that  does  an 
adult's  work  while  still  a  child.  Ten  to  one,  if  you  address  him, 
there  will  be  found  the  self-contained  presence,  the  laconic  speech, 
the  almost  lethargic  moderation  that  are  his  by  descent  from  gener- 
ations of  ancestors  who  have  all  sat  through  a  patient  course  to  live- 
lihood teaming  lumber,  in  the  certain  knowledge  that  come  shine, 
come  shower,  there  could  be  no  haste  beyond  what  was  over  and 
over  the  same  process,  the  labored  strain  iip  the  long  mile-hill,  the 
unhitching  and  "doubling  up"  on  the  sharp,  steep  pitch,  the  gen- 
erous halts  at  regular  intervals,  two  loads  a  day. 

WHAT  occupies  their  minds,  these  drivers,  when  for  the  hun- 
dredth time  they  follow  the  windings  and  flutings  of  that 
white  streamer  of  road  ?     You  may  search  the  face  as  you 
pass.     It  is  non-committal.     It  will  tell  you  nothing  except  that  there 
is  no  hurry.  ,  ; 

The  mill-yard  has  a  picturesqueness,  to  be  sure,  but  it  is  ephemeral. 
If  you  would  see  how  this  spot  will  look,  come  to  one  that  last  year 
was  even  as  this.  It  is  haunted  by  the  very  genius  of  desolation. 
No  thin  spiral  of  pale  blue  smoke  twists  ceaselessly  up,  no  teamsters 
shout  to  plodding  horses,  the  sawdust  pile  stands  gray  and  lifeless, 
and  the  sun  beats  down  relentlessly  upon  a  barren  tract  dotted  with 
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charred  stumps  and  blazing  pink  with  a  rank  growth  of  willow-herb, 
the  "fire-weed"  of  the  natives.  Strips  of  bark  and  chips  of  wood  lie 
all  around,  passing  into  beautiful  decay.  Ghastly  trunks  of  un- 
felled  trees  that  the  fire  has  run  over  rear  to  Heaven  their  stark,  hideous 
arms,  leprous  white.  No  cheering  "hullo,"  no  kindly  chaffing  of 
drivers,  only  the  shrill  wail  of  a  red-shouldered  hawk,  guiltily  cii'cling 
in  tireless  spirals  through  the  blue. 

And  yet  another.  Ghostly  white  birches,  the  slender,  helpless 
residuum,  sagging  lower  and  lower  under  the  weight  of  last  winter's 
snows,  snarled  with  brush,  bent  almost  double  and  in  no  wise  able  to 
lift  up  themselves,  make  a  hopeless  tangle  of  ugliness  for  several  acres. 

Nature,  however,  is  very  good  to  us,  far  better  than  we  deserve. 
"They  that  know"  can  show  you  the  place  of  the  old  landslide,  long 
time  a  ragged,  clay-colored  scratch  on  the  cheek  of  the  mountain. 
It  is  beginning  to  grass  over  this  year,  and  to  nurse  a  few  seedling 
pines.  Why,  it  hardly  shows  at  all.  In  the  sandy  stretch  to  the 
north,  a  pigmy  grove  of  baby  pines  spreads  a  soft  green  fuzz  over  the 
valley.  Temple  Hill,  once  a  smooth  green  lawn  in  effect,  cropped 
close  by  young  stock,  is  dotted  with  young  conifers.  The  hill  to  the 
south  is  already  dark  with  sapling  pines.  Oh,  they  are  coming,  the 
new  woods,  but  they  cannot  come  fast  enough  to  offset  the  havoc  of 
those  who  "callerlate  ter  go  ter  sawin'." 

Some  days,  we  meet  a  kindly  sort  of  body  stopping  by  the  way- 
side to  fasten  a  small,  round,  tin  tag  upon  a  tree.  How  we  love  him, 
that  quiet  man  in  the  gray  slouch  hat.  It  is  the  tree  warden,  and 
such  trees  as  he  sets  his  mark  upon  are  sealed  unto  the  day  of  redemp- 
tion. That  little  tag  is  the  "This  shall  be  mine,  saith  the  State," 
and  the  axe  of  the  woodman  cannot  prevail  against  it.  And  so  a 
minimum  of  shade  is  secured  to  the  highway,  at  least  in  Massa- 
chusetts. 

Under  the  labors  of  the  American  Forestry  Association,  whose 
headquarters  are  at  Washington,  much  real  service  is  being  rendered 
the  hapless  forests.  It  is  the  Good  Samaritan  of  the  nation,  for 
surely  no  wayfarer  upon  the  Jericho  road  ever  more  truly  fell  among 
thieves  who  robbed  him  and  left  him  sore  wounded,  than  have  the 
splendid  tracts  of  American  timber. 

The  sum  of  two  dollars  admits  one  to  membership  and  secures 
a  subscription  to  the  official  organ  of  the  Association,  whose  intensely 
interesting  work  is  well  worth  following.  Opportunities  are  also 
offered  to  such  as  have  means  and  inclination  to  become  benefactors 
on  a  larger  scale. 
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THE  PERSONALITY  OF  ALBRECHT  DURER, 
PRINCE  OF  THE  SIXTEENTH  CENTURY 
CRAFTSMEN:  BY  ESTHER  MATSON 

ESPITE  our  popular  arts  and  crafts  revival  we  are  as 
yet  far  away  from  such  a  splendidly  diffused  love  of 
beauty  as  made  those  rare  places,  Florence  and  Niirn- 
berg,  forever  famous.  Such  rejoicing,  so  the  story  goes, 
did  the  Florentines  of  the  region  of  the  Santa  Maria 
Novella  make  because  of  the  gift  of  a  picture  to  their 
beloved  church,  that  ever  after  that  section  of  the  city 
was  known  as  the  "  Joviul  Quarter."  So  noted  was  the  little  German 
city  on  the  Pegnitz  for  the  lovely  products  of  its  handicraftsmen  that 
one  ancient  writer  made  mention  of  it  as  "that  Niirnberg  whose  hand 
is  in  every  land." 

If  today  anything  could  send  our  sophisticated  citizens  into  rap- 
tures, it  is  impossible  for  us  to  fancy  it  being  any  great  work  of  art,  but 
rather  some  novel  racing  machine  or  the  invention  of  the  so  much 
longed  for  practical  air-vehicle.  To  be  sure,  you  may  say,  we  do  lav- 
ish great  expense  and  some  decorative  fancy  to  boot,  on  our  skyscrap- 
ers— but  why  ?  Is  it  not,  forsooth,  from  a  motive  of  competitive  ad- 
vertising— not  at  all  from  a  love  of  beauty  for  its  own  sake  ? 

The  biggest,  the  highest,  the  most  sensational, — ^how  often  are 
these  the  objects  of  our  quest.  And  this  is  why  we  need  so  urgently 
every  mite  that  helps  toward  the  truer,  finer  appreciation;  why  we 
need  again  and  again  to  hark  back  to  whatever  of  goodness  and  truth 
and  encouragement  there  is  in  the  examples  of  the  ancients. 

"Nothing"  declared  that  wisest  of  emperors,  Marcus  Aurelius, 
"nothing  delights  so  much  as  the  examples  of  the  virtues."  Delights, 
yes,  but  also,  we  know,  tends  toward  the  eventual  betterment  of  our 
particular  conditions.  Only  in  the  hurly  burly  of  every  day  we  forget 
and  let  pass  unheeded  many  a  life  either  of  the  past  or  of  the  present 
that  might  give  us  inspiration. 

The  personality  of  Albrecht  Diirer  is  one  of  these  examples.  Nev- 
ertheless, it  is  to  discussions  and  to  more  or  less  vain  attempts  at  in- 
terpretation of  his  art  that  we  oftenest  apply  ourselves,  not  remember- 
ing what  gain  might  be  to  us,  aside  from  that  handwork  of  his,  in  the 
mere  reality  of  his  simple,  yet  strenuous;  his  homely,  yet  cultured,  life. 

It  is  not  the  common  way,  we  are  aware,  to  look  at  the  art  and  the 
personality  of  the  artist  together.  We  have  fallen  into  a  habit  of  be- 
lieving that  great  genius  and  great  virtues  cannot  occupy  the  same 
human  body  at  the  same  time.     Discoveries  of  frightful  abysses  in 
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supposedly  noble  characters  appall  us,  and  indeed  our  much  talk'of 
the  artistic  temperament  is  always  to  the  effect  that  we  must  "make 
allowances." 

Whether  such  reasoning  be  true  or  false,  at  least  there  are  some 
notable  instances  of  a  different  sort,  some  cases  where  an  artist's  thirst 
for  beauty  is  exquisitely  balanced  by  his  thirst  for  righteousness. 
When  such  is  the  case  it  is  an  ungrateful  critic  who  will  not  cry  out 
aloud  to  us  to  lend  our  ears. 

THAT  Diirer  did  accomplish— arrive,  to  put  the  thing  in  modern 
phraseology — there  is  no  questioning.  We  know  that  he  at- 
tained to  the  titles  of  goldsmith,  of  craftsman,  of  artist  Jind  of 
citizen.  We  know  him  as  acknowledged  father  of  German  painting, 
master  of  engraving,  forerunner  of  the  art  of  illustration,  and  not 
seldom  called  the  prince  of  artists. 

We  have  to  stand  and  marvel  at  his  technique,  at  his  precision  of 
line,  at  his  knowledge  of  perspective  and  his  mastery  of  the  principles 
of  proportion.  And  all  this  aside  from,  and  in  addition  to,  his  strange 
power  of  haunting  symbolism,  that  distinctly  northern  trait  of  his  that 
bade  him  grapple  with  the  problems  of  the  hintcrweU,  that  lured  him 
to  try  to  translate  into  terms  of  matter  the  invisible  and  intangible 
things  of^he  mind  and  soul. 

Far  as  he  was  from  that  "graciousness"  as  Pater  calls  it,  which 
seems  to  have  been  innate  Nature's  godmotherlike  gift  to  the 
Italians,  Durer's  creations  have  nevertheless  much  of  the  same  spec- 
tral, unforgetable  power  that  we  find  in  the  work  of  such  a  painter  as 
the  Italian  Da  Vinci. 

Southern  art,  even  at  its  most  solemn  moments,  is  ever  pensive 
rather  than  actually  and  incorrigibly  sad.  The  glow  of  the  southland 
sun  bears  in  its  rays  some  mysterious  balm,  whefeas  in  the  north  the 
cold  sky  carries  naught  of  "healing;  rather  on  the  northern  tem- 
perament the  s]>iritual  gloom,  as  in  vast  hemlock  forests  the  material 
gloom,  sits  impenetrable,  unconsolable. 

In  Durer  this  typical  northern  unrest,  this  longing  to  penetrate  the 
veil  of  matters  hidden,  this  melancholy  that  is  the  inevitable  effect  of  the 
discovered  inability  to  do  so — all  is  accented  and  intensified.  These 
traits,  unsoftened  by  any  sun,  are  etched  into  his  character,  bitten  into 
his  art,  even  as  bare  winter  boughs  are  etched  against  a  frosty  sky. 
And  these  are  the  very  qualities  that  make  his  appeal  to  us  moderns 
the  more  searching. 

Because  of  such  qualities,  and  also  because  of  yet  one  other  trait, 
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his  love  of  nature.  In  that  again  he  makes  appeal  to  us  of  today, 
and  in  connection  with  this  particular  side  of  his  character  it  is  not  a 
little  interesting  to  look  at  his  theories  of  art.  Those  theories  of  his 
were  very  definite.  Couched  in  wordings  as  quaint  as  the  city  and  the 
age  in  which  he  lived,  the  great  mass  of  his  manuscripts  and  books 
would  prove  rather  curious  than  actually  agreeable  reading.  Yet 
there  are  many  passages  which,  could  they  be  collected  for  us  in  con- 
venient shape,  would  ring  as  true  and  clarion-clear  today  as  when 
they  were  written,  now  nearly  four  hundred  years  ago. 

Such  a  volume  of  extracts  as  we  might  get  would  help  us  to  recall 
how  Diirer  was  among  the  first  of  those  theorists  who  urged  formally 
and  insistently  on  what  we  now  term  nature  study.  It  was  he  who 
declared  for  study  of  the  object,  the  tree,  the  hill,  the  horse,  the  human 
figure,  from  the  thing  itself.  It  was  Diirer,  moreover,  who  first  going 
far  beyond  the  hintings  in  that  direction  of  the  earlier  brothers  Van 
Eyck,  gave  us  real  landscape.  Indeed  it  is  a  curious  fact,  so  indom- 
itable was  his  nature  love  and  so  individual  his  exposition  of  nature 
scenes,  that  there  are  certain  kinds  of  landscape  which  we  can  describe 
in  no  other  way  than  by  calling  them  Diireresque. 

A^IONG  his  "Instructions"  are  some  of  the  very  germ  thoughts 
which  later  the  word  painter,  Ruskin,  clothed  in  such  radiant 
language.  "  The  love  of  Nature,"  said  the  earlier  Gothic  crafts- 
man, "makes  known  the  truth  of  all  these  things:  therefore  gaze  upon 
her  intently,  and  do  not  deviate  from  her  to  follow  your  own  opinions 
as  if  you  could  imagine  that  you  could  find  out  better  for  yourself,  for 
you  would  be  misled.  For  truly  art  lies  in  Nature,  and  he  who  can 
draw  her  out,  obtains  her." 

Again  he  tells  us  "it  is  decreed  that  no  human  being  can,  of  his 
own  imagination,  even  make  a  beautiful  picture,  and  so  he  must  fill  his 
mind  full  of  beauty  by  many  an  imitation,  and  then  it  is  no  more 
called  his  own,  but  has  become  art,  which  has  been  mastered  and 
acquired,  which  sows  itself,  grows,  and  bears  forth  fruit  of  its  kind. 
Thereupon  the  collected  and  secret  treasure  of  the  heart  becomes 
manifest  through  the  work,  and  the  new  creature  which  is  created  in 
the  heart  is  the  form  of  a  thing." 

And  once  again  see  how  he  emphasizes  his  point. 

"If  all  beauty  is  enclosed  in  Nature,  the  greatest  difficulty  is  for 
human  power  to  recognize  it  and  to  reproduce  it  in  a  picture. " 

Of  the  four  books  on  Human  Proportion  which  Diirer  planned  he 
lived  to  see  only  the  first  actually  in  press,  but  the  manuscript  notes 
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for  the  others  are  carefully  preserved  and  may  yet  be  given,  in  part, 
to  the  public.  If  they  are  brought  out  we  shall  hope  for  one  or  two 
more  episodes  illustrating  the  peculiarly  naive  and  human  side  of  the 
man.  We  shall  hope  for  more  stories  on  the  order  of  those  two  well- 
known  ones  concerning  his  friendship  with  the  aged  Bellini  and  his 
relations  with  the  Emperor  Maximilian. 

One  gets  the  happiest  glimpse  of  his  sense  of  humor  in  the  famous 
retort,  made  when  the  Emperor  showed  annoyance  because  in  his  own 
unskilled  fingers  the  crayon  which  he  tried  to  use  kept  breaking  into 
bits;  "But,  gracious  Emperor,"  said  Diirer,  "I  would  not  have  your 
Majesty  draw  as  well  as  myself.  I  have  practised  the  art  and  it  is  my 
kingdom.    Your  Majesty  has  other  and  more  difficult  work  to  do." 

Then  what  a  pleasant  touch  we  get,  what  a  hint  of  naive,  excusable 
egoism,  in  that  anecdote  of  his  admiration  for  Bellini.  It  was  of  the 
ancient  painter  that  Diirer  wrote  home,  you  remember,  those  remem- 
berable  words,  "Everyone  tells  me  what  an  honorable  man  he  is, 
and  that  he  likes  me:  he  is  very  old,  but  still  the  best  painter." 

Every  evidence  goes  to  show  that  Diirer  was  liked  in  Venice  and 
in  Florence,  that  indeed  more  than  a  little  pressure  was  brought  to 
bear  on  him  to  induce  him  to  settle  in  some  one  of  the  so  highly  cul- 
tured cities  of  Italy.  But  the  Northman's  strength  of  mind  was  in 
keeping  with  his  strength  of  drawing;  the  fact  of  the  case  he  stated 
simply  enough — he  chose  to  "live  in  a  moderate  manner  in  Niirnberg 
rather  than  to  be  rich  and  great  in  any  other  place."    The  sentiment 

gerhaps  is  as  uncommon  as  the  character  of  the  man  who  expressed  it. 
[owever  else  it  be,  it  is  a  sentiment  that  illuminates  a  character  like 
a  flashlight. 

After  all  it  is  no  slight  thing,  in  any  age  or  place,  to  prove  oneself 
worthy  the  titles  of  craftsman,  artist  and  citizen.  The  last  this  "  prince 
of  artists"  deemed  of  more  than  passing  high  rank.  Indeed  we  sus- 
pect that  no  tribute  could  ever  have  given  Albrecht  Diirer  greater 
pleasure  could  he  have  known  it,  and  certainly  no  tribute  could  be 
imagined  more  suggestive,  than  the  simple  and  sincere  assurance  of 
Melancthon  when  he  heard  of  the  painter's  death,  that  here  was  "a 
wise  man  in  whom  the  artistic  element,  prominent  as  it  was,  was  still 
the  least." 
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HAMLIN  garland:  WRITER  OF  SIG- 
NIFICANT AMERICAN  FICTION.  AND 
A     LOYAL    FRIEND     TO    THE    INDIANS. 


THE  RED  PLOWMAN:  A  STORY:  BY  HAMLIN 
GARLAND 

^SCA  was  plowinf^  in  the  small  field  behind  his  teepee 
close  to  the  trail  crossing.  The  reins  hung  from  his 
broad  red  shoulders,  and  his  knotted  fingers  gripped 
the  crooked  handles  of  the  plow  as  though  they  were 
the  horns  of  a  mad  buffalo,  while  the  little  ponies 
strained  at  the  traces  and  wavered  to  and  fro,  now 
in,  now  out  of  the  furrow,  snorting  and  rebellious. 

The  old  man's  head  was  bare,  his  hair,  braided  and  adorned  with 
eagle  feathers,  streamed  in  the  air,  and  his  ornamented  breech-cloth 
fluttered  comically  in  the  rear.  Determination  was  in  his  set  lips 
and  complete  absorption  marked  his  every  gesture.  He  was  plowing 
as  he  once  went  to  war--with  his  whole  might.  He  had  no  mind  to 
the  beauty  of  the  plain — no  thought  of  the  sun,  though  his  eyes  were 
filled  with  scalding  sweat.  It  was  as  if  a  man  of  the  stone  age  had 
met  and  taken  lessons  of  the  advance  guard  of  the  age  of  steam. 

A  party  of  young  Arapahoes  came  riding  by — their  gay  trappings 
flapping  in  the  wind,  their  dark  faces  agrin  with  delight  at  the  old 
man's  boyish  enthusiasm  over  his  plow  and  his  ponies. 

Pulling  their  horses  to  a  stand  they  began  to  call  out  witticisms: 
"Hello,  Uncle,  what  are  you  doing.'" 

"If  you  push  harder  you  will  go  faster,"  laughed  another. 

"Ho!  Osca,  the  great  chief,  is  dead,"  cried  a  third.  "A  squaw 
has  taken  his  place." 

A  fourth  wag  put  his  hands  to  the  pommel  of  his  saddle  and  imi- 
tated the  humping  gesture  of  the  plowman. 

The  old  chief  straightened  his  gaunt  form  and  turned  his  keen, 
deep-set  eyes  upon  his  insulters — ^his  broad  breast  heaving  with 
righteous    indignation. 

"You  call  me  squaw-heart,"  he  began.  "But  your  fathers  did 
not  so.  The  enemies  of  our  tribe  do  not  think  of  Osca  in  that  way. 
You  point  at  me  because  I  am  treading  the  white  man's  road,  but 
I  do  not  beg  of  the  white  man  with  one  hand  and  strike  him  with  the 
other.  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  at  peace  when  I  am  hungry,  and  go  to 
war  when  I  am  fed.  You  call  me  squaw-heart,"  he  repeated,  and 
his  voice  began  to  rumble.  He  tore  the  shirt  from  his  breast,  pitted 
and  seamed  by  knife  and  arrow — "I  am  a  warrior,  my  record  is 
written  here.     Who  are  you?" 

There  was  such  weight  of  scorn  in  his  thundering  voice,  such 
withering  accusation  in  his  eyes,  that  the  scoffers  began  to  edge 
away  with  changed  faces. 
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IN  THE  AUTUMN   GRASS 

Osca  did  not  release  them.  "True,  I  fought  the  wonder-workers, 
but  I  fed  myself.  I  have  never  asked  the  white  man  to  put  meat  in 
my  mouth,  while  I  turned  his  counsels  to  mockery.  Now  I  am 
facing  a  new  road.  It  is  a  hard  road.  I've  turned  my  back  on  the 
warpath.  My  guns  are  put  away — this  is  now  my  weapon!"  He 
laid  a  hand  upon  the  plow.  "You  are  too  young  to  laugh  at  me. 
Where  are  your  scars?'''  He  waited  a  moment,  grandly  defiant,  from 
his'furrow.  "Go!"  he  thundered.  "When  you  have  scars  like  these 
you  may  come  to  laugh  at  Osca.  Away  with  you!"  With  a  con- 
temptuous gesture  he  dismissed  them  and  turned  to  his  work. 

They  wneeled  their  horses  and  rode  away,  crestfallen.  In  the 
blaze  of  the  old  man's  angry  eyes  their  insolence  withered.  Shame 
and  fear  filled  their  hearts.  Wlien  they  looked  back  Osca  had 
resumed  his  heroic  struggle  with  the  plow. 

IN  THE  AUTUMN  GRASS 

DID   you   ever   lie   low 
In  the  depth  of  the  plain. 
In  the  lee  of  a  swell  that  lifts. 
Like  a  low-lying  island  out  of  the  sea. 
When  the  blue  joint  shakes 
As  an  army  of  spears; 
When  each  flashing  wave  breaks 
In  turn  overhead 
And  wails  in  the  door  of  your  ears  ? 

If  you  have,  you  have  heard 

In  the  midst  of  the  roar. 

The  note  of  a  lone  gray  bird. 

Blown  slantwise  by  overhead 

As  he  swiftly  sped 

To  his  south-land  haven  once  more! 

O,  the  music  abroad  in  the  air. 
With  the  Autumn  W^ind  sweeping 
His  hand  on  the  grass,  where 
The  tiniest  blade  is  astir,  keeping 
Voice  in  the  dim,  wide  choir. 
Of  the  infinite  song,  the  refrain. 
The  wild,  sad  wail  of  the  plain! 

From  " Prairie  Songs" 

^c'^,!>^/l^,V;'HiZ'S'Gart.n,  — Hamlin  Gabland. 
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SOCIAL  UNREST:  A  CONDITION  BROUGHT 
ABOUT  BY  SEPARATING  THE  PEOPLE  INTO 
TWO  FACTIONS,  CAPITAL  AND  LABOR:  BY 
THE  EDITOR 

^OCIAL  unrest  is,  without  question,  the  distinguishing 
characteristic  of  this  age.  Especially  is  this  true  in 
America,  where  greed  and  arrogance  on  the  one  hand 
and  class  hatred  and  jealousy  on  the  other  seem  to 
have  arrayed  the  people  into  two  gi'eat  factions,  rep- 
resented by  the  terms  Capital  and  Labor.  The  pre- 
vailing feeling  is  that  a  relatively  small  class  has  pos- 
sessed itself  of  the  land  and  its  treasures;  that  a  few  great  corpora- 
tions, mostly  composed  of  the  same  men,  control  the  main  arteries  of 
the  nation's  industry  and  commerce,  and  that  therefore  the  few,  by 
unfair  and  secret  methods  now  legally  known  as  "conspiracy  in 
restraint  of  trade,"  have  contrived,  by  stifling  competition  and  ex- 
ploiting the  labor  of  others,  to  despoil  the  many.  Consequently, 
the  smoldering  resentment  blazes  forth,  not  only  in  retaliatory  acts 
of  aggression  on  the  part  of  the  labor  unions,  but  in  the  fever  of  in- 
vestigation and  restrictive  legislation  that  seems  to  have  swept  like 
an  epidemic  over  all  the  land. 

And  it  is  not  alone  the  proletariat  and  the  radical  reformers  who 
are  engaged  in  the  revolt  against  these  powerful  organizations  of 
multimillionaires;  on  the  contrary,  thoughtful  and  conservative  men 
everywhere  are  now  advocating  reforms  which,  a  few  years  ago, 
would  have  been  mentioned  only  by  the  extreme  radical.  What  was 
the  radicalism  of  five  years  ago,  even,  is  the  conservative,  earnest 
thought  of  today.  That  a  Republican  President  of  the  United 
States  should  seriously  propose  to  confiscate,  by  a  system  of  pro- 
gressive taxation,  the  larger  part  of  the  "swollen  fortunes;"  to  im- 
prison the  heads  of  the  great  corporations,  men  whose  names  are 
significant  of  world-wide  power;  to  have  the  government  appoint 
receivers  to  control,  in  the  interests  of  the  people,  the  railroads  and 
other  important  industries;  and  to  impose  an  income  tax  which  shall 
compel  the  exploiters  of  the  people  and  of  public  utilities  to  restore 
to  the  nation  a  portion  of  their  immense  gains,  is  perhaps  the  most 
remarkable  indication  of  the  spirit  of  the  age  we  live  in.  That  he 
is  supported  in  this  attitude  by  the  great  mass  of  the  American  people 
is  vitally  significant  to  those  who  can  read  the  signs  and  interpret 
them.  And  when  judges  impose  upon  great  corporations  fines  which 
run  into  the  tens  of  millions,  it  is  but  another  evidence  of  the  univer- 
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sal.  sense  of  exasperation  at  the  persistent  disregard  of  common  rights 
shown  by  men  who  have  assumed  the  leadership  of  industry  and 
finance. 

There  is  no  question  that,  with  all  the  confusion  and  uproar  of 
investigation  and  denunciation  and  the  war  of  contending  opinions 
as  to  the  advisability  of  the  severe  measures  now  being  employed 
to  curb  the  power  of  the  trusts,  in  the  end  a  better  state  of  affairs 
will  be  found  to  have  been  inaugurated  as  a  result  of  the  contest. 
Bringing  forth  doubtful  methods  into  the  full  light  of  public  opinion 
for  examination  and  judgment  is  always  a  good  thing,  for,  in  spite 
of  temporary  prejudice  and  violence,  the  national  feeling  as  a  whole 
inevitably  inclines  toward  justice  and  fair  dealing.  The  mistake 
lies  in  thinking  that  the  trouble  can  be  wholly  and  permanently 
eradicated  by  restrictive  legislation,  The  most  drastic  measures 
that  are  suggested  look  no  farther  than  merely  the  surface  controlling 
of  things — that  is,  they  deal  solely  with  effects,  ignoring  the  cause 
from  which  all  these  effects  have  sprung,  and  which  must  be  con- 
sidered in  any  attempt  to  bring  about  genuine  and  lasting  reform. 
We  see  and  hotly  resent  the  high-handed  methods  by  which  the 
trusts  have  gained  their  power  to  control  for  their  own  benefit  prac- 
tically the  whole  industrial  situation  in  this  country,  but  how  many 
of  us  realize  that  in  these  same  trusts  and  the  captains  of  industry 
who  have  formed  them,  we  see  only  the  crystallization  of  a  spirit  com- 
mon to  the  vast  majority  of  our  people, — the  national  craze  for 
greatness  of  possession.  The  greater  number  of  Americans  are 
possessed  by  the  dominating  desire  to  own  things  and  to  "win  out" 
against  all  competitors,  and  it  cannot  be  denied  that  from  this  desire 
has  sprung  our  phenomenal  growth;  but  also  it  cannot  be  denied  that 
the  trust  builder  is  merely  the  man  who,  through  native  ability  for 
organization  and  the  power  to  use  and  turn  to  advantage  every  oppor- 
tunity for  gain  or  advancement,  has  come  most  nearly  to  realizing  in 
his  own  person  the  national  ideal.  In  fighting  these  men  and  what 
they  represent,  we  are,  like  Frankenstein,  vainly  endeavoring  to  rid 
ourselves  of  the  monster  which  our  own  ambition  has  helped  to  create. 

THIS  unrest  and  discontent  on  the  part  of  the  many  as  against 
the  powerful  few  is  no  new  social  condition,  but  one  as  old  as 
civilization  itself.  The  only  difference  between  this  and  former 
struggles  is  that  the  terms  are  more  equal  than  ever  before,  because 
the  possession  by  every  citizen  of  the  utmost  freedom  of  speech  and 
opinion  gives  to  the  people  an  enormous  increase  of  power  to  fight 
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against  oppressive  conditions.  But,  whether  the  contest  has  been  for 
religious  liberty  or  political  freedom,  or  for  a  more  equal  distribution 
of  tne  wealth  of  the  nation,  there  has  always  been  first  the  creation 
by  the  people  themselves  of  a  dominant  national  ideal,  and  then  the 
revolt  against  what  happens  when  that  ideal  is  carried  to  its  logical 
conclusion  by  men  who,  by  force  or  fraud,  have  succeeded  in  com- 
passing what  every  man  has  been  taught  to  regard  as  the  chief  end 
and  aim  of  existence.  In  the  ages  of  war  and  rapine,  when  nations 
in  i  the  process  of  formation  were  testing  their  strength  and  settling 
their  boundaries,  the  national  ideal  of  every  people  was  war  and  con- 
quest. The  leaders  of  men  were  military  leaders ;  their  methods  were 
ruthless  and  their  rule  oppressive.  Might  alone  made  right;  never- 
theless the  people  who  groaned  under  the  yoke  worshiped  the 
spirit  of  which  the  oppressors  were  but  the  concrete  expression,  even 
while  they  occasionally  rose  in  revolt  and  endeavored  to  destroy 
the  conquerors  who  ruled  them.  Today,  the  national  ideal  is  wealth, 
not  so  much  general  prosperity,  as  individual  wealth — and  the  power 
to  rule  by  means  of  that  wealth.  The  workingman  whose  labor  is 
exploited,  the  average  citizen  whose  means  are  straitened,  rise  in 
revolt  against  the  great  combinations  which  hold  in  a  grip  of  steel 
the  industrial  and  financial  situation,  and  endeavor  to  restram  or  even 
to  destroy  them,  regardless  of  the  good  that  balances  the  evil  and 
of  the  part  that  this  genius  for  organization — this  ruthless,  aggressive 
energy — has  played  in  creating  the  phenomenal  growth  and  develop- 
ment of  the  country.  The  fight  that  is  now  going  on  is  a  battle  of 
giants.  Unquestionably  in  the  end  the  people  will  win,  but  will  they 
benefit  by  the  victory  ?  One  effect,  or  manifestation,  of  the  national 
worship  of  wealth  and  power,  will  perhaps  have  been  destroyed  at 
enormous  cost  to  the  whole  country,  only  to  make  room  for  another 
manifestation  equally  disastrous.  Even  now  the  menace  of  the 
Labor  Unions  equals  the  menace  of  the  Trusts. 

WHEN  we  turn  to  the  question  of  dealing  with  cause  as  well  as 
with  effect,  it  might  be  profitable  to  look  for  a  moment  at 
the  experience  of  earlier  and  simpler  times,  back  to  the  day 
of  the  Ilanseatic  League  and  of  the  craftsmen's  guilds  before  which 
the  military  ideal  and  the  power  of  feudalism  went  down  into  dust. 
If,  in  these  strenuous  days,  the  national  spirit  of  energy  and  enterprise 
were  diverted  from  the  mad  pursuit  of  gain  solely  for  the  sake  of 
gain,  to  the  endeavor  to  achieve  what  is  best  in  work,  in  life  and  in 
the  conduct  of  government,  the  cry  of  unequal  opportunity  would 
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soon  be  stilled  and  the  desire  of  all  men  for  progress,  which  has  been 
the  mainspring  of  the  world's  upward  movement,  would  begin  to 
express  itself  through  all  the  myriad  channels  of  individual  capacity 
and  the  will  to  achieve,  instead  of  being  manifested  only  in  an  unequal 
and  bitter  struggle  which,  in  spite  of  victories  gained  by  one  side  or  the 
other,  can  only  end,  as  always,  in  the  subjection  and  exploitation 
of  the  many  by  the  strong  and  able  few.  INIore  and  more  the  con- 
viction is  growing  in  the  minds  of  thinking  people  that  the  final  solu- 
tion of  the  trust  problem  lies  in  the  fostering  of  individual  enterprise 
along  sane  and  reasonable  lines,  and  that,  after  we  have  tried  repres- 
sion by  legislation,  punishment  by  imprisonment,  checking  by  tax- 
ation, and  all  the  other  methods  advised  by  political  science  for  dealing 
with  unjust  monopolies,  we  shall  still  find  it  necessary  to  return  to 
simpler  and  saner  ideas  about  life  and  work,  and  to  the  establishing 
on  a  national  scale  of  small  individual  or  cooperative  industries  and 
handicrafts  allied  with  agriculture,  before  the  people  will  be  in  a 
position  to  control  permanently  the  industrial  situation.  This  is  not 
abandoning  our  energy  and  acumen  in  business,  it  is  simply  enlarg- 
ing the  percentage  of  possible  success.  WTiere,  with  the  goal  now  m 
view,  one  man  succeeds  so  enormously  as  to  attract  the  attention  of 
the  whole  world,  and  by  this  success  gains  the  power  to  control  the 
work  and  the  life  of  thousands  of  his  fellowmen,  a  change  as  to  the 
object  most  to  be  desired  would  give  opportunity  to  any  number  of 
these  workers  to  develop  by  their  own  initiative  the  ability  and  train- 
ing to  do  individual  work  that  would  be  fitted  by  actual  merit  to 
command  its  place  in  the  market  and  to  furnish  the  worker  a  reason- 
able livelihood.  It  is  one  of  the  hopeful  signs  of  the  times  that,  even 
in  this  country,  this  idea  is  taking  deeper  and  deeper  root.  The  false 
standard  of  ambition  so  long  held  up  as  an  incentive  to  our  boys  is 
giving  place  to  practical  training,  especially  in  handicrafts,  that  will 
develop  to  its  utmost  their  ability  as  workers  and  so  fit  them  to  play 
an  honest  and  adequate  part  in  the  national  life  as  a  whole.  In 
the  practical  application  of  this  conviction  America  is  as  yet  far 
behind  other  countries,  but  the  success  of  a  number  of  experiments 
made  abroad  j)roves  that  the  theory  is  considered  worth  the  most 
careful  testing  by  European  governments,  and  that  where  it  has  been 
tried  its  success  has  been  established  beyond  question. 

There  is  a  widespread  belief  that  handicrafts  and  small  shops 
cannot  hold  their  own  with  the  great  manufacturing  industries,  and 
that  small  businesses  must  go  down  before  the  larger  commercial 
organizations.     Many   believe   that   production   upon   a   large  scale 
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is  so  much  more  economical  than  small  production  that  small  in- 
dustries are  doomed  inevitably  to  destruction.  Many  learned  econo- 
mists assure  us  that  this  is  the  fact,  and  support  their  arguments 
with  much  statistical  information.  Yet  practical  experience  tends 
to  show  that  this  belief  is  based  upon  mistaken  premises;  in  fact, 
it  has  been  proven  that  the  tendency  is  for  the  expense  account  to 
increase  so  much  more  rapidly  in  large  organizations  than  in  small 
ones  that,  if  their  special  and  unjust  privileges  were  taken  from  the 
great  industrial  and  commercial  organizations  so  that  the  small  work- 
shops and  individual  workers  were  given  an  equal  chance,  the  latter 
would  be  more  than  able  to  hold  their  own. 

AN  EXAMPLE  of  this  is  the  general  breaking  up  into  smaller 
farms  of  the  great  bonanza  farms  of  the  West,  which  only  a 
few  years  ago  were  held  as  marking  the  beginning  of  the  ex- 
tinction of  small  individual  holdings.  The  threatened  extinction 
has  failed  to  take  place;  on  the  contrary,  it  is  farming  on  the  larger 
scale  that  has  not  proved  generally  profitable  and  is  being  abandoned. 
Also,  the  great  department  stores  have  not  yet  succeeded  in  exter- 
minating the  small  shops,  as  was  once  so  confidently  prophesied. 
If  these  were  isolated  facts,  they  might  not  be  especially  significant, 
but  when  we  remember  that  they  accord  with  an  almost  universal 
experience,  there  seems  to  be  evidence  that  a  big  principle  is  in- 
volved. When,  some  years  ago,  immense  factories  filled  with  in- 
tricate machinery  for  making  watches  were  introduced  into  Sv,  itzer- 
land,  it  was  predicted  that  in  a  few  years  the  home  and  small 
cooperative  workshops  would  speedily  disappear,  but  the  prediction 
has  not  been  fulfilled.  On  the  contrary,  the  event  has  sho.vu  that 
the  small  workshops  in  which  most  of  the  work  is  done  by  hand, 
only  the  very  simplest  machinery  being  used,  can  very  easily  with- 
stand the  competition  of  the  big  factories.  Moreover,  the  con- 
dition of  the  workers  in  the  small  shops  is  in  all  respects  superior 
to  that  of  their  fellow-workmen  in  the  factories. 

M.  Kropotkin  has  shown  that  the  same  general  observations  hold 
true  of  the  silk  trade  of  Lyons,  which  still  remains  very  largely  in 
the  hands  of  home-workers  and  cooperative  producers  working  in 
small  workshops.  He  cites  also  the  large  woollen  cloth  factories  at 
Verviers,  closed,  their  costly  machinery  rusting,  beaten  by  the  com- 
petition of  the  hand-looms  in  the  weavers'  houses !  Exactly  the  same 
thing  has  happened  in  Hungary,  where  the  largest  rug  factory  in 
the  country,  aided  by  the  government,  was  beaten  by  the  competition 


SOCL\L  UNREST 

of  the  free  peasant  weavers.  Russia's  experience  has  been  similar. 
The  information  comes  with  the  authority  of  a  Russian  government 
official  of  high  standing,  that  peasant  industries  compete  successfully 
against  the  great  machine  industries,  and  that  in  cities  like  Moscow 
and  St.  Petersburg  the  very  best  stores,  carrying  the  highest  class 
of  goods,  even  to  the  finest  and  most  exquisite  furniture,  are  sup- 
plied by  the  peasant  producers,  who  also  make  the  cheaper  grades 
of  goods  for  the  less  fashionable  stores. 

It  is  clear,  then,  that  in  urging  a  return  to  handicrafts  and  small 
industries  allied  with  agriculture  as  a  solution  for  the  great  trust 
problem,  the  objection  that  handicrafts  and  small  cooperative  in- 
dustries could  not  stand  the  competition  of  the  great  industries  does 
not  hold.  Nowhere  in  the  world  is  the  competition  of  factory  pro- 
duction against  small  workshops  keener  than  in  Belgium,  except 
possibly  in  Germany,  and  the  experience  of  both  countries  bears  out 
the  contention  that,  without  special  and  unjust  privileges  to  assist 
them,  the  great  industrial  corporations  can  never  crush  out  the  small 
producers. 

It  is  strange,  when  one  stops  to  think  of  it,  that,  instead  of  using 
the  powers  of  government  to  support  and  strengthen  the  independence 
of  the  people  by  fostering  small  industries,  we  have  in  this  country 
pursued  exactly  the  opposite  course.  We  have  suffered  the  great 
corporations  to  fasten  their  clutches  upon  our  government  and  to 
use  it  to  their  own  advantage  and  to  the  disadvantage  of  the  great 
mass  of  the  people.  The  thoughtful  American  who  goes  to  such 
foreign  countries  as  Switzerland,  Belgium  or  Hungary,  and  sees  how 
earnestly  the  governments  of  those  countries  strive  to  give  the  small 
producers  the  fullest  possible  opportunity  to  maintain  their  inde- 
pendence, cannot  fail  to  be  impressed  by  the  superior  statesmanship 
that  is  displayed.  Volumes  could  be  written  describing  the  ways 
in  which  the  various  cantons  foster  handicrafts  and  other  small  in- 
dustries, by  special  education,  by  providing  cheap  electric  power, 
by  the  introduction  of  new  industries  suitable  for  home-work  and 
small  workshops,  and  through  the  agency  of  numerous  other  and 
equally  practical  methods. 

SO,  TOO,  in  the  case  of  Hungary.  Little  more  than  twenty-five 
years  ago,  in  eighteen  hundred  and  eighty-one,  the  Hungarian 
government  directed  its  attention  to  the  possibilities  of  the  de- 
velopment of  its  peasant  industries.  For  centuries  the  peasants  had 
been  accustomed  to  weave  all  their  own  textiles,  from  the  finest 
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linen  to  lieavy  woolen  blankets  and  vw^s,  to  make  their  own  kitchen 
utensils  and  simple  agricultural  im})lements  of  wood,  their  own  fur- 
niture, baskets,  leather  goods,  pottery,  and  so  on.  Many  of  their 
products  were  laboriously  decorated,  though  the  decoration  was  not 
infrequently  crude  in  the  extreme.  The  designs  had  been  handed 
down  from  time  immemorial,  and  frequently  belonged  exclusively 
to  a  particular  village,  so  that  one  familiar  with  the  subject  could 
go  through  a  large  collection  of  peasant  ware  of  all  kinds  and,  from 
the  designs  alone,  tell  exactly  the  village  in  which  each  piece  was 
made.  The  work  might  be  an  elaborate  piece  of  embroidery,  a  cow- 
herd's whip  with  its  inlaid  handle,  or  a  heavy  carved  oak  chest;  the 
design  it  bore  told  the  place  of  its  origin  and  testified  to  both  ancestral 
and  civic  pride  in  good  craftsmanship. 

Very  wisely,  the  government  decided  to  encourage  the  peasants 
to  retain  these  traditional  designs.  It  confined  its  efforts  to  trying 
to  improve  the  quality  of  the  work,  as,  for  example,  by  introducing 
slight  improvements  in  the  hand  looms  and  showing  the  peasants  how 
to  do  more  even  weaving;  by  trying  to  develop  the  artistic  quality 
of  the  design,  by  teaching  the  peasants  to  draw  more  accurately; 
by  helping  them  to  find  markets  for  their  products  in  the  large  cities 
and  also  m  foreign  countries,  and  by  assisting  individuals  or  groups 
to  take  up  home  handicrafts  or  small  associated  industries  in  work- 
shops. Through  the  kindness  of  Dr.  George  de  Szogyeny,  Com- 
missioner of  Commerce  for  Hungary  in  this  country,  to  whom  I  am 
also  indebted  for  much  other  interesting  information,  I  have  been  able 
to  compare  the  work  done  by  the  peasants  prior  to  eighteen  hundred 
and  eighty-one  with  that  which  is  now  being  done,  and  I  cannot 
too  strongly  express  my  admiration  for  the  manner  in  which  all  that 
was  good  in  the  old  work  has  been  retained  in  the  new  and  the  whole 
character  of  the  work  improved. 

At  the  present  time,  upward  of  half  a  million  agricultural  workers 
in  Hungary  add  to  their  incomes  by  some  handicraft  or  other  home 
work,  the  women  outnumbering  the  men  by  more  than  ten  to  one. 
Not  only  are  practically  all  the  things  needed  for  the  household  made 
at  home,  but  upward  of  half  a  million  workers  engaged  in  aoriculture 
after  supplying  their  own  wants,  add  to  their  incomes  by"^ means  of 
handicrafts.  Then  there  are  more  than  one  hundred  thousand 
workers  who  make  their  living  exclusively  from  handicrafts.  A 
report  was  published  a  few  years  ago  which  showed  that  in  a  sino-Ie 
year  one  hundred  families,  in  Apatin  and  Combos,  received  eio^ht 
thousand  dollars  for  wooden  shoes  and  troughs  for  cattle,  and  fi^fty 
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families  in  tlie  village  of  Tiszolc  received  thirty-two  thousand  dollars 
for  willow  ware.  The  workers  in  one  county  received  upwai'd  of 
twenty-four  thousand  dollars  for  wooden  spoons  and  boxes  for  fire- 
wood; the  workers  in  Iladju  county  about  two  hundred  thousand 
dollars  for  articles  made  of  straw,  and  the  workers  of  Arva  county 
about  fifty-two  thousand  dollars  for  coarse  linen.  I  have  cited  these 
figures  simply  to  show  that,  even  though  eighty  per  cent,  of  all  work- 
ers in  the  home  industries  work  upon  the  farms,  the  economic  returns 
from  the  handicrafts  they  unite  with  farming  are  very  considerable. 

Today  the  Hungarian  government  promotes  handicrafts  and 
small  industries  in  many  ways.  It  aids  local  societies  formed  for 
the  i)urpose  of  developing  handicrafts,  and  encourages  with  sub- 
sidies the  local  exhibitions;  it  supports  training  shops  and  classes  in 
all  large  villages  and  sends  itinerant  teachers  into  the  most  remote 
hamlets;  every  year  it  otters  traveling  scholarships  for  the  best  work- 
manship in  certain  classes  of  work,  enabling  the  winners  to  travel 
in  foreign  countries  in  order  to  extend  their  knowledge;  it  gives 
credit  to  individual  craftsmen  or  small  groups  of  workers  to  enable 
them  to  acquire  homesteads  or  to  get  the  tools  and  machinery  needed, 
and  in  rare  cases  even  donates  the  last. 

In  addition  to  all  these,  the  government  caused  to  be  started,  and 
pays  an  annual  subsidy  to,  a  private  corporation  in  Buda-Pesth,  con- 
trolled bv  the  government,  called  the  Hungarian  Trading  Company, 
Limited.'  In  return  for  its  subsidy  this  association  must  keep  open 
a  number  of  foreign  markets  and  sell  at  leasit  six  million  crowns'  worth 
of  Hungarian  produce  each  year,  one-sixth  of  which  must  be  the 
product  of  handicrafts.  Its  profits  are  limited  to  a  certain  amount, 
all  surplusage  being  devoted  to  the  extension  of  the  markets  for  Hun- 
garian goods.  This  association  serves  as  a  great  bureau  of  exchange 
for  the  peasant  workers.  They  can  send  their  goods  if  they  choose 
to  the  association,  or  deliver  them  to  its  agents,  when  a  price  is  agreed 
upon  between  the  association  and  the  peasant,  at  which  the  goods  arc 
to  be  sold.  The  producer  then  is  enabled  to  draw  in  advance  a  cer- 
tain percentage  of  the  price,  according  to  a  schedule,  sometimes 
as  high  as  seventy-five  per  cent. 

I  have  gone  at  length  into  the  Hungarian  system  in  order  that  the 
reader  might  see  how  intelligently  this  question  is  treated  in  other 
lands.  I  do  not  say  that  in  the  United  States  we  ought  to  adopt  the 
Hungarian  plan,  but  I  do  urge  most  strongly  that  our  government 
consider  seriously  the  advisability  of  using  its  power  and  influence 
to  encourage   a   revival   of  handicrafts   and   small   industries.     The 
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Hungarian  method  as  described  doubtless  smacks  strongly  of  pater- 
nalism, though  in  fact  the  government  does  not  go  far  in  the  direction 
of  doing  things  for  its  j)eople,  but  wisely  helps  them  to  do  for  them- 
selves. The  total  cost  to  the  government  of  carrying  out  this  policy 
in  nineteen  hundred  and  two,  the  last  year  for  which  I  have  the  figures, 
was  only  a  little  more  than  fifty-five  thousand  dollars.  Its  success 
lies  not  so  much  in  taking  responsibility  from  the  shoulders  of  the 
people  themselves  and  doing  things  for  them,  as  in  recognizing! that 
the  government  of  a  nation  should  represent  the  interests  of  its  citizens, 
and  its  powers  be  used  to  enable  them  to  live  and  work  to  the  best 
advantage. 

Already,  in  the  effective  work  of  our  own  Department  of  Agri- 
culture, and  the  various  state  boards  of  agriculture,  we  have  adopted 
a  policy  of  helping  the  farmers  that  is  very  similar  in  many  respects 
to  that  which  Hungary  and  Switzerland  have  adopted  with  so  much 
success  toward  the  craftsmen.  There  is  also  a  growing  conviction 
that  we  ought  to  encourage  the  union  of  handicrafts  with  agriculture, 
and  that,  if  rightly  developed,  such  a  policy  would  in  time  go  far 
toward  breaking  the  power  of  corporate  greed.  Leave  the  way  open 
for  all  men  who  desire  to  so  employ  themselves,  free  them  to  develop 
by  means  of  individual  creative  work,  and  there  will  be  no  need  to 
fear  the  outcome  of  the  struggle  against  the  powers  that  bind  and 
exploit  the  life  of  the  people. 
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SOME  CALIFORNIA  HOUSES  THAT  SHOW  AN 
INTERESTING  USE  OF  THE  POPULAR  AND 
ADAPTABLE  COBBLESTONE 


IN  the  building  of  modern  country 
lionies  there  seems  to  be  no  end  to 
the  adaptabiUty  of  cobblestones 
when  used  as  a  building  material, 
for  apparently  they  can  be  brought  into 
more  or  less  hannony  with  nearly  every 
style  of  arcliitecture  that  has  about  it 
any  semblance  of  ruggediiess.  The  onlv 
place  where  cobblestones  have  not  pen- 
etrated seems  to  be  in  the  architecture 
of  the  conventional  city  house.  In  the 
Craftsman  houses  the  use  of  cobble- 
stones is  not  especially  advocated,  as  we 
have  found  that  the  best  effects  from  a 
structural  point  of  view  can  be  obtained 
by  using  the  split  stones  instead  of  the 
smaller  round  cobbles.  Splitting  the 
stones  brings  into  prominence  all  the 
uiteresting  colors  that  are  to  be  found 
in  field  rubble,  and  it  is  astonishing  what 
a  variety  and  richness  of  coloring  is  re- 
vealed when  the  stone  is  split  apart  so 
that  the  inner  markings  appear.  Also. 
a  better  structural  line  can  be  obtained 
when  there  is  not  so  much  the  etTect  of 
a  loose  pile  of  stones.  \'ery  few  houses 
that  are  possible  for  modern  civilized 
life — outside  of  the  mountain  camp — 
are  sutlkiently  rough  and  primitive  in 
construction  to  be  exactly  in  harmony 
with  the  use  of  cobbles,  and  always 
there  is  a  slight  sense  of  effort  when 


they  are  brought  into  close  relation  with 
finished  construction. 

Nevertheless,  the  popularity  of  cob- 
blestones for  foundations,  pillars,  chim- 
neys, and  even  for  such  interior  use  as 
chimney-pieces,  is  unquestioned,  and  in 
many  cases  the  effect  is  very  interest- 
ing. Mr.  Charles  A.  Byers,  of  Los  An- 
geles, California,  has  sent  us  photo- 
graplis  of  a  number  of  California  houses 
and  bungalows  in  which  cobblestones 
are  extensively  used,  and  these  pictures 
are  so  suggestive  in  many  ways  that  we 
are  glad  to  reproduce  them  here.  They 
illustrate  very  well  the  many  uses  to 
which  cobbles  ma}'  be  put  in  building. 
As  will  be  seen,  some  of  the  houses 
show  the  cobbles  only  in  the  foundation 
and  chimney,  others  in  the  porch  pillars, 
and  one  or  two  in  the  wall  enclosing  the 
yard,  a  device  which  is  very  effective  in 
linking  the  house  with  its  surroundings. 
The  woodwork  of  these  houses  has  been 
carefully  planned  to  harmonize  with  tlie 
stones.  In  the  matter  of  color,  the  pref- 
erence is  given  to  dull  browns  and 
greens,  as  these  offer  contrast  and  har- 
monize well  with  the  rough  gray  cob- 
bles. In  some  cases  the  roof  is  painted 
white,  to  bring  it  into  close  relation  with 
the  stone  foundations.  This  is  very- 
striking  in  effect,  and  in  some  surround- 
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A    TEX    THOUSAND    DOLLAR    HOUSE      NEAR    PASAUE.VA,    CAL. 
COBBLESTONE     CHIMNEY.     FOUNDATION     AND     YARD     WALL. 


A    FIVE   THOUSAND   DOLLAR   PASADENA    HOUSE.      LARGE   COB- 
BLESTONES   USED    IN     PORCH     PILLARS. 


-•'s^^ll' 


A     FIIKTY-FIVE      UlNUKEl)     DOLLAR     HOUSE      NEAR 
LOS   ANGELES.     I'CIRCH   ENTIRELY   OF  COBBLESTONES. 


A    COTTAGE    IN    SOLTH     I'ASADENA,    WITH     IN- 
TERESTING   USE    OF    COBBLESTONES    IN     I'ORCH. 


FULR  OAKS,  SOUTH  IWSADENA,  A  WEAT  UEKUOAKU 
HOUSE  WITH  COHl;I.ESTONE  FOUNDATION  AND  CHIM- 
NEY :  VINES  AND  I'OTTED  PLANTS  I NTEKESTI  Ni;LY  USED. 


A   CALIFORNIA    BUNGALOW.   WITH    A   RATHKR 
BULKY  USE  OF  COHliLESTON'ES   IN  CHIMN'EV. 


A     SlMli.K     W  l).l  -HEI.  \  ll-J}     r>F.     OF     niliELESTONES 
1\     A     TWKNTV    Kll.llT     IirXIll;KIi    liOM.AR    COTTAGE, 


A  (llAUMIM.  UdilllKN  IllUSK,  ]•  I  N I S  IIF.H  WITH 
ml, I.  CKKFX  SIAIN";  (  (ll'.llI.KSrdNKS  isi:ii  IN 
rnl'l  II.    (  HIMNKV     AM)    TERRACF. 
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ings  has  proven  very  attractive.  The 
most  popular  treatment  of  the  walls  in 
houses  of  this  kind  appears  to  be 
shingling  with  rough  cedar  shingles, 
which  are  simply  oiled,  leaving  their 
natural  color  a  little  darkened.  The  ex- 
terior trim  is  rarely  lighter  than  the 
walls,  except  when  pure  white  is  used, 
which,  especially  in  the  case  of  thick, 
round  porch  pillars,  is  very  attractive  in 
relation  to  a  house  of  natural  wood  and 
gray  stones. 

The  cobblestones  used  for  houses  of 
this  kind  are  of  varying  sizes.  To  give 
the  best  effect  in  the  wall,  they  should 
be  neither  too  small  nor  too  large. 
Stones  ranging  from  two  and  a  half 
inches  in  diameter  for  the  minimum  size 
to  six  or  seven  inches  in  diameter  for 
the  maximum  are  found  the  most  gen- 
erally suitable.  Such  stones,  which  be- 
long, of  course,  to  the  limestone  variety 
and  are  irregularly  rounded,  can  usually 
be  obtained  without  trouble  in  almost 
any  locality  where  there  are  any  stones 
at  all — picked  up  from  rocky  pasture 
land  or  a  dry  creek  bottom.  The  ten- 
dency of  builders  is  to  select  the  whitest 
stones  and  the  most  nearly  round  that 
are  obtainable. 

On  the  first  page  of  illustrations  two 
shingled  houses  are  shown,  in  which  the 
use  of  cobbles  is  limited  in  one  case  to 
the  foundation  and  garden  wall,  and  in 
the  other  to  the  pillars  that  support  the 
small  roof  of  the  entrance  porch.  Where 
they  are  used  as  the  foundation,  the  ef- 
fect is  very  attractive,  and  seems  to  be 
in  thorough  harmony  with  the  building. 
This  house  is  unusually  interesting  in 
plan  and  construction,  the  broad,  low 
proportions  and  the  lines  of  the  over- 
hanging roof  lending  to  it  much  individ- 
uality and  charm.  The  second  house  on 
the  page,  while  possessing  some  excel- 
lent structural  features,  is  hardly  so 
happy  in  the  use  of  cobblestones.  The 
pyramidal  piles  of  stone  which  serve  in 
the  place  of  colunms  are  rather  clumsy 


and  intentionally  rough  in  effect,  and  so 
a  little  jarring  in  connection  with  the 
beautiful  lines  and  finish  of  the  house  it- 
self. And  the  little  chimney  perched 
on  top  of  the  roof  is  hardly  as  inevitably 
a  part  of  the  whole  construction  as  the 
tall  chimney,  also  of  cobblestones,  of 
which  only  a  corner  appears  in  the 
upper  picture.  Another  feature  that 
tends  to  make  this  house  rather  more 
striking  than  quiet  and  harmonious  in 
effect  is  the  white  roof,  which  is  in 
sharp  contrast  with  the  weather-board- 
ing of  split  oak  shingles  oiled  and  left 
in  their  natural  color.  The  dark  brown 
trimming  and  the  natural  colored 
shingle  walls  and  roof  of  the  upper 
house  is  far  more  restful  in  this  country 
of  vivid  colors  and  brilliant  sunshine. 

The  next  two  pictures  show  the  use 
of  cobblestones  not  only  for  founda- 
tions, but  for  porch  parapets  and  pillars. 
Here  the  effect  is  better  because  the 
cobblestones  are  more  regular  in  size 
and  the  straight  square  lines  of  the  pil- 
lars are  preserved  in  spite  of  the  rough- 
ness of  the  stone.  The  smooth  cement 
copings  and  capitals  seem  a  trifle  over- 
finished  when  counted  as  a  part  of  the 
cobblestone  wall,  but  as  a  connection  be- 
tween the  stones  and  the  rest  of  the 
house  they  are  very  well  used.  The 
house  shown  in  the  upper  picture  has 
walls  of  weather-boarding  stained 
brown,  and  a  white  roof.  A  particularly 
attractive  feature  is  the  window-box 
which  gives  a  mass  of  verdure  the  year 
round  just  outside  the  group  of  win- 
dows on  the  second  story.  The  other 
house  has  also  a  white  roof,  but  the 
shingles  are  stained  green.  Here  the 
color  effect  is  admirably  harmonized  by 
the  liberal  use  of  "dusty  miller"  among 
the  flowers  which  grow  about  it  in  such 
profusion,  as  these  repeat  the  grayish- 
white  of  the  stone  and  the  roof,  just  as 
the  green  stain  of  the  shingles  tones  in 
with  the  trees.  Both  houses  give  that 
delightful    impression    of    breadth    and 
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cordiality  and  homelikeness  which 
seems  to  be  so  much  a  part  of  the  in- 
dividuahty  of  the  typical  modern  CaH- 
fornia  houses,  and  both  are  exceedingly 
well  planned  from  an  architectural  point 
of  view.  There  seems  to  be  a  quality 
about  both  the  climate  and  the  life  in 
California  that  gives  to  its  architecture 
a  peculiar  sense  of  friendliness. 
Whether  it  is  conveyed  by  the  big  roof 
which  aflfords  shelter  from  the  burning 
sun,  or  the  ample  porches  which  give 
opportunity  for  living  out  of  doors  dur- 
ing the  greater  part  of  the  year : 
whether  it  is  the  length  and  width  of 
the  building  in  proportion  to  its  height, 
or  the  grouping  of  the  big  windows  to 
admit  the  greatest  possible  amount  of 
air  and  sunshine,  it  is  difificult  to  tell. 
Perhaps  it  is  a  combination  of  all  of 
these,  but  whatever  it  is,  a  house  that  is 
typically  Californian  certainly  partakes 
of  the  character  of  these  hospitable,  cor- 
dial people  of  the  West,  and  seems  to 
extend  a  welcome  to  every  stranger 
that  approaches  it. 

Still  another  white  roof  is  shown  in 
the  upper  picture  on  the  third  page  of 
illustrations.  In  this  the  dull  brown  of 
the  weather-boarding  serves  merely  as 
a  background  to  the  lavish  use  of  cob- 
blestones in  foundation,  chimney,  the 
pillars  and  a  part  of  the  wall;  in  fact, 
were  the  roof  not  white,  the  contrast 
might  be  too  startling.  The  white  is 
also  carried  into  the  window  sashes,  and 
the  whole  effect  is  softened  and  har- 
monized bv  the  lavish  use  of  vines, 
hang-in"-  baskets  and  window  boxes. 
Here  again  there  is  a  little  sense  of  hav- 
ing too  many  cobblestones.  They  rather 
overpower  the  lighter  parts  of  the  con- 
struction and  give  to  the  latter  a  look 
of  perishability  that  would  not  be  felt 
were  not  the  contrast  of  materials  so 
sharp.  In  the  lower  house  the  restrained 
use  of  stones  gives  a  pleasanter  effect, 
although  here,  too,  there  is  a  slight  sense 
of  clumsiness  in  the  mass  which  flanks 


the  chimney  and  in  the  way  of  chim- 
ney itself  spreads  at  the  bottom.  The 
shingles  are  stained  brown,  but  are 
brought  into  harmonv  with  the  stones 
by  the  white  window  and  door  casings. 
The  color  efTect  of  this  house  can 
hardly  be  gained  from  a  photograph,  as 
the  flowers  and  verdure,  which  in  Cal- 
ifornia are  not  a  matter  of  summer 
alone,  but  of  the  whole  year,  do  much 
to  soften  sharp  contrasts  and  rugged 
outlines  and  to  bring  the  house  into  re- 
lation with  the  garden  around  it. 

On  the  last  page  is  seen  a  very  good 
use  of  the  stones ;  in  fact,  the  straight 
lines  are  generally  better  than  the  pyra- 
midal eiTect,  for  the  reason  that  the  out- 
line is  sufficienly  broken  and  rugged  in 
itself  without  having  the  additional  sug- 
gestion of  being  a  pile  of  stones  loosely 
ifitted  together,  instead  of  resting  in  a 
solid  bed  of  cement.  Taken  all  in  all, 
the  lower  house  on  this  page  is  one  of 
the  most  satisfactory  of  the  whole 
group.  The  walls  and  roof  are  in  the 
natural  color  and  the  woodwork  is 
stained  to  a  dull  green.  A  charming 
structural  touch  is  seen  in  the  porch 
railings,  which  are  in  admirable  keeping 
with  the  general  character  of  the  house. 
The  roof  also  is  beautiful  in  line  and 
proportion,  especially  in  the  little  lift 
which  serves  instead  of  a  dormer  to  ad- 
mit light  and  air.  As  this  is  a  bunga- 
low, it  is  to  be  presumed  that  the  living 
room  runs  up  into  the  peak  of  the  roof, 
in  which  case  the  break  afforded  by  this 
broad,  sheltered  opening  would  be  very 
pleasant  when  viewed  from  the  interior. 
The  upper  picture  is  not  quite  so  dis- 
tinctive, and  here  again  the  cobblestones 
seem  rather  to  overpower  the  rest  of 
the  house,  especially  as  the  white  porch 
railings  are  rather  fine  and  light  in  con- 
struction to  be  in  such  close  relation 
with  the  stone  in  a  house  where  such 
a  large  part  of  the  construction  is 
intentionally  rough  in  material  and 
outline. 
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A  THREE  THOUSAND  DOLLAR  HOUSE  THAT 
IS  CONVENIENTLY  ARRANGED  AND  BEAUTI 
FUL:  BY  MARY  LINTON  BOOKWALTER 


To  a  decorator  who  has  studied 
construction  with  a  view  to  ap- 
plying such  knowledge  to  the 
problem  of  interior  decoration, 
and  who  also  has  worked  out  many 
combinations  showing  the  relation  of 
colors  to  one  another  and  their  eli'ect 
as  a  whole  when  seen  in  a  room,  the 
work  of  planning  out  an  entire  scheme 
of  interior  decoration  that  shall  be  har- 
monious and  satisfying  is  comparatively 
easy, — when  there  is  a  liberal  provision 
of  money  for  all  reasonable  expenditure 
necessary  to  obtain  the  desired  effects. 
But  when  there  is  only  a  little,  it  is 
not  such  a  simple  matter  as  it  would 
seem  to  give  to  a  house,  which  must 
necessarily  be  plain,  just  that  air  of 
home  comfort  and  even  of  modest  lux- 
ury that  is  really  a  necessity  in  a  house 
which  is  to  form  a  home  environment 
for  people  of  cultured  tastes  and  sen- 
sitive perception. 

Nevertheless,  in  all  my  experience  as 
a  decorator  I  never  had  a  more  inter- 
esting problem  presented  to  me  than 
that  of  a  home  maker 
who  desired  an  hospi- 
table, livable  and  beauti- 
ful house  and  had  only 
three  thousand  dollars 
to  spend  for  the  house, 
iot  and  interior  decora- 
tions. She  wanted  a 
home  in  which  two  peo- 
ple could  live  with  en- 
tire satisfaction  to  them- 
selves and  their  friends : 
a  home  that  must  nec- 
essarily be  built  and 
decorated  with  the  ut- 
most economy,  and  yet 
one  that  would  be  a  pro- 
test against  all  the  little 
commonplace    houses 


that  are  built  and  furnished  apparently 
with  no  thought  of  the  comfort  and 
convenience  of  the  life  to  be  lived  in 
them. 

The  construction  of  this  house,  of 
course,  had  to  be  good.  As  shown  in 
the  illustration  of  the  exterior,  the  plan 
is  simple  to  a  degree,  but  conveniently 
laid  out  and  well  built,  with  walls  and 
chimney  of  plaster  and  very  little  in 
the  way  of  exterior  trim  or  unneces- 
sary projections. 

The  floor  plan  is  equally  simple,  but 
very  convenient,  especially  for  a  woman 
who  intends  to  keep  no  servants.  It 
follows  out  the  Craftsman  idea  of  as 
much  clear,  open  space  as  possible,  giv- 
ing com  fort,  freedom  and  dignity  instead 
of  the  fussiness  of  small  rooms  divided 
off  with  many  partitions.  The  large 
living  room  has  at  one  end  an  ample 
fireplace  of  brick,  flanked  at  one  side 
with  a  door  opening  upon  the  porch 
and  on  the  other  with  a  casement  win- 
dow over  a  built-in  bookcase,  the  top 
shelf  of  which  comes  on  a  level  with 

the  mantel- 
shelf. The 
dining  room, 
although  of 
fair    size,     is 
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A  THREE  THOUSAND   DOLLAR   HOUSE 


little  more  than  a  recess  in  the  living 
room,  from  which  it  is  divided  only  by 
a  broad  opening.  The  kitchen  is  small, 
but  most  conveniently  arranged,  and 
the  crowning  comfort  of  the  house  is 
the  fact  that  the  porch  at  the  end  of  the 
living  room  can  be  screened  in  sum- 
mer and  glassed  in  for  the  winter  to 
make  a  comfortable  sun  room  that 
serves  for  breakfasts,  luncheons  and 
Sunday  evening  suppers,  as  well  as  for 
an  outdoor  living  room  in  pleasant 
weather. 

The  second  floor  was  planned  with 
equal  care,  having  three  bedrooms  and 
ample  storage  place  as  well  as  plenty  of 
closet  room  and  a  good  bathroom. 

In  the  first  estimate  no  provision  was 
made  for  wood  treatment  in  the  interior 
beyond  the  baseboards  and  picture  mold- 
ings, but  when  the  owner  called  in  my 
assistance  as  a  decorator,  I  saw  so  many 
possibilities  in  the  interior  that  would 
add  so  little  to  the  cost  of  the  house  and 
give  so  much  satisfaction  to  the  people 
who  lived  in  it  that  some  of  them  had 
to  be  carried  out.  So  the  narrow,  com- 
monplace picture  molding  in  the  living 
room  was  replaced  by  two  boards  in  the 
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ceiling  angle,  one  extending  seven 
inches  out  on  the  ceiling  and  the  other 
five  inches  down  on  the  wall  and  meet- 
ing in  the  angle,  with  the  picture  mold- 
ing below.  The  effect  of  this  simple  de- 
vice in  adding  character  and  interest 
to  the  room  was  astonishing,  and  the 
finished  look  of  tlie  construction,  par- 
ticularly about  the  stairway,  was  most 
satisfying.  Wainscoting  was  beyond 
our  means,  and  besides  the  rooms  were 
rather  small  for  it,  so  the  baseboard 
was  kept.  We  developed  the  color 
scheme  of  the  living  room  in  the  soft 
tans  and  greens  which  are  always  rest- 
ful and  pleasant  to  live  with.  The  side 
walls  were  papered  with  a  small  ribbed 
design  in  these  two  colors,  and  the  ceil- 
ing was  done  in  a  very  soft  tan  tone. 
This  same  treatment  of  walls  and  ceil- 
ing was  carried  up  the  stairway  into  the 
upper  hall.  The  curtains  were  of  a  soft 
material  of  the  tan  color  with  large,  ef- 
fective, but  rather  indeterminate  fig- 
ures in  harmonious  greens,  darker  tans 
and  old  blue. 

Six  beautiful  pieces  of  old  mahogany 
furniture  belonged  to  the  owner  of  the 
house  by  right  of  family  inheritance. 
One  of  these  pieces  was  the  large  square 
table  in  the  living  room,  and  another 
a  tip  table  which  was  set  against  the 
wall,  the  leaf  forming  a  panel  of  shin- 
ing mahogany  which  furnished  an  ex- 
cellent background  for  the  articles 
placed  upon  the  table. 
The  cushions  and  draper- 
ies carried  out  the  general 
color  scheme,  and  the  re- 
maining furniture  was  of 
wicker  in  simple  designs. 
The  dining  room  was 
too  small  to  hold  a  regu- 
lar dining  table,  and,  in 
fact,  the  house  as  a  whole 
seemed  hardly  formal 
enough  to  admit  that 
piece  of  furniture,  so  a 
small,    round    table    was 
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SECOND    VIEW     OE     LIVING     ROOM,     SIIOWINr; 
INTEUESTINIi      TREATMENT      OF      STAIKWAV. 


SHOWING    INTEKESTIXG   TREATMEiN'T   OF    WINDOWS 
AND    SHELVES    FOR    DINING-ROOM    WALL    SURFACE. 


BEDROOM  WITH  COLOR-SCHEME  OF  YELLOW, 
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FOL'R-I'OSTER  THE  PRINCIPAL  PIECE  OF  FURNITIRE. 
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siibstitiitetl  and  a  charming  center  light 
to  hang  over  it  was  made  by  stretch- 
ing on  a  simple  frame  a  shade  of  cre- 
tonne in  soft  yellow  tones,  and  attach- 
ing this  to  the  ordinary  brass  fixture. 
The  two  small  windows  in  the  side  of 
the  dining  room  were  not  attractive 
either  in  size  or  position  in  the  wall ; 
something  was  needed  to  give  continuity 
of  line,  and  so  it  was  decided  to  make 
an  arrangement  with  three  shelves 
which  would  not  only  hold  a  few  good 
pieces  of  old  china  and  silver,  but  would 
greatly  add  to  the  structural  interest  of 
the  room.  On  either  side  of  the  window 
and  flat  against  each  wall  surface  were 
inserted  the  brackets  which  held  these 
three  shelves,  and  the  effect  when  seen 
from  the  living  room  was  charming.  At 
the  top  of  the  room  a  band  of  wood  as 
wide  as  the  top  of  the  casing  was  car- 
ried entirely  around  the  room,  with  a 
broad  shelf  above.  The  dining  room 
ceiling  was  done  in  the  same  green  as 
that  used  in  the  walls  of  the  living 
room,  but  the  lower  wall  was  finished 
in  dull  greenish-blue.  The  window  cur- 
tains bring  a  brilliant  splash  of  color 
into  the  room,  as  they  show  a  large  and 
very  effective  English  design  in  blues 
and  greens  on  a  white  ground.  The 
fabric  is  lined  with  yellow  that  the  light 
shining  through  may  have  a  warm  and 
sunny  tone. 

Another  inheritance  of  mahogany  was 
the  four-post  bed  with  a  chest  of 
drawers  and  a  tip  table  that  are  used 
in  one  bedroom.  In  this  room  the  wood- 
work is  white  with  soft  yellow  walls, 
Swiss  curtains,  yellow  over-curtains  and 
a  bed  set  with  borders  of  old  blue.  The 
second  bedroom  is  all  in  pink  and  white 
with  curtains  of  pink  chambray  trim- 
med with  white  linen  bands  and  the 
floor  covered  with  pink  and  white  rugs. 
The    exact   items    in    the    cost   of   this 


house,  which  was  built  in  Minneapolis 

just  three  years  ago,  are  as  follows: 

Lot   $600.00 

Walk  and  steps   50.00 

Grading   55.00 

Gas  fixtures,  etc 23.00 

Furnace   150,00 

Contract 1,654.00 

Changes 9500 

Extra  interior 90.00 

Storm  sash  and  screen .  . .  40.00 

Interior  decoration 212.38 

Extras    9.50 

$2,978.88 

It  is  only  just  to  say,  however,  that 
it  would  be  impossible  to  duplicate  the 
house  now,  because  the  advance  in  ma- 
terials, land  and  labor  would  render  it 
impossible  to  procure  the  same  results 
at  this  time  for  less  than  four  thousand 
dollars. 

The  two  houses  shown  on  the  last 
page  of  illustrations  were  planned  and 
built  from  the  suggestion  given  by  this 
little  Minneapolis  house.  They  were  both 
built  in  the  vicinity  of  New  York  and 
each  cost  four  thousand  dollars.  Both 
are  simple  to  a  degree,  but  have  proven 
to  be  individual  and  attractive  in  ex- 
terior plan  as  well  as  interior  arrange- 
ment. As  a  rule,  a  small  house  in  the 
suburban  districts  about  New  York 
transgresses  all  the  laws  of  comfortable 
living  as  well  as  of  art.  The  tendency 
seems  to  be  to  build  a  small  city  house 
with  a  decorated  front  wall  and  three 
blank  walls  at  the  sides  and  rear  on  a 
beautiful  hillside  in  an  open  space, 
where  the  house  is  viewed  equally  from 
all  sides.  If  the  houses  shown  here  con- 
vey any  useful  suggestion  to  people  who 
wish  to  gain  good  results  from  a  com- 
paratively small  expenditure,  it  will  be 
an  addition  to  the  pleasure  of  having 
worked  them  out  in  the  first  place. 
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DESIGN  IN  THEORY  AND  PRACTICE:  A  SERIES 
OF  LESSONS:  BY  ERNEST  A.  BATCHELDER: 
NUMBER  II 


"No  better  advice  can  be  given  to  those 
who  wish  to  become  educated  in  art,  than 
that  they  should  begin  by  mistrusting  all 
their  own  judgments  when  directed  to- 
ward the  parts  of  an  artistic  unity,  and  at- 
tempt for  a  while  to  get  the  utmost  satis- 
faction attainable  from  the  general  eiifect 
of  the  whole." 

G.  Baldwin   Brown. 

IT  is  not  within  the  province  of  these 
articles  to  enter  into  a  technical  dis- 
cussion of  materials,  tools  and 
methods  of  construction,  or  to  im- 
part specific  information  in  the  working 
of  wood,  metal,  clay  or  leather.  Techni- 
cal skill  must  be  acquired  at  the  bench. 
What  to  do  with  technical  skill  after  it 
is  acquired :  how  it  may  be  directed  to- 
ward an  orderly  and  consistent  con- 
struction,— these  are  the  points  of  inter- 
est. Nor  is  it  necessary  to  repeat 
through  the  course  of  these  articles  that 
there  can  be  no  beauty  without  good 
material,  sound  construction,  honest 
workmanship  and  sincerity  of  purpose. 

The  evolution  of  a  constructive  de- 
sign was  briefly  touched  upon  in  my  first 
article  in  the  October  Craftsman.     It 


would  be  well  to  present  its  more  im- 
portant considerations  in  a  concise  state- 
ment for  future  reference.    These  are  ; 

First:  An  idea  arising,  it  may  be 
assumed,  from  a  desire  to  make  or  own 
an  object  of  beauty.  Given  the  idea, 
use  and  environment  will  at  once  deter- 
mine the  general  form  and  dimensions 
of  the  object  and  the  materials  of  which 
it  is  to  be  made ;  also  the  texture  and 
color  of  the  finish.  We  would  next  at- 
tempt an  adjustment  of  the  proportions 
of  the  whole,  the  space  and  mass  rela- 
tions of  the  parts,  and  the  essential 
structural  elements.  We  would  then 
seek  refinement  of  the  structural  ele- 
ments ;  and  last  of  all,  if  used  at  all, 
ornament  that  will  emphasize,  not  hide, 
the  construction  and  function  of  the 
object. 

It  is  difficult,  in  the  planning,  to  ac- 
quire the  habit  of  thinking  of  things  as 
a  whole;  to  work  froin  the  whole  to  the 
parts;  and,  finally,  to  consider  each  part 
as  related  to  the  other  parts  in  a  unity 
of  effect.  We  are  prone  to  adopt  the 
process  of  the  child  who  drew  a  but- 
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ton  first  and  then  built 
a  man  around  the  but- 
ton. It  takes  more  than 
a  multiplication  of  trees 
and  flowers  to  make  a 
park ;  more  than  streets 
and  houses  to  make  a 
beautiful  city. 

In  our  first  step,  then, 
toward  true  beauty,  we 
would  attempt  an  ad- 
justment of  the  propor- 
tions of  the  whole.  It 
would  be  well  to  note  a 
radical  difiference  be- 
tween proportions  and 
dimensions.  We  feel 
proportions ;  we  meas- 
ure dimensions.  A 
draughtsman  may  de- 
velop a  remarkable  facil- 
ity with  the  ruler  and 
compass  in  the  laying 
out  of  dimensions,  yet 
be  without  any  apprecia- 
tion or  feeling  for  fine 
proportions.  Proportion  is  the  com- 
parative relations  of  various  dimensions. 
In  any  constructive  problem  our  choice 
of  proportions  is  necessarily  limited  by 
the  function  of  the  object.  In  a  table 
or  chair,  for  instance,  certain  dimen- 
sions must  be  accepted  as  limitations. 
Harmonious  proportions  result  when  a 
unity  is  secured  in  which  all  of  the 
measures  are  intimately  related.  Says 
Hegel,  "Harmony  is  a  unity,  all  the 
terms  of  which  are  in  interior  accord." 

Let  us  illustrate  the  point :  In  Fig.  7, 
the  first  sketch  is  a  square.  This,  it 
may  be  inferred,  is  more  harmonious  in 
its  proportions  than  the  other  sketches 
because  the  terms  are  identical.  The 
pleasure  which  we  derive  from  harmony 
though  is  not  in  uniformity,  but  in  vari- 
ations and  oppositions  bound  together 
by  a  "manifestation  of  their  reciprocal 
agreement."  Unity  with  variety  inter- 
ests us ;  but  with  uniformity  our  inter- 


FIGURE   EIGHT. 

est  ceases.  In  B  there  is  variety ;  but 
we  are  troubled  by  a  lack  of  clearness. 
It  is  almost,  though  not  quite,  a  square. 
It  was  said  that  a  design  must  be  clear 
and  coherent  in  expression.  In  C  the 
square  is  doubled,  giving  an  agreement 
of  terms  that  is  obvious.  Continuing  to 
D  are  proportions  more  subtle,  though 
bound  together  by  a  dominant  unit  of 
measure,  "the  rhythmic  half."  One- 
half  of  the  end  goes  three  times  in  the 
side.  Considering  these  four  sketches 
in  the  abstract  it  may  be  said  that  D 
excites  our  interest  more  and  holds  it 
longer  than  the  others ;  it  is  clear  with- 
out being  too  obvious.  Suppose  we 
wish  to  break  this  rectangle  into  space 
divisions.  In  E  we  approach  uniformity 
again  with  a  consequent  loss  of  inter- 
est. In  F  is  a  more  interesting  break- 
ing that  gives  unequal  but  related  areas. 
With  the  next  step,  G,  the  line  of  safety 
has  been  overstepped  ;  the  divisions  are 
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i-en  this  sub- 


not  only  unequal,  but  are  unrelated  as 
well.  In  H  there  is  a  return  to  a  sane 
expression  of  the  idea,  continued 
through  further  subdivisions  in  the  final 
sketch. 

Note  the  subtle  relations  of  line  and 
space  in  the  old  Korean  cabinet  shown 
on  the  same  plate.  There  is  no  pos- 
sible element  of  chance  in  it ;  the  de- 
signer has  merely  given  form  to  a 
definite  idea.  Carry  the  princijjle  into 
the  setting  out  of  the  end  of  a  room ; 
if  more  thought  were 
ject  architects  might 
find  more  apprecia- 
tive clients.  The 
question  pursues  us 
to  the  last  scrap  of 
ornament  that  we 
may  choose  to  em- 
ploy. Secure  variety, 
but  remember  that 
in  varietyalone  there 
is  no  merit.  There 
must  be  coordina- 
tion of  all  the  parts 
to  make  a  whole. 

It  is  not  the  pur- 
pose to  enter  into  a 
prolonged  discussion 
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of  just  proportions,  but 
rather  to  direct  attention 
in  this  article  to  the  im- 
portance   of    this    point 
and    then    develop    the 
significance  of  the  prin- 
ciple  as  the   work   pro- 
gresses.     Many    ingeni- 
ous   theories    and    sys- 
tems have  been  devised 
to    explain    the    propor- 
tions   employed    by    the 
Greek      and      Mediaeval 
builders.      Anyone    par- 
ticularlv  interested  in  a 
scientific    demonstration 
of  the   subject   and   the 
various  sytems  involved 
should    consult    such    a 
reference    as    Gwilt's    Encyclopedia   of 
Architecture.     There  is  no  doubt  that 
those     men     used     various     geometric 
schemes  for  proportioning  a  building; 
it   is  a  logical   method.      In   Mediaeval 
times  builders  were  architects  and  the 
elaborate    working   drawings    of   today 
were  unknown.    Their  cathedrals  were 
built  as  one  might  build   with  blocks. 
Giotto's  Campanile  was  formed  of  six 
cubes,    one    placed    on    another.     In    a 
similar  way  we  may  obtain  the  propor- 
tions of  many  churches  and  temples.   A 
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uiiil  of  measure  dominates  the  whole 
and  the  parts. 

Let  us  examine  some  definite  in- 
stances. (Fig.  8.)  A  famiHar  exam- 
ple is  found  in  the  Greek  fret,  so  called, 
though  as  a  matter  of  fact  it  was 
invented  sooner  or  later  by  nearly  all 
primitive  people  who  practiced  the  art 
of  weaving.  This  fret  comes  perilous- 
ly near  to  the  obvious ;  the  dominant 
unit  of  measure  is  given  advertisement. 


ble  desire  to  change  a  line,  a  curve  or 
a  space.  That  it  fulfills  its  function  may 
be  known  from  paintings  and  sculpture 
in  which  the  use  of  this  particular  type 
of  vase  is  portrayed.  Then  it  must  be 
beautiful,  else  where  would  we  expect 
to  find  beauty  ?  In  the  means  employed 
to  gain  this  singular  charm  we  have, 
as  students,  an  interest.  The  diagram 
explains  itself.  Compare  some  of  the 
measures  noted  and  consider  how   in- 


[[ 


11 


1 


izm. 


Below  it  is  the  setting  out  of  one  type 
of  a  Greek  temple.  Here  the  unit  of 
measure  is  les.s  apparent,  though  quite 
insistent.  At  the  right  is  a  section  from 
Amiens  Cathedral  with  more  spice  of 
variety  yet  under  the  restraint  of  a 
dominant  measure  welding  the  parts  to- 
gether into  unity. 

In  Fig.  9  is  a  Greek  vase  form.  We 
feel  that  it  is  right  without  worrying 
it  with  a  yard  stick.    There  is  no  possi- 


m 

FIGURE  ELEVEN. 

finitely  important  this  master  designer 
deemed  the  question  of  proportions. 
Note  again  the  harmony  of  curves  used 
throughout. 

It  amounts,  then,  to  this;  we  may 
adopt  the  cool,  calculating  methods  of 
our  old  Greek  friend,  or  we  may  de- 
pend upon  intuition.  In  either  case  we 
are  led  to  the  same  conclusion ;  pro- 
portions in  the  final  test  are  felt,  not 
measured,  and  no  amount  of  ingenious 
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juggling  with  niler  and  compass  will 
establish  harmonious  proportions  if  the 
sensitive  feeling  for  them  is  not  within 
us.  Lacking  this  feeling  there  is  no 
theory  par  excellence  by  which  good 
proportions  may  be  obtained  at  all  times 
and  on  all  occasions ;  no  system  on 
which  we  may  hobble  about  as  if  it  were 
a  crutch.  We,  too,  may  design  a  tem- 
ple and  invent  some  ingenious  formula 


for  the  purpose,- — 
only  to  find  when  it  is 
completed  that  it  is 
wholly  bad  and  unin- 
teresting. 

Right   here    at   the 
beginning      of      our 
work  it  will  be  well  to 
discuss    the   point    of 
view  to  be  taken  to- 
ward the  work  of  the 
past.    Are  we  to  shut 
ourselves  away   from 
it  for  fear  that  it  may 
unduly   influence   us? 
Bv     no     means.       It 
should    influence    us, 
strongly    and    deeply. 
But      it     should     be 
known   that   the   past 
has     no     patent     on 
beauty.       Many     un- 
worthy,   positively 
ugly   things  are   pre- 
served for  our  inspec- 
tion.   It  may  be  taken 
for   granted   that   the 
work  of  the  past  as  a 
whole  is  more  beauti- 
ful than  the  work  of 
the    present.       There 
were     fewer     inutili- 
ties ;     things     were 
made     because     they 
filled  a  real  need.  The 
steps    from    producer 
to      consumer      were 
simpler ;     the     bonds 
uniting     them     were 
more  intimate,  and  the  men  who  used 
tools  had   greater  opportunity   and  in- 
centive  to  exercise   a  creative   faculty. 
Nevertheless  there  is  decadence  as  well 
as  true  growth.    It  is  for  us  to  sift  the 
good  things  from  the  bad.  seek  the  prin- 
ciples involved  in  their  construction,  re- 
finement and   enrichment.     But  let  us 
not  sneak  in  at  the  back  door  with  a 
scrap  of  tracing  paper  and  appropriate 
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tor  our  own  use  the  things  that  we 
find.  Our  interests  should  be  sufficient- 
ly broad  and  deep  to  lead  to  a  study  of 
the  history  of  the  time  in  which  a  piece 
of  work  was  made  in  order  that  the 
thoughts  and  feelings  of  the  people — 
of  which  it  was  an  expression — may  in 
some  measure  be  understood.  Before 
any  judgment  can  be  formed  the  intent 
of  the  artist  must  be  sought,  and  with- 
out a  sympathetic  understanding  of  the 
time  and  environment  in  which  he  lived 
and  worked  we  are  in  no  position  to 
appreciate  the  true 
worth  of  the  product. 

Can  we  not  do  as  well 
as  those  old  craftsmen  ? 
Probably  not ;  but  we 
can  at  least  try  hard  to 
clothe  such  ideas  as  we 
have  in  a  simple  and 
consistent  garb.  The 
world's  art  that  is  loved 
best, — tliat  which  ap- 
peals to  the  heart  with  a 
human  interest,  —  was 
done  by  craftsmen  who 
were  trying  to  give  ade- 
quate and  Veautiful  ex- 
pression to  their  ideas. 
They  lived  their  simple 
lives,  met  their  daily 
problems,  and  passed 
away ;  now  we  treasure 
the  things  they  did  and 
call  it  art. 

In  Fig.  10  is  a  Gothic 
credence  after  a  sketch 
by  Viollet-le-Duc.  A 
miniature  representation 
of  this  piece  of  furniture 
appears  in  one  of  the 
scenes  on  the  carved 
choir  screen  at  Amiens. 
There  is  no  e.xcuse  for 
imitating  its  superficial 
details  ;  it  would  be  bet- 
ter to  trace  its  beautv 
back  to  the  source.    The 


first  test  is  in  the  elimination  of  its 
ornament.  Is  its  beauty  gone?  Far 
from  it.  A  tree  is  still  beautiful  after 
its  leaves  have  fallen ;  when  the  poppy 
is  gone  the  seed  pod  remains, — more,  it 
was  for  the  sake  of  the  seed  pod  that 
the  poppy  was  given  its  transient 
beauty.  The  charm  of  the  credence  is 
not  in  its  ornament,  but  in  the  construc- 
tive relations  of  which  the  ornament  is 
merely  a  part.  In  the  adjustment  of 
these  constructive  elements,  in  the 
"reciprocal  agreement"  of  all  the  parts, 
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is  the  mainstay  of  its  beauty.  Last  of 
all,  thoutjh  first  in  imijortance,  does  it 
adequately  fill  the  purpose  for  which  it 
was  made?  Now  reverse  the  i)rocess 
and  follow  it  up  to  the  last  shred  of 
ornament  and  we  have  the  logical  de- 
velopment of  any  constructive  desi.<^. 
Nature  teaches  us  that  parts  which  dif- 
fer in  function  should  diflfer  in  appear- 
ance. With  this  in  mind  note  the  way 
in  which  the  ornament  is  used. 

Now  try  a  similar  problem  for  your- 
self with  the  aid  of  the  squared-under- 


lay.  (Fig.  ii.)  Given, — 
a  desire  to  make  or  own  a 
chest  of  drawers  or  a 
cabinet.  Utility  and  the 
space  it  is  to  occupy  will 
at  once  define  certain 
limitations ;  but  for  sake 
of  a  simple  demonstration 
let  us  use  the  proportions 
of  the  Gothic  credence. 
W'itli  these  ]iroportions 
(.stablislied  a  related  space 
division  follows,  with  a 
mjrU  definition  of  the  essential 

^  I  .structural  elements.    Now 

^"  ■  if    there    is    not    already 

jiresent  an  elementary 
lieauty  a  fresh  start 
should  be  made ;  for  no 
amount  of  ornament  will 
give  beauty  to  bad  pro- 
portions. When  you  feel 
that  there  is  a  "reciprocal 
agreement"  in  the  rela- 
tions of  the  parts  to  the 
whole  a  refinement  of  the 
various  elements  begins, 
• — a  slight  variation  in 
construction,  a  line  here, 
a  curve  there,  always 
seeking  to  emphasize  the 
function  of  each  part. 
That  is  all  there  is  to  it. 
It  sounds  suspiciously  like 
common  sense.  You  have 
designed  something  origi- 
n;il.  "out  of  your  head." 

The  message  of  the  past  is  of  prin- 
ciples, not  of  "periods."  In  following 
its  ])rinciples  we,  too,  may  create  some- 
thing expressive  of  our  lives,  our  needs, 
our  environments.  But  in  a  superficial 
adaptation  of  its  outward  forms  we 
have  a  crust,  but  no  pie.  Today  we  are 
continually  haunted  by  the  characterless 
semblance  of  things  which  we  have 
loved  in  the  original,  because  in  our 
study  of  the  originals  we  found  our- 
selves   living   again    in    the    past    with 
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those  old  craftsmen  who  lin:jered  over 
the  last  details  of  their  work  with  a 
sincerity  of  purpose  that  imparted  real 
worth  and  human  interest  to  the 
product. 

Plate  3  shows  an  immediate  appli- 
cation of  the  problems  jircsented  in  the 
first  article  to  pottery  forms  with  incised 
lines.  Here,  as  always,  the  big  propor- 
tions come  first.  The  choice  of  a  curve 
cannot  be  touched  upon  at  this  time, 
but  must  be  left  for  future  considera- 
tion. The  subdivision  of  the  form  fol- 
lows. The  form  itself  determines  in 
a  large  measure  the  place  where  the 
dominant  interest  shall  occur.  Look- 
again  at  the  Greek  vase  in  Fig.  9;  a 
border  at  the  w'idest  place,  another,  sub- 
ordinate, at  the  narrowest.  A  well  be- 
haved vase  never  stands  on  its  head  I 
So  let  us  emphasize  in  form  and  decora- 
tion the  distinction  between  top  and  bot- 
tom. A  simple  "key"  motif  has  been 
chosen.  In  its  application  are  clearly 
defined  lines  binding  the  units  of  repeat 
together  into  a  whole. 

Problem:  (Plate  4)  This  problem  is 
one  of  space  and  mass  composition  with 
an  interrelation  of  parts,  like  the  prob- 
lems of  last  month,  except  that  we  are 
now  employing  areas  instead  of  lines. 
It  was  said  that  the  background  or  space 
is  just  as  important  as  the  mass  of  the 
design.  You  will  note  the  renewed 
force  of  the  statement  by  trying  to  think 
of  the  borders  in  this  plate  ;  first  as  de- 
signs of  black  on  a  white  ground,  then 
as     designs     of     white     on     a     black 
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ground.  The  interest  is  in  a  unity  of 
iilack-and-white  elements.  If  the  whites 
are  left  to  chance  and  become  mere 
holes,  due  to  the  repetition  of  a  black 
unit,  the  measure  of  interest  decreases. 
With  each  contributing  to  the  support 
of  the  other  a  completeness  results 
which  admits  of  no  change.  It  is  only 
when  a  design  arrives  at  this  point 
through  persistent  expcrinu'iit  and  com- 
parison that  any  thing  worth  while  has 
been  accomplished. 

It  now  becomes  a  process  of  spotting 
out  areas  of  white  with  black,  or  vice 
versa,  as  the  design  develops.  Watch 
the  shape  and  measure  of  each,  seeking 
variety  with  unity.  It  will  no  doubt 
take  a  number  of  trials  before  that  sub- 
tle, scarcely  definable  quality  which 
challenges  one's  interest  is  secured. 

It  is  notable  that  the  second  border 
on  the  sheet  is  reminiscent  of  the  Chi- 
nese frets,  while  the  other  three  have 
more  the  character  of  Indian  work. 
And  why  should  they  not?  It  is  quite 
jirobable  that  if  we  work  under  the  same 
limitations  towards  the  same  ends  we 
may  come  to  similar  conclusions.  Yet 
our  work  may  be  none  the  less  "origi- 
nal" in  the  true  sense  of  the  term. 

As  a  suggestion  for  a  start,  a  straw 
to  clutch  at  ere  you  sink  in  the  slough 
of  despond.  Fig.  12  is  added.  Try  one 
of  those  schemes  as  a  unit ;  reverse  it 
in  symmetry,  repeat  it,  then  strike  at 
once  for  the  areas  by  shading  in  one 
portion  with  the  pencil.  It  is  at  this 
point  that  the  real  problem  begins,  in 
the  adjustment  of  those 
areas  for  mutual  support. 
In  Plate  5  are  some  ex- 
amples of  similar  work 
from  Indian  weavings. 
We  are  surely  loth  to 
credit  a  poor,  old  Indian 
woman  with  more  artistic 
invention  than  we  can 
claim  for  ourselves. 
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LESSONS  IN  PRACTICAL  CABINET  WORK: 
SOME  NEW  MODELS  FOR  STUDENTS  AND 
HOME  CABINET  WORKERS,  SHOWING  AN 
INTERESTING  USE  OF  CANE 


IN  the  designs  for  cabinet  work  this 
month  we  have  added  to  the  mod- 
els given  for  the  use  of  home  and 
school  workers  a  feature  that  lends 
much  interest  to  the  work  of  construc- 
tion. The  models  themselves  are  formed 
on  the  simple,  straight  lines  that  char- 
acterize all  our  work,  but  the  introduc- 
tion of  the  fine  cane  panels  gives  not 
only  a  decorative  feature  that  is  struc- 
tural and  entirely  in  harmony  with  the 
style  of  the  furniture,  but  also  furnishes 
excellent  training  in  a  useful  and  inter- 
esting form  of  handicraft.    Weaving  in 


DETAIL  SHOWING  METH- 
OD     OF      LACING      CANE. 


itself  is  always  a  fascinating  occupation 
and  is  one  of  the  crafts  most  widely 
used  for  manual  training.  Children  are 
given  a  knowledge  of  it  by  being  taught 
first  simple  weaving  and  then  basketry. 
The  weaving  of  these  cane  panels  is  a 
step  in  advance,  because,  although  very 
simple  in  itself,  it  has  a  far  greater 
structural  significance  when  used  in  the 
manner  shown  here  than  it  would  have 
in  the  making  of  small  articles  where 
the  weaving  had  no  connection  with 
anything  else. 

The  advantages  of  these  cane  panels 
in  connection  with  the  furniture  are 
many.  Aside  from  its  decorative  qual- 
ity, the  use  of  cane  in  the  seat  and  back 
of  a  chair  makes  a  complete  piece  of 
furniture,  which  is  comfortable  as  well 
as  finished  without  upholstering  or 
cushioning.  If  cushions  are  desired, 
loose  ones  can  be  used  with  charming 
eflfect.  As  is,  of  course,  known  by  any 
student  of  furniture,  cane  panels  have 
been  extensively  used  in  much  of  the 
best  French  "period"  furniture,  some 
of  the  finest  decorative  effects  being 
thus  obtained.  The  flexible  fibrous 
cane  is  a  material  that  lends  itself  natu- 
rally to  weaving,  and  the  lacelike  panels 
thus  made  arc  not  only  beautiful  and 
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delicate  in  effect,  but  are  very  durable. 
Another  advantage  to  be  gained  by  the 
use  of  cane  in  connection  with  the 
models   given   here,    which,   of   course, 


are  intended  largely  for  the  use  of  stu- 
dents and  amateur  craftsmen,  is  that  a 
knowledge  of  hand  caning  will  be  found 
generally  useful,  as  it  enables  the  home 
worker  not  only  to  use  cane  panels  in 
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A   CANE 
ARMCHAIR 


making  new  pieces,  but  also  restoring 
old  pieces  of  cane  furniture  of  which 
the  seats  or  backs  are  worn  out. 
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WORKING  DRAWING 
FOR   AN    ARMCHAIR. 


The  caning  itself  is  very  simple,  the 
method  of  working  being  clearly  shown 
in  the  detail  given  here.  Small  holes 
(about  ys  in.  in  diameter)  are  bored 
through  the  frame  about  ^  in.  apart 
from  center  to  center,  and  about  }i  in. 
from  the  inner  edge,  care  being  taken 
to  space  the  holes  so  that  one  shall  come 
in  each  corner.  Then  the  strands  of 
cane  are  laced  across  one  way,  each 
hole  having  in  it  two  strands,  one  di- 
rectly above  the  other.  Next  put  inthe 
strands  which  cross  the  first  at  right 
angles  and  are  woven  over  and  under, 
as  shown  in  the  detail.  This  is  called 
the  "laying  out."  When  done,  the  cane 
will  be  in  small  square  meshes.  Next 
comes  the  "crossing  off."  or  the  weav- 
ing in  of  the  diagonal  canes  which 
gives  the  diamond  shaped  meshes.  Af- 
ter this  is  done,  a  piece  of  "binding 
cane,"  broad  enough  to  cover  the  holes, 
should  be  laid  along  the  edge  and  sewed 
through  the  holes  by  catching  down 
from  beneath  with  a  piece  of  the  same 
cane  as  the  seat. 

The  construction  of  the  several  chairs 
and  the  settle,  as  well  as  of  the  book- 
case, will  be  shown  in  detail  by  the 
working  plans,  and  made  clear  by  the 
iilustradons.  The  "occasional"  chair 
shown  in  the  first  illustration  differs 
from  the  general  style  of  the  models 
we  have  hitherto  given  only  in  the  cane 
panel  which  appears  in  the  back,  leav- 
ing a  narrow  open  space  on  either  side. 
This  chair  would  be  serviceable  in  the 
dining  room,  hall  or  in  any  place  where 
a  small,  comparatively  light  chair  with- 
out arms  is  required.  The  severity  of 
the  lines  is  softened  by  the  slight  taper- 
ing of  the  legs  at  the  bottom  and  the 
shallow  curve  that  appears  at  the  top  of 
the  back  and  of  the  front  seat  rail. 

The  arm  rocker  is  of  precisely  similar 
construction,  except  that  the  shape  of 
the  arms  gives  a  little  touch  of  primi- 
tiveness  and  severity  that  is  not  seen 
in  the  smaller  chair,  l)ut  is  very  inter- 
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WORKING    DRAWING    FOR 
LARGE       CANE       ROCKER. 


esting  in  connection  with  the  sugges- 
tion of  finer  quality  given  by  the  cane 
panels. 

The  large  arm  chair  has  a  markedly 
attractive  quality,  evidenced  in  the  pro- 
portion as  w  ell  as  in  the  use  of  the  cane 
panels.  The  back  is  perfectly  square, 
giving  the  chair  a  low, 
broad  look  that  is  ac- 
centuated by  the  height 
at  which  the  arms  are 
placed.  The  broad,  flat 
arms  not  only  add  to  the 
structural  beauty  of  the 
chair,  but  are  found  very 
convenient  by  anyone 
sitting  in  it  to  work  or 
read.  These  arms  are 
supported  by  brackets 
that  are  large  enough  to 
form  an  essential  part 
of  the  structural  orna- 
mentation of  the  piece, 
especially  as  an  open 
space  is  left  between  the 
bracket     and     the     side 


piece.  These  side  pieces,  instead  of 
showing  the  usual  square  shape  of  the 
legs,  are  broad  and  flat.  The  whole 
construction  is,  of  course,  mortise  and 
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BOOKCASE    WITH    LACED    CANE    PANELS. 

tenon,  firmly  pinned  together  so  that 
racking  apart  is  practicall}-  impossible. 
The  slightly  projecting  ends  of  the  ten- 
ons give  a  little  touch  of  interest  to  the 
side  panels,  and  the  use  of  the  cane  to 
form  these  panels  adds  much  to  the  in- 
dividuality of  the  piece. 

The  arm  rocker  is  of  precisely  the 
same  construction,  with  the  rockers 
fashioned  so  that  they  will  give  the 
greatest  length  of  swing  with  the  least 
possible  projection  of  the  rocker.  The 
unusual  width  of  these  rockers  is  in 
keeping  with  all  the  lines  of  the  piece. 

As  the  working  plans  of  the  settle 
are  exactly  the  same  as  those  of  the 
armchair,  save  that  the  width  is 
doubled,  only  the  illustration  is  given 
for  this  piece.    This  speaks  for  itself. 

The  group  is  completed  by  a  small  set 
of  bookshelves  made  after  the  model 
of  a  Craftsman  magazine  cabinet,  only 
wider.  The  panels  here  are  let  into  the 
sides  and  are  used  solelv  for  the  decora- 
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tive  interest  they  give  to  the  piece.  The 
holes  cut  in  the  top  not  only  make  it 
possible  to  move  the  shelves  about,  but 
break  what  might  otherwise  be  too  large 
a  stretch  of  solid  surface. 

METAL    WORK 

THE  designs  for  metal  work  shown 
this  month  are  chosen  with  a  spe- 
cial view  to  the  making  of  holiday  gifts. 
Thev  also  complete  the  writing  table 
set  which  was  begun  in  the  October  is- 
sue with  the  letter  rack  and  the  small 
oblon.g  tray  for  pens,  pins,  rubber  bands 
and  such  small  articles.  With  these  and 
the  models  for  blotting  pad,  hand  blot- 
ter, inkwell  and  the  paper  knife  shown 
here  any  careful  worker  in  metal  can 
make  a  complete  and  beautiful  set  for  a 
writing  table  at  very  small  cost,  com- 
pared to  the  lasting  value  of  the  gift.  A 
lamp  shade  and  candlestick  are  added, 
as  these  pieces  are  usually  much  in  de- 
mand for  holiday  gifts. 

The  candlestick  is  an  especially 
quaint  shape  that  yet  is  simple  and  not 
at  all  difficult  to  make.  The  materials 
required  will  be : 
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TIUANGULAR    METAL    CANDLESTICK. 

One  piece  of  copper  like  the  pattern 
described  below ; 

One   piece   of   copper   i 
5"  for  the  handle ; 

One  candle  cup  2-)4" 
i%"  wide; 

One  cup  disk  2j4" 
in  diameter. 

The  standard 
should  be  cut  from  a 
pattern  that  is  made 
by  drawing  an  isos- 
celes triangle  measur- 
ing 334"  on  two  sides  and  4"  on  one 
side.  The  long  side  will  form  the  bot- 
tom when  the  metal  is  bent.  Cut  out 
the  spaces  at  the  bottom  of  the  pattern 
as  shown  in  the  illustration ;  then  lay 
the  pattern  down  on  the  copper  and 
draw  a  pencil  line  all  around  it.  Turn 
it  over  and  again  trace  the  outline  ;  then 
turn  it  over  a  third  time  and  once  more 
make  the  pencil  line.  By  this  means  the 
whole  three  sides  will  be  traced  and 
when  the  metal  is  cut  it  can  be  bent  to 
form  the  three  sides  of  the  candlestick, 
with  the  edges  meeting  at  one  corner. 
The  piece  of  metal  from  which  the  cup 
is  to  be  made  can  be  divided  in  the 
center  and  cut  as  shown  in  the  picture. 
Next  drill  a  hole  in  the  center  and  rivet 
the  metal  to  the  disk,  bending  it  up  on 
each  side  to  form  the  cup.    Then  solder 


the  disk  fast  to  the  standard,  and  lastly 
rivet  the  handle  to  the  disk  and  also  to 
the  bottom  of  the  standard. 

The  silk  lined,  pierced  copper  lamp 
shade  shown  here  can  be  made  for  use 
on  either  an  oil  or  electric  lamp.  It  is 
decorative  in  effect  as  well  as  easy  to 
make,  and  should  be  a  most  acceptable 
holiday  gift.  The  copper  used  is,  of 
course,  in  a  single  sheet,  and  should  be 
No.  20  gauge.  The  design  is  divided 
into  six  equal  parts,  or,  rather,  six 
repetitions  of  a  pierced  figure  that  is 
complete  in  itself.  This  design  should 
be  drawn  carefully  on  a  pattern  made 
the  exact  size  of  one  of  the  divisions, 
then  transferred  to  the  copper,  as  shown 

in     the     dia- 


gram, 
spaces 


The 
can 


PIERCED   COPPER    LAMP    SHADE. 

either  be  sawn  out  or  chiseled,  but,  as 
a  rule,  the  former  method  will  be  found 


WORKING  DRAWING  FOR  LAMP  SHADE. 
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preferable.  If  the  chisel 
is  used,  the  strips  of 
metal  that  are  left  will 
be  apt  to  stretch  under 
hammering,  and  it  is 
almost  impossible  to 
keep  some  of  the  long- 
er strips  from  stretching  more 
than  the  others.  Before  the 
shade  is  bent  the  metal  must  be 


METAL  CORNERS 
FOR    BLOTTER. 


INKWELL. 


laid  on  a   flat   surface   and   hammered 
perfectly  flat.     The  edges  should  all  be 
filed  with  a  fine  file  and  the  file  burr 
carefully  removed. 
It  would  be  better 
to  use  emery  cloth 
for  a  final  smooth- 
ing of  all  edges,  as 
any  roughness 
would     catch     and 
fray  the  silk  lining. 
In  the  detail  shown 

a  lap  of  a  quarter  of  an  inch  appears 
on  each  end  ;  one  of  these  is  to  be  bent 
in  and  the  other  out.  By  bringing  these 
ends  together  and  pressing  them  the 
shade  is  formed.  Lastly,  solder  two 
small  lugs  of  No.  20  gauge  copper  upon 
the  inner  bottom  edge  and  three  lugs  at 
the  top.  These  will  hold  the  wire  ring 
that  the  silk  is  stretched  on.  The  shade 
can  be  supported  bv  a  wire  frame  that 


extends  from  the  base  of  the  lamp,  and 
has  a  sharp  bend  on  the  outer  ends  to 
catch  the  rim  of  the  shade.  The  silk 
lining  of  the  shade  will,  of  course,  be  in 
any  color  that  gives  the  best  effect  of 
light  and  is  in  harmony  with  the  gen- 
eral color  scheme  of  the  room. 

To  make  the  inkwell  the  following 
materials  will  be  needed: 

Copper,  No.  20  gauge. 

One  piece  12H"  by  2^"  for  the  sides, 

One  piece  3^"  by  2,H"  for  the  base, 

One  piece  8"  by  '4"  for  the  side  of 
top. 

One  piece  214"  by  234",  allowmg  for 
lap  on  lid. 

One  piece  3"  by  3"  for  the  top. 

The  sides  of  the  inkwell  should  be 
bent  to  form  a  box,  allowing  the  edges 


HAND  BLOTTER  ROLLER. 

to  meet  at  the  back.  Half  an  inch 
should  be  allowed  for  the  lap,  which  is 
fastened  together  with  four  rivets.  To 
solder  the  bottom  and  the  sides  together 
the  metal  should  be  cleaned  thoroughly 
and  "cut  acid"  applied.  Then  lay  the 
solder  on  inside  and  turn  on  the  flame 
until  the  solder  melts.  Care  should  be 
taken  not  to  allow  the  solder  to  go 
through    to   the    outside.      If    it    does, 
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scrape  it  off  and  rub  down  with  an 
emery  cloth.  The  top  is  to  be  made  and 
soldered  on  in  the  same  way,  cutting 
a  hole  in  the  center  large  enough  to 
slip  in  the  glass  well.  The  lid  should 
be  laid  on  the  block  of  lead  described 


light  coat  of  shellac  over  the  rough  sur- 
face of  the  leather,  taking  care  not  to 
allow  the  shellac  to  penetrate  to  the  out- 
side. Then  lay  the  shellacked  side  of 
the  cardboard  down  upon  the  leather ; 
bring  up  the  thin  edges  of  the  leather 


last  month,  and  hammered  down ;  then 
shape  on  the  edge  of  the  anvil  with  a 
lap  left  in  front  and  bent  up  at  a  slight 
angle.  A  hinge  can  then  be  made  and 
soldered  to  the  back  of  the  lid  and  the 
top  of  the  inkwell,  or.  if  the  making  of 
the  hinge  should  prove  too  intricate  for 
the  amateur  worker,  it  can  easily  be 
purchased.  There  may  be  some  diffi- 
culty in  finding  the  glass  wells  to  hold 
the  ink,  as  they  are  not  sold  at  retail  to 
individual  purchasers.  For  this  reason 
The  Craftsman  will  keep  a  sufficient 
number  on  hand  to  be  able  to  furnish 
them  for  ten  or  fifteen  cents  each  to 
amateur  workers,  the  cost  depending 
upon  the  size  required. 

For  making  the  blotter  pad  the  fol- 
lowing materials  will  be  required  : 

One  piece  of  stiff  cardboard,  i8"  by 
24" ; 

Four  flat  pieces  of  copper  forming 
an  isosceles  triangle  5^4"  on  two  sides 
and  "jY^"  on  one  side ; 

Twelve  No.  6/32  flat  head  brass 
screws ; 

One  No.  6/32  steel  tap ; 

One  piece  of  very  thin  sheepskin  i" 
larger  than  the  outside  measurement  of 
pad. 

The  leather  should  be  laid  on  a  table 
with  the  rough  side  up,  and  sliced  down 
at  the  edge  all  around  with  a  very  sharp 
knife  until  the  edges  are  thin  enough  to 
bend  easily  over  the  edge  of  the  card- 
board. Next  paint  one  side  of  the  card- 
board with  shellac  and  also  put  a  very 


MET.\L   PAPER    KNIFE. 


and  press  them  down  on  top  of  the  pad. 
A  piece  of  neutral  tinted  paper  should 
then  be  pasted  on  the  top  of  the  pad, 
so  that  it  covers  a  part  of  the  leather 
lap,  the  paper  extending  to  within  half 
an  inch  of  the  edge  of  the  pad.  After 
this  is  done,  the  pad  should  be  weighted 
down  for  a  few  hours  to  allow  the  shel- 
lac to  dry. 

To  make  the  corner  pieces  a  pattern 
should  be  laid  out,  first  drawing  an 
isosceles  triangle  7j/2"x534"x5'4"-  This 
will  be  the  extreme  measurement  of  the 
corner  pieces  while  flat.  Inside  of  this 
triangle  draw  another  triangle,  allowing 
a  space  of  ^"  between  the  lines  on  the 
two  equal  sides  only  and  bringing  the 
long  side  of  both  inner  and  outer  tri- 
angles together,  so  that  only  a  border 
of  Y^'  is  left  on  the  two  equal  sides. 
By  extending  both  lines  from  the  cor- 
ners of  the  inner  triangle  to  meet  the 
line  of  the  outer  triangle  a  small  y%' 
square  will  be  formed  between  the  cor- 
ners of  the  two  triangles.  Cut  out  this 
square  and  bend  both  edges  down  at 
right  angles  to  the  surface,  leaving  a 
space  of  Ya,"  and  bending  the  remaining 
^"  under  at  right  angles  with  Yx"  angle. 
This  forms  a  space  in  which  to  insert 
the  blotter.  Drill  three  holes  and  tap 
with  the  6/32  tap.  Lay  the  corners 
down  on  the  pad  and  mark  the  holes  on 
the  pad.  Then  remove  the  corners  and 
drill  through  the  pad.  Put  the  corners 
on  again  and  insert  the  screws  by  screw- 
ing the  heads  well  into  the  pad  on  the 
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under  side.  The  heads  will  countersink 
into  the  leather,  leaving  a  smooth  sur- 
face. 

The  hand  blotter  roller  is  so  simple 
that  it  requires  no  description  further 
than  the  measurements.  The  top  is 
made  of  a  large  piece  of  copper  2j/"x6", 
with  54"  on  each  edge  added  to  form 
the  angle.  The  bottom  requires  one 
piece  of  copper  254"x7^".  The  handle 
is  %"x6",  and  two  rivets  will  be  needed. 
The  illustration  and  diagram  show 
plainly  how  the  roller  is  made. 

The  paper  knife  should  be  made  from 
a  piece  of  copper  about  No.  i6  gauge, 
the  blade  filed  down  on  each  edge  and 
hammered.  The  handle  is  made  by  cut- 
ting two  pieces  of  copper  about  No.  20 
gauge  and  hammering  on  the  lead  block 
so  that  they  form  a  concave.  After 
this,  hammer  them  on  ball  iron  mandrel 
in  vise.  When  the  sides  have  been  laid 
in  place  holes  should  be  drilled  through 
the  three  pieces  and  the  rivets  put  in, 
as  shown  in  the  illustration.  Smooth 
all  the  edges  well  down  with  emery 
cloth  and  polish  with  pumice. 

NEEDLEWORK 

THE  designs  for  needlework  illus- 
trated here  mark  a  distinct  de- 
velopment along  the  lines  of  the  sim- 
ple, broad  effects  we  obtained  in 
Cr.\ftsm.\x  needlework  by  means  of 
applique  couched  upon  the  material  and 
connected  with  heavy  outlines.  This 
method  is  admirable  in  giving  the  feel- 
ing of  unbroken  masses  when  used  on 
portieres  and  in  other  places  where  very 
broad  effects  are  desired,  but  we  have 
always  felt  that  they  have  lacked  a  lit- 
tle of  the  feeling  we  wished  to  convey 
in  needlework  as  applied  to  small  fur- 
nishings, such  as  scarfs  for  tables, 
dressers  and  buffets,  for  doilies,  cen- 
terpieces, and  all  the  small  accessories 
of  bedroom,  living  room  or  dining  room 
that  either  supply  just  the  accent  neces- 
sary to  complete  the  harmony  of  all  the 
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furnishings,  or  else  introduce  a  sharp 
note  of  contrast  in  color  and  material. 

One  advantage  of  the  applique  so 
much  used  in  Craftsman  needlework 
was  that  big  effects  were  gained  so 
easily  and  rapidly.  Part  of  the  pleasure 
of  doing  decorative  needlework  lies  in 
watching  the  rapid  growth  of  a  design 
under  one's  fingers,  and  feeling  that  a 
charming  bit  of  decoration  is  being 
brought  into  existence  without  the 
nerve-racking  work  required  for  the 
more  elaborate  and  minute  effects  in 
embroidery. 

With  the  exception  of  the  center- 
pieces and  doilies,  all  the  designs  shown 
here  are  carried  out  on  gray  hand 
woven  linen,  which  we  have  found  most 
satisfactory  for  use  in  connection  with 
Craftsman  color  schemes  and  furnish- 
ings. This  linen  comes  fifteen  inches 
wide — just  the  right  width  for  dresser 
scarfs  and  table  runners.  The  material 
is  most  interesting  both  in  weave  and 
color,  varying  in  weave  from  a  fine, 
close  mesh  to  one  that  is  much  looser 
and  more  open.  The  color  is  that  of 
the  natural  unbleached  flax,  and  varies 
from  a  very  light,  grayish-tan  to  a 
warm,  light  brown,  some  of  the  pieces 
being  almost  a  mellow  ivory  in  tone. 
These  variations  in  tone  may,  to  a  cer- 
tain extent,  be  found  in  the  same  piece 
and  they  add  much  to  the  interest  and 
individuality  of  the  fabric. 

The  designs  are  all  based  upon  con- 
ventionalized plant  or  insect  motifs, 
with  here  and  there  one  carried  to  the 
point  almost  of  geometrical  formalism. 
With  the  exception  of  an  occasional  use 
of  the  outline  and  satin  stitches  to  de- 
fine lines  and  masses  very  sharply,  the 
designs  are  wrought  throughout  in  a 
simple  darning  stitch,  taken  in  short, 
uneven  lengths  parallel  with  the  woof 
threads.  The  ground  stuff  is  left  be- 
tween these  stitches  to  glimmer  through 
the  whole  design,  so  that  the  latter  has 
the  effect  of  being  an  integral  part  of 
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the  material,  almost  as  if  it  were  woven 
with  it.  Ill  the  case  of  most  of  the 
scarfs,  this  effect  of  the  design  being 
one  with  the  material  is  further  carried 
out  by  continuing  it  clear  across  the 
scarf  from  edge  to  edge.  The  peculiar 
charm  of  this  work  lies  in  the  shimmer- 
ing, jewel-like  effect  that  is  gained  by 
leaving  the  ground  material  to  show 
through  in  little,  broken,  uneven  spac- 
ings  between  the  stitches.  The  ends 
of  the  scarfs  are  finished  with  the 
"peasant  roll,"  a  tiny,  rolled  hem  that 
shows  on  the  upper  side  of  the  material, 
or  they  may  be  Ijuttonholed  with  ravel- 
ings  of  the  linen,  giving  a  slightly  un- 
even edge  that  harmonizes  with  the 
wavering  lines  of  the  selvage. 

The  colors  used  are  all  of  soft,  dull 
tones  of  linen  floss  that  harmonize  with 
the  natural  gray  of  the  linen ;  only  in 
the  case  of  pure  white,  which  is  worked 
more  solidly  than  the  other  designs, 
and  in  the  clear,  dark  blue,  is  this  ef- 
fect of  harmony  rather  than  sharp  con- 
trast departed  from.  Even  where  the 
blue  and  white  are  used  the  design  is 
such  that  the  embroidery  forms  a  back- 
ground rather  than  the  design  itself, 
as  in  the  case  of  the  "Dogwood"  border 
for  a  sideboard  or  dresser  scarf,  where 
the  background  is  darned  in  white  floss, 
with  outlines  and  the  flower  centers  in 
dark  blue.  The  outline  is  done  in  sim- 
ple outline  stitch  and  the  flower  centers 
in  French  knots.  The  petals  of  the 
dogwood  flowers  are  left  in  the  mel- 
low, brownish  tone  of  the  material 
itself.  This  treatment  has  a  peculiarly 
bright  and  clear  effect. 

A  warmer  and  more  vivid  color  effect 
is  given  by  the  border  of  "Japanese 
Magnolia."  In  this  design  the  blossom 
petals  are  wrought  in  linen  floss  of  a 
tone  somewhere  between  coral  and  old 
rose  and  the  border  lines  and  sugges- 
tions of  foliage  in  silvery  leaf-green. 
A  touch  of  dull  blue  appears  in  the  cen- 
ter of  the  blossoms  and  in  the  broken 


line  just  below  the  upper  border  line, 
giving  a  sense  of  the  dull,  rich  coloring 
of  Oriental  embroidery. 

The  "China  Tree"  design  for  the 
ends  of  a  dresser  scarf  is  simplicity 
itself  both  in  form  and  workmanship. 
The  design  is  darned  straight  across 
the  scarf  in  light  leaf-green  linen  floss, 
and  the  outlines  of  the  trees  and 
branches  are  afterwards  picked  out 
with  a  tiny,  broken  thread  of  dark  blue, 
simply  run  in  stitches  of  short,  uneven 
lengths  around  the  design,  so  that  the 
merest  hint  of  an  edge  of  color  that 
brings  out  the  tree  forms  from  the 
background  takes  the  place  of  the 
sharp,  decisive  line  given  by  the  regu- 
lar outline  stitch. 

The  "Pine  Cone"  design,  as  shown 
here,  is  worked  in  the  natural  colors 
of  golden  brown  and  dull,  rusty  green. 
The  border  lines  and  upright  dividing 
lines  are  darned  solidly  in  the  green, 
then  outlined  by  a  simple  running 
thread  of  brown.  The  cones  are  darned 
in  brown,  the  stitches  taken  parallel 
with  the  woof  thread  across  the  strip, 
and  a  line  of  linen  is  left  to  outline 
each  segment  of  cone.  The  pine  needles 
are  worked  in  green  in  outline  stitch. 

Of  all  these  borders  the  most  jewel- 
like in  effect  as  well  as  the  richest  in 
coloring  is  the  "Dragon-fly"  design.  In 
this  the  upper  and  lower  border  lines 
are  darned  in  brilliant  dark  blue  floss 
through  which  run  uneven  threads  of 
green.  The  line  formed  by  the  legs  of 
the  insect,  very  much  conventionalized, 
is  done  in  green.  The  bodies  are 
worked  in  an  over  and  over  stitch  in 
both  blue  and  green ;  the  eyes  are  green 
and  the  wings  are  darned  with  a  run- 
ning thread  of  green,  through  which  a 
blue  thread  is  afterwards  run.  The 
veinings  of  the  wings  are  run  alter- 
nately in  blue  and  green  floss,  while 
old  rose  floss  is  darned  into  the  open 
spaces  in  the  lower  part  of  the  wing. 
The  triangular  shape  between  the  wings 
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?nd  the  body  is  darned  in  old  rose  floss 
and  the  upper  large  triangle  in  blue, 
through  which  the  green  is  unevenly 
threaded.  The  effect  of  color  in  this 
design  is  precisely  that  of  old  Persian 
embroidery,  and  the  sparkle  gained  by 
the  sliowing  of  the  groundwork 
through  the  uneven  spaces  left  by  the 
threads   is   especially   effective. 

The  design  shown  in  the  round  mat 
is  conventionalized  from  the  yellow  wa- 
ter lily,  by  which  name  it  is  known. 
The  leaves,  stems  and  border  line  are 
■darned  in  varying  shades  of  leaf-green, 
so  that  the  effect  is  that  of  light  and 
shade  upon  the  broad  leaves.  Each 
segment  of  a  leaf  is  darned — not 
straight  with  the  weave,  as  in  the  case 
of  the  scarfs,  but  in  a  line  parallel  with 
the  end  of  the  leaf.  Narrow  lines  of 
the  linen  groundwork  are  left  open  to 
outline  these  segments  of  the  leaves 
and  the  petals  of  the  flowers.  The  blos- 
som can  be  done  either  in  a  yellow  floss, 
in  old  rose,  or  in  a  dull,  soft  blue,  ac- 
cording to  the  color  scheme  with  which 
the  piece  is  to  harmonize.  A  narrow  line 
of  the  same  color  as  the  flower  is  run 
along  the  inner  side  of  the  border  line. 
The  "Crab-apple"  design  is  done  in 
very  much  the  same  way,  with  the  up- 
per border  and  leaves  in  dull,  soft  green 
and  the  apples  in  old  rose,  though  the 
color  of  the  latter  may  be  varied  as  in 
the  case  of  the  "Water  Lily"  design. 

The  "Wild  Rose"  designs  shown  on 
a  scarf  and  again  on  a  round  center- 
piece are  handled  in  the  same  way  as 
the  "Dogwood"  border ;  that  is,  the 
petals  of  the  rose  are  left  in  the  natural 
linen  arid  the  background  is  darned  in 
coarse  white  floss.  The  outer  border 
on  the  scarf  is  of  dull,  straw-colored 
floss  in  outline  stitch,  with  a  double 
inner  line  of  white  in  the  simple,  run- 
ning darning  stitch.  The  central  panel 
is  also  outlined  in  the  yellow  floss,  as 
are  the  flowers.  The  flower  centers  are 
made  of  French  knots  in  the  white  and 


yellow.      In    the   centerpiece   the   color 
used  with  the  white  is  Delft  blue. 

The  all  white  designs  for  table  or 
sideboard  scarfs  are  especially  effective 
on  the  soft  brownish-gray  linen.  All 
these  scarfs  are  especially  desirable  for 
use  on  dining  tables,  as  the  linen  color 
harmonizes  admirably  with  the  wood 
tones  of  the  table  top,  especially  when 
an  oak  table  is  used,  and  the  white  em- 
broidery seems  more  fitted  for  table  use 
than  that  in  colors.  In  the  three  de- 
signs shown  here,  "Poinsettia,"  "Um- 
bel" and  "Rain  Lily,"  the  work  is  done 
entirely  in  satin  stitch,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  portion  of  the  "Poinsettia" 
design,  where  the  stems  and  borders  are 
done  in  outline  stitch.  When  doing  the 
sharply  marked  designs  in  satin  stitch, 
it  is  always  better  to  run  a  thread 
around  the  outline  of  the  figure,  and 
then  to  darn  loosely  over  the  whole  sur- 
face, to  provide  the  definite  edge  and  a 
slight  padding  under  the  satin  stitch. 
This  gives  a  firm,  slightly  raised  effect 
that  adds  greatly  to  the  beauty  of  the 
work. 

The  table  squares  are  on  a  different 
linen  from  the  scarfs,  as  the  rough  hand- 
woven  linen  does  not  come  in  suffi- 
cient width  for  this  use.  The  material 
used  here  is  close-woven  linen  of  a  deep 
ivory  color,  and  in  the  examples  shown 
one  is  worked  in  outline  stitch  in  a  dull 
old  rose  floss,  and  the  other  in  Delft 
blue. 

The  conventionalized  "Teazle"  de- 
sign for  a  centerpiece  is  a  modification 
of  the  well-known  Craftsman  applique 
design  of  that  name,  save  that  the  blos- 
soms are  done  in  the  same  darning 
stitch  as  the  others,  instead  of  being 
appliqued.  Tlie  blossoms  and  dots  are 
of  dull  straw  yellow  linen  floss,  and  the 
outlines  in  soft  gray-green.  This  set 
should  be  finished  with  a  hemstitched 
hem,  stitched  with  floss  of  either  the 
yellow  or  green  to  carry  down  a  note 
of  the  color  into  the  border. 
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HULL-HOUSE  LABOR  MUSEUM,  WHERE  WO- 
MEN ARE  TAUGHT  SPLNNING  AND  WEAV- 
ING, AND  ALSO  THE  HISTORY  OF  THESE 
INDUSTRIES:    BY  MERTICE  MACCREA   BUCK 


THE  problem  of  helping  foreign- 
ers, who  come  to  this  country 
equipped  with  a  knowledge  of 
some  handicraft,  to  apply  their 
knowledge  so  as  to  afford  them  a 
means  of  liveUhood,  is  a  serious  one. 
to  be  solved  only  by  experiment.  In 
New  York,  Russian  and  Italian 
women  are  given  a  chance  to  make 
lace,  which  is  sold  for  them  by  a 
group  of  American  women.  In  Chi- 
cago one  of  the  most  successful  ex- 
periments was  started  four  years 
ago  at  Hull-House  along  the  lines 
of  spinning  and  weaving.  The  prep- 
aration of  flax,  from  hetcheling  to 
spinning,  is  done  by  women  .who 
have  learned  it  in  childhood  and 
show  a  naive  delight  in  proving 
themselves  mistresses  of  this  an- 
cient and  time-honored  craft.  I 
found  women  of  several  nationalities 
at  work  in  a  large  room  trul\-  re- 
markable for  its  beautiful  collec- 
tion of  tools  and  materials  gathered 
from  all  over  the  world — distaffs  and 
spindles,  wheels  and  reels  and  looms. 
Every  Saturday  evening  a  demon- 
stration is  made  of  the  various  meth- 
ods of  spinning  and  weaving  to  be 
found    among    the    nationalities    liv- 


ing near  Hull-House.  These  are 
arranged,  as  far  as  possible,  in  his- 
toric sequence,  so  that  while  an  Ital- 
ian woman  works  with  the  most 
primitive  stick  spindle,  her  Russian 
neighbor  goes  a  step  further  by  sit- 
ting on  a  frame  which  changes  the 
position  of  the  distaff.  A  Greek  and 
a  Syrian  have  similar  stick  spindles. 
The  thread  which  these  women  spin 
is  at  once  used  by  the  weavers. 

The  earliest  spinning  by  wheel  is 
illustrated  by  a  Syrian  wheel,  which 
originally  belonged  to  the  grand- 
mother of  a  Syrian  woman  who  sent 
back  to  her  native  country  for  it, 
and  presented  it  to  the  museum. 
There  are  also  wheels  used  in  Ire- 
land, Holland  and  our  own  New 
England  colonies — and  photographs 
illustrating  many  pieces  of  hand  ma- 
chinery too  large  to  be  exhibited. 
There  are  beautiful  specimens  of 
silk,  cotton,  wool  and  flax,  in  all  the 
various  processes,  and  samples  of 
weaving  from  all  over  the  world. 
The  room  itself  is  an  inspiration  to 
anyone  interested  in  handicrafts. 

Five  looms,  one  run  by  electricity, 
are  in  use,  and  the  weavers  are 
proud  of  the  fact  that  they  are  sup- 
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plied  with  warp  and  in  most  cases 
with  woof  prepared  by  the  spinners. 
Most  of  the  finished  work  is  sold, 
often  before  the  piece  is  completed. 
A  Danish  woman  does  beautiful  fig- 
ured goods  of  colored  and  white 
linen  on  a  loom  brought  from  her 
own  country.  One  of  the  five  is  a 
massive  American  loom  such  as  our 
grandmotliers  had  built  into  the 
walls  of  their  houses,  the  timbers 
being  six  inches  square  and  at  least 
seven  feet  high.  The  parts  are  all 
made  by  hand,  the  great  batten 
swings  from  a  timber  that  looks  as 
if  it  had  been  hewn  out,  without  any 
finishing  touches  from  the  plane,  yet 
this  loom  produces  really  exquisite 
work.  One  of  the  most  interesting 
of  the  looms  in  use,  called  the  "fly 
shuttle"  loom,  illustrates  an  inter- 
mediate step  between  hand  and  ma- 
chine    work.       Although     at     Hull- 


House  the  most  delicate  and  beauti- 
ful work  is  entirely  done  by  hand, 
yet  this  particular  loom,  generally 
used  for  rag  carpets,  is  very  interest- 
ing. In  it,  the  shuttle  instead  of 
being  thrown  by  hand,  is  shot  across 
by  means  of  a  spring  which  is  re- 
leased by  pressing  a  lever  with  the 
foot.  Ordinary  rag  carpet  is  limited 
in  width  by  the  distance  to  which 
the  shuttle  can  be  thrown  by  hand, 
generally  thirty-six  inches  or  less, 
but  in  this  loom  the  goods  can  be  made 
as  wide  as  the  frame  allows. 

The  few  mechanical  devices  used 
in  this  loom  make  it  seem  as  far  in 
advance  of  the  primitive  looms  as 
the  first  locomotive  might  have 
seemed  compared  with  a  wagon,  yet 
the  ones  now  in  use  in  factories  are, 
of  course,  as  much  ahead  of  this  as 
a  fully-equipped  modern  railroad 
train  is  ahead  of  the  first  locomotive. 
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AFTER  some  six  or  seven  years 
passed  in  the  energetic  advo- 
cating of  thorough  training  in 
practical  handicrafts  as  an  es- 
sential part  of  the  education  of  every 
bov  and  girl,  it  is  with  a  sense  of 
marked  gratification  that  The  Cr.\fts- 
M.\N  publishes  in  this  issue  some  ad- 
mirable examples  of  craftsmanship 
which  have  been  sent  us  from  the  De- 
partment of  Manual  Training  in  the 
Public  Schools  of  Rochester,  New 
York,  to  show  what  is  being  done  by 
school  boys  in  making  actual  furniture 
of  good  design  and  sound  construction 
along  lines  that  are  closely  related  to  the 
Cr.\ftsm.\n  models.  The  work  is  of  such 
a  high  grade  that  it  serves  better  than 
any  argument  to  demonstrate  the  pos- 
sibility of  mental  development  through 
the  medium  of  creative  work.  It  is  now 
nuite  a  number  of  vears  since  the  first 


forms  of  manual  training  were  intro- 
duced into  our  public  schools,  and  when 
we  remember  the  theoretical  and  dilet- 
tante character  of  many  of  these  early 
eft'orts  at  sloyd,  basketry  and  the  mak- 
ing of  utterly  trivial  and  superfluous 
articles,  we  begin  to  realize  what  a  long 
stride  has  been  taken  in  the  right  direc- 
tion toward  the  development  of  really 
valuable  training  of  the  hands.  Work 
that  produces  this  sort  of  thing  is  not 
play,  but  training  of  a  kind  that  will 
enable  any  boy  to  face  the  world  with 
a  solid  foundation  of  useful  knowdedge 
i:pon  which  to  build  his  career  as  a 
worker. 

The  articles  illustrated  here  are  not 
playthings,  but  practical  and  useful,  as 
well  as  beautiful,  pieces  of  furniture 
that  could  either  be  used  to  excellent 
advantage  in  helping  to  furnish  a  school 
ronm  or  club  rooms,  or  in   furnishing 
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the  homes  of  the  boys  themselves.  The 
fact  that  these  examples  are  so  good 
suggests  that  the  making  of  such  furni- 
ture may  amount  to  something  more 
than  mere  training.  In  the  case  of  a 
family  wiiere  money  is  not  plentiful  and 
such  furnishings  as  would  come  within 
the  means  of  the  parents  might  neces- 
sarily not  be  of  the  best  quality,  there 
are  endless  possibilities  in  such  devel- 
opment of  initiative  in  children  old 
enough  to  do  this  advanced  work.  Fur- 
niture made  with  so  much  personal  in- 
terest, and  designed  especially  with  a 
view  to  utility  and  to  harmony  with  its 
environment,  has  every  chance  of  being 
good  both  in  design  and  workmanship, 
because  both  rest  solidly  upon  the  firm 
foundation  of  direct  response  to  a  real 
need.  And  not  only  would  it  be  quite 
possible  for  the  pieces  a  boy  makes  at 
school  to  be  bought  for  home  use  for  lit- 
tle more  than  the  price  of  the  lumber, 
but  any  bright  boy  could  add  not  a  little 
to  his  own  income  by  making  pieces  of 
hand-made  furniture  for  the  neighbors. 

Great  emphasis  is  placed  upon  handi- 
crafts in  the  Rochester  schools,  and 
there  is  the  closest  cooperation  between 
the  departments  of  fine  arts,  domestic 
science  and  manual  training.  In  addi- 
tion to  an  unusually  able  and  enthusi- 
astic body  of  teachers  whose  training  is 
thorough  and  who  demand  efificient 
work  from  their  pupils,  Rochester  has 
a  Board  of  Education  which  puts  a  high 
value  upon  hand  work  and  encourages 
all  development  along  this  line.  This 
has  resulted  in  a  well-equipped  shop  in 
everj'  grammar  school  and  a  liberal  al- 
lowance of  time  for  the  work. 

The  course  of  study  is  divided  into 
"impression"  and  "expression"  sub- 
jects, and  while  one  group  in  a  grade 
is  engaged  in  recitation  or  the  develop- 
ment of  a  topic,  another  group  is  en- 
gaged in  some  form  of  hand  work.  In 
the  primary  grades,  in  addition  to  the 
usual  subjects  such  as  clay  modeling, 


painting  with  water  colors  and  ink,  pa- 
per cutting  and  pasting,  cardboard  con- 
struction, braiding  and  knotting,  the 
children  do  a  large  amount  of  free  or 
undirected  constructive  work,  using  all 
sorts  of  materials  in  a  great  many  in- 
genious ways.  An  example  of  this  is 
given  in  the  illustration  showing  the 
smaller  children  at  work ;  one  making 
a  toy  wagon  out  of  an  old  box,  another 
hammering  together  a  table  which  is 
certainly  only  a  short  remove  from  the 
primitive,  and  the  others  working  at 
anything  their  fancy  happens  to  dictate. 
This  tree  construction  is  an  outgrowth 
of  the  directed  hand  work,  and  is  an  ap- 
plication of  the  principles  learned  in  the 
formal  lesson. 

Having  learned  in  the  primary 
grades  to  express  himself  in  many 
forms  of  hand  work,  the  boy,  as  he 
reaches  the  fifth  grade  and  takes  up 
manual  training  in  wood,  is  ready  to 
do  something  definite,  and  he  usually 
knows  what  he  wishes  to  do.  In  the 
primary  grades  both  boys  and  girls 
learn  to  make  many  useful  little  arti- 
cles, but  in  the  fifth  grade  the  work  is 
divided,  the  girls  taking  sewing  and 
the  boys  going  to  the  shops  for  bench 
work.  The  time  given  to  bench  work 
varies  from  one  hour  a  week  in  the 
fifth  grade  to  two  hours  weekly  in  the 
eighth,  but  this  allowance  is  greatly  in- 
creased by  the  number  of  boys  who 
come  to  the  shops  early  in  the  morning, 
work  during  a  part  of  the  noon  hour, 
after  school,  and  in  some  cases  on  Sat- 
urday. The  teachers  find  that  the  diffi- 
culty lies  in  getting  the  boys  out  of  the 
shop  rather  than  in  getting  them  in. 

The  experience  of  the  Rochester 
schools  has  shown  that  one  great  ele- 
ment in  the  value  of  manual  training 
lies  in  its  appeal  to  pupils  who  would 
otherwise  get  little  from  the  school  cur- 
riculum,—  the  backward  pupils  and  the 
truants.  So  well  has  it  succeeded  that 
several  years  ago  the  truant  school  in 
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Rochester  was  abolished,  and  in  its 
stead  have  come  the  special  classes  in 
which  hand  work  occupies  chief  place. 

The  method  of  carrying  on  the  work 
in  the  upper  grades  is  very  interesting. 
It  is  based  upon  the  theory  that  manual 
training  is  but  one  of  the  various  means 
offered  to  the  child  for  the  expression 
of  his  thought,  and  that  its  chief  aims 
are  to  supplement  the  other  subjects  of 
the  curriculum  through  the  construction 
of  models  to  illustrate  those  subjects; 
to  bring  school  and  home  into  closer 
harmony  through  the  construction  of 
articles  of  real  value  and  use  in  the 
home :  to  bring  the  pupils  into  touch 
with  the  industries  of  the  world 
through  the  study  of  topical  methods 
of  manufacture  and  through  the  actual 
transformation  of  rough  material  into 
finished  product,  and  to  develop  good 
taste  in  home  furnishings  and  an  ap- 
preciation of  good  workmanship  and 
honest  construction. 

The  requirement  is  not  the  comple- 
tion of  any  series  of  models,  but  the 
self-expression  of  the  child  through  the 
construction  of  some  object  of  vital  in- 
terest to  him,  and  to  the  successful  com- 
pletion of  which  he  shall  give  the  best 
effort  of  which  he  is  capable.  There- 
fore, the  child  is  allowed  to  make  anv 
object  he  desires,  provided  its  construc- 
tion is  not  beyond  his  ability.  As  the 
natural  tendency  on  the  part  of  teach- 
ers is  to  give  too  much  suggestion  and 
help  to  the  pupils  and  thus  make  them 
dependent,  this  is  carefully  avoided, 
pains  being  taken  to  encourage  every 
bit  of  initiative  on  the  part  of  a  pupil. 
Not  only  is  he  required  to  work  out  his 
own  design,  but  any  direct  copying  is 
discouraged.  This  arousing  of  the  ini- 
tiative is  one  of  the  greatest  difficulties 
encountered  in  manual  trainmg ;  the 
average  boy  usually  wishes  to  make  a 
stool  or  a  table  just  like  some  one  else 
has  made,  and  if  this  stool  or  table 
were  placed  before  him,  he  would  copy 


it  in  every  detail.  To  overcome  this 
tendency  and  at  the  same  time  to  pro- 
vide the  necessary  suggestive  material 
for  observation  and  study,  the  boy  is 
surrounded  with  photographs  of  ob- 
jects in  which  he  might  be  interested, 
and,  furthermore,  he  is  urged  to  find 
some  corner  of  the  school  room  or  of 
his  own  home  which  lacks  a  fitting  piece 
of  furniture,  and  to  supply  just  the  arti- 
cle that  is  needed. 

After  he  has  decided  what  he  wants 
to  make,  he  gives  his  idea  of  the  de- 
sign in  a  free-hand  sketch  of  the  ob- 
ject desired.  This  is  brought  to  the 
teacher  and  talked  over,  and  a  more 
definite  project  is  evolved,  always  with 
the  idea  of  preserving  as  much  as  pos- 
sible the  originality  of  the  boy's  own 
design.  When  the  details  are  all  set- 
tled, a  complete  working  drawing  is 
made  by  the  pupil,  and  also  a  stock  bill 
of  all  materials  required.  When  the 
material  is  supplied  him,  he  is  given  a 
time  and  stock  card,  on  one  side  of 
which  he  makes  note  of  the  time  con- 
sumed in  the  construction  and  on  the 
other  side  he  figures  out  in  full  the  cost 
at  current  prices  of  the  material  used. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  parts  of 
the  manual  training  work  is  vhe  co- 
operative project;  that  is,  when  a  large 
piece  of  furniture  is  needed  in  the 
school,  designs  are  handed  in  by  each 
boy  in  the  grade.  These  are  discussed 
and  one  is  selected.  Then  the  boys 
elect  a  foreman  to  direct  the  work,  and 
the  shop  becomes  a  small  factory  in 
which  the  teacher  is  merely  an  authori- 
tv  to  be  consulted  as  need  may  arise. 
The  foreman  lays  out  and  apportions 
the  work,  giving  the  most  diffic.ilt  parts 
to  the  most  skillful  workers,  and  see- 
ing that  all  do  their  best.  In  the  con- 
struction of  these  larger  pieces  the 
greatest  interest  is  aroused.  The  boys 
work  carlv  ami  late,  and  when  the  arti- 
cle is  finished  and  presented  to  the, 
school  the  enthusiasm  runs  high. 
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ALS  IK  KAN 

BY  THE  EDITOR 


FROM  the  earliest  days  of  our  life 
as  a  nation,  through  all  the 
changes  of  the  changing  years, 
one  picture  has  been  graven  in- 
effaceably  upon  our  memory  as  an  im- 
perishable part  of  our  heritage  from  the 
past, — the  picture  of  a  little  group  of 
gaunt-eyed,  famine-worn  men  and 
women,  kneeling  in  a  rude,  bare  meet- 
ing-house protected  by  a  fort  of  logs, 
to  thank  God  with  trembling  lips  for 
the  unexpected  succor  sent  them  in 
their  extremity. 

The  future  might  yet  be  veiled  from 
their  sight  ;^all  about  them  still  lurked 
a  hostile  folk,  and  the  famine  and 
pestilence  that  had  eaten  away  their 
strength  might  at  any  time  return ;  but 
for  the  present  a  respite  was  granted 
from  the  peril  that  had  pressed  so  sore- 
ly,— and  their  joy  and  thankfulness 
over  the  sudden  release  from  strain  was 
the  more  poignant  because  of  that  lurk- 
ing dread  of  what  might  yet  be  before 
them.  This  same  note  of  gladness  and 
childlike  gratitude  for  temporary  re- 
lease from  peril  and  pain,  in  the  face  of 
constant  threat  and  danger,  throbs 
through  the  poetry  of  the  early  He- 
brews, quickening  with  living  warmth 
and  meaning,  even  after  the  long  centu- 
ries, the  story  of  their  ceaseless  strug- 
gle for  a  foothold  in  a  strange  land. 

As  the  passing  of  the  years  brought 
greater  sense  of  security  to  the  strug- 
gling hamlets  on  the  bleak  New  Eng- 
land coast,  the  memory  of  that  day  of 
tremulous  thanksgiving,  when  brave 
hearts  had  melted  at  the  coming  of  the 


great  deliverance,  was  slowly  welded 
with  the  memory  of  another  day  of 
happy  memory ; — the  Harvest  Home  of 
the  English  farmsteads,  to  which  the 
Pilgrims,  in  their  strange,  bare  homes, 
looked  back  with  homesick  yearning. 
So  at  the  autumn-tide,  when  the  fruits 
and  grain  were  ripe  for  garnering,  an 
added  element  of  reverence  and  humil- 
ity touched  with  a  finer  grace  the  im- 
memorial feast  of  the  Ingathering. 

Slowly,  as  time  brought  to  the  colon- 
ists an  increased  sense  of  security  and 
assured  prosperity,  the  spirit  of  the 
festival  underwent  a  subtle  change  ;  in- 
stead of  a  season  set  apart  for  the  hum- 
ble, prayerful  giving  of  thanks  for 
blessings  granted  in  the  midst  of  dan- 
ger, the  day  became  a  family  festival, 
sacred  to  home-loves  and  loyalties;  a 
season  when  sons  and  daughters  re- 
turned with  their  little  ones  to  the  old 
homestead. '  On  this  day  the  mother 
and  father  gathered  their  scattered 
brood  once  more  around  them,  and 
brothers  and  sisters,  whose  interests 
with  the  parting  of  their  lives  had  in- 
evitably drifted  asunder,  renewed  the 
bond  as  they  broke  bread  together. 

Thus,  although  altered  in  character, 
the  celebration  of  Thanksgiving  was 
still  fraught  with  significance,  and  in 
its  fostering  of  home-love  and  loyalty 
was  of  inestimable  value  in  the  forma- 
tion of  our  character  as  a  people.  For 
from  that  steadfastness  which  keeps 
faith  in  the  closer,  more  personal  rela- 
tionship, is  born  the  larger  loyalty  to 
the  state. 
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But  we  fear  this  festival  is  now  no 
longer   a    day  of   family   reunions, — at 
least  in  any  widespread,  national  sense. 
Hew   could   it  be,   indeed,  when   as  a 
people  we  have  been  gradually  losing 
the  home  instinct ;  while  the  feeling  of 
personal   loyalty  that  gives   sacredness 
to  family   ties  has  been  confused  and 
disrupted    in    our    over-swift    national 
growth?    Even  the  very  consciousness 
of  what  goes  to  the  making  of  a  home 
has  often  been  stifled  by  our  restless- 
ness, which  impels  us  to  flit  with  fever- 
ish haste  from  one  abiding  place  to  an- 
other.    Our  dwellings  have  no  time  to 
become  homes  in  any  real  sense;    for 
even  love,  with  its  bond  of  mutual  in- 
terests and  sympathies,  needs  the  aid  of 
time  to  give  it  the  last  touch  that  trans- 
forms a  house  into  a  home.     It  is  the 
invisible  tracery   of  memories  and  as- 
sociations,   written    upon    ceiling    and 
casement    and    lintel,    that    gives   to    a 
dwelling  its  intimate,  personal  quality, 
and  makes  the  very  chairs  and  tables 
sharers  in  our  common  life ;    and  it  is 
the  remembrance  of  things  enjoyed  to- 
gether, and,  even  more,  of  things  suf- 
fered together,  within  that  little  space, 
that  turns  four  alien  walls  into  a  home. 
As  the  love  of  home  is  an  elemental 
instinct,  it  must  inevitably  revive;  yet, 
in    its    temporary    abeyance    there    has 
gone  from  our  lives  one  of  the  great 
balance-wheels  that  kept  men  sane  in 
the  midst  of  disintegrating  influences ; 
for  the  memory  of  a  real  home,  how- 
ever far  away,  to  which  one  owes  loyal- 
ty and  upon  which  one  must  not  bring 
dishonor,   steadies  the  soul   and   keeps 
alive  within  it  the  desire  for  right  liv- 
ing.    That  restless  irresponsibility,   as 
of  mere  leaves  blown  by  the  wind,  seen 
in  so  many  faces  upon  our  city  streets, 
is  but  the  natural  heritage  of  the  home- 
less,— of  those  who,  however  much  of 
material  prosperity  may  have  fallen  to 
their  lot,  have  no  memory  of  the  old 
homestead    with    its    associations,    to 
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which,  when  far  away  in  body,  their 
thoughts  may  still  return. 

Where,  in  the  long  ago,  a  little  set- 
tlement was  guarded  by  a  few  stout- 
hearted men,  we  today  are  guarded 
with  soldiers  by  land  and  by  sea;  and 
where  that  brave  little  New  England 
colony  saw  starvation  stare  them  in  the 
face  when  the  earth  parched  beneath 
the  blinding  heat  and  their  scanty  crop 
withered  before  their  eyes,  we  today 
see  cornfields  ripening  toward  the  har- 
vest all  over  this  broad  country,  and 
know  that  if  the  yield  should  fail  in  one 
section  trainloads  of  grain  could  be 
brought  from  the  four  corners  of  the 
land.  Thus  the  old  keen  sense  of  im- 
mediate personal  danger  thrills  us  no 
longer,  and  with  the  coming  of  pros- 
perity has  been  eliminated  somewhat 
the  element  of  uncertainty,  of  rejoicing 
over  a  blessing  vouchsafed  in  the  midst 
of  peril,  and  so  the  trusting  spirit  that 
leaned  close  for  protection  to  the  shel- 
tering unseen  arm  has  now  grown  self- 
sufiicing  and  a  little  arrogant.  Again, 
as  a  nation,  with  the  temporary  abey- 
ance of  the  home  instinct,  Thanskgiv- 
ing  has  lost  its  beautiful  import  as  a 
season  for  the  renewing  of  old  family 
ties. 

What,  then,  of  spiritual  import  re- 
mains to  quicken  our  national  symbol 
of  Thanksgiving?  Has  it  come  to  be  a 
day  of  mere  meaningless  feasting,  and 
is  the  ceremonial  in  which  we  still 
shrine  it  a  dry  husk  in  which  the  kernel 
has  withered  away — a  jest  for  the 
cynic  and  mocker?  If  so,  what  effect 
upon  our  character  has  our  observance 
of  such  an  empty  form  ;  and  what  inter- 
pretation can  be  put  upon  our  manner 
of  its  celebration  by  the  foreigner  who 
comes  to  begin  a  new  life  in  our  land, 
or  by  our  children,  who  weigh  our  ac- 
tions with  such  relentless  keenness  of 
insight  ? 

VVhen  we  turn  to  the  public  procla- 
mation and  sermons,  do  many  of  them 
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help  us  in  our  quest?  Do  they  waken 
any  real  response  in  us  as  a  people? 
We  are  told  of  our  growth  in  pros- 
perity, of  the  wondrous  development  of 
our  material  resources,  and  of  the 
spread  of  our  national  influence  among 
the  peoples  who  are  our  peers.  But, 
though  the  praise  is  verbally  given  to 
God,  does  all  this  awaken  within  us  the 
old,  humble  spirit  of  giving  thanks? 
Can  any  of  us  warm  our  tepid  spiritual 
emotions  at  a  fire  of  statistics?  Indeed, 
do  not  these  orations,  with  their  veiled 
boastfulness,  rather  bring  to  some  of  us 
that  half-fearful  looking-for  of  judg- 
ment upon  our  arrogance,  that  Kipling, 
in  his  "Recessional,"  has  voiced  for  all 
nations? 

Has  this  festival  then  for  us  of  to- 
dav  no  vital  significance  that  can  dif- 
ferentiate it  from  any  other  day  upon 
which  we  might  choose  to  heap  good 
things  upon  the  table,  and  are  our 
pretty  phrases  but  wrapped  about  an 
empty  symbol?  If  so,  the  clear-eyed 
children,  and  the  immigrant  with  his 
patient,  dogged  search  after  whatever 
goes  to  the  making  of  an  American 
citizen,  will  soon  detect  the  note  of 
falseness.  Has  it  grown  to  be  but  a 
dav  given  up  by  national  consent  to 
meaningless  feasting? 

Feasts  are  purified  from  all  gross- 
ness,  and  made  beautiful,  only  when 
they  are  the  natural  expression  of 
spiritual  rejeicing; — of  some  emotion 
which  might  find  fitting  utterance  in 
music  or  the  dance.  Thus,  festivals 
which  celebrate  the  ingathering  of  the 
harvest  grow  significant  only  when  they 
are  held  by  those  whose  own  hands 
have  toiled  to  win  this  bounty  from  the 
soil.  From  this  close  personal  relation 
between  the  toiler  and  the  fruits  of  his 
toil  springs  the  poetry  of  the  husking- 
bee  and  sheep-shearing  feast,  and  the 
harvest  home  of  our  farming  districts ; 
and  thence,  too,  springs  the  perennial 
charm  of  those  idyls  of  old  Greece  that 


tell  of  the  grape  harvest  and  the  gar- 
nering of  the  corn, — a  note  which  is 
repeated  today  in  the  harvest-songs 
and  dances  and  symbolic  merrymakings 
of  the  peasants  of  Germanv,  France  and 
Italy. 

In  the  early  days  our  own  Thanks- 
giving Festival  had  not  only  a  spiritual 
gladness  which  thus  found  fitting  ex- 
pression, but  possessed,  also,  this  inti- 
mate personal  quality  of  the  joy  of  the 
farmer  in  the  fruits  and  grain  which 
his  own  hands  and  those  of  his  sons  had 
won  by  the  toil  of  weary  months ;  the 
turkey  was  raised  by  the  house-mother; 
the  cranberries  gathered  in  the 
cranberry-bog  by  her  own  hands  and 
those  of  her  children.  But  when  the 
turkey  that  crowns  our  table  is  bought 
in  the  marketplace,  and  our  fruits  are 
shipped  to  us  across  the  continent,  or 
brought  from  over  the  sea,  this  poetry 
of  intimate  relation  is  inevitably  lost. 

How,  then,  shall  we  give  the  fra- 
grance of  deep,  heartfelt  joy  to  this 
festival  of  ours,  and  so  lift  it  above  the 
common  feast-day  level?  For  while 
those  of  us  who  think,  realize  that  there 
is  a  keener  appetite,  and  so  a  keener 
gratitude,  for  the  red  berries  we  have 
culled  from  the  bog ;  and  greater  pride, 
and  so  a  truer  thanksgiving,  for  the 
home-grown  turkey,  which  is,  as  it 
were,  our  own  handiwork,  we  are  not 
all  living  so  close  to  Nature's  big, 
friendly  heart, — we  are  on  Broadway 
or  Michigan  Avenue ;  and  yet,  even  so, 
we  would  not  be  deprived  of  the  old- 
fashioned  Thanksgiving  thrill  of  per- 
sonal gratitude  to  a  beneficent  power, 
which  originated  with  our  troubled 
Puritan  ancestors.  We  want  at  least 
some  genuine  sense  of  joy  expressed, 
if  not  of  peril  escaped. 

And  so  if  we  may  no  longer  fear, 
may  we  not  as  surely  find  our  Thanks- 
giving in  a  greater  growth,  a  finer  ex- 
perience? And  there  is  unquestionably 
as  devout  a  reason  for  gratitude  in  the 
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realization  of  our  hope  of  a  saner,  bet- 
ter way  of  living  for  us  as  a  nation, 
as  our  Puritan  fathers  had  in  mere  es- 
cape from  danger.  And  in  getting  out 
of  the  old  rut  of  our  half-baked  civiliza- 
tion into  a  better,  more  wholesome  life, 
are  we  not  in  turn  being  delivered  from 
perils  as  real  as  those  of  starvation  or 
Indian  onslaught? 

Today,  all  over  America,  intelligent 
men  and  women  are  turning  back  to 
rural  existence,  not  to  seek  out  an  op- 
portunity for  the  old  farm  life  of  suf- 
fering and  fear,  but  with  wider  experi- 
ence and  judgment  to  find  close  to 
Nature  a  fuller  joy  and  gladness,  a 
truer  happiness  in  life — not  to  ask  all 
this  of  Nature,  but  to  cooperate  with 
her  in  order  to  gain  the  utmost  beauty 
and  real  joy  life  knows  how  to  give  us. 
And  when  the  full  realization  has  come 
to  us  of  the  health,  the  peace  and  the 
opportunity  for  growth  that  are  ours 
when  we  come  once  more  into  full  kin- 
ship with  Nature,  perhaps  we  will  once 
more  possess,  in  larger  form  and  on  a 
higher  plane,  the  true  spirit  of  Thanks- 
giving. 

NOTES 

FOLLOWING    the    exhibition    of 
etchings  by  the   Swedish  etcher. 
Axel  Herman  Haig,  at  the  Wun- 
derlich   Gallery,   come   the   etch- 
ings   of    D.    Y.    Cameron,    the    Scotch 
painter-etcher  whose  work  has  been  so 
loudly  acclaimed  in  Europe. 

Axel  Herman  Haig — or  Hagg,  as 
the  name  is  spelled  in  his  native  land 
— though  born  in  Sweden,  honored 
by  the  Swedish  Government  and  lov- 
ing the  land  intensely,  is,  by  adop- 
tion, more  of  an  Englishman  than  a 
Swede.  For  many  years  he  has  re- 
sided in  England,  where  he  long 
practiced  as  an  architect,  being  as- 
sociated with  some  of  the  leading 
architects    of    the    country.      It    was 


natural,  therefore,  that  when  he 
turned  to  etching  he  should  choose 
architectural  subjects.  He  delights 
in  old  churches  and  cathedrals,  only 
turning  occasionally  to  other  sub- 
jects, such  as  bits  of  Norwegian  and 
Swedish  scenery.  Thanks  to  his 
architectural  training,  Mr.  Haig  is 
an  unusually  accurate  draughtsman. 
As  an  etcher,  his  touch  is  sure  and 
he  manages  his  light  effects,  par- 
ticularly in  his  interiors,  as  only  a 
few  of  the  great  etchers  have. 

It  is  no  small  compliment  to  D.  Y. 
Cameron  that  his  work  as  an  etcher 
has  sometimes  been  compared  with 
that  of  Haig,  Whistler  and  Meryon. 
Alike  as  painter  and  etcher,  Mr. 
Cameron  loves  to  depict  the  land- 
scapes of  his  native  Scotland  and  of 
Holland,  a  country  which  seems  to 
possess  for  him  a  special  fascination. 
Like  Whistler,  he  loves  the  pictur- 
esque life  of  great  rivers  and  harbors, 
and  has  done  for  the  Clyde  what 
Whistler  did  for  the  Thames. 

Bits  of  wild  moorland  as,  for  ex- 
ample, that  where  the  Clyde  has  its 
source ;  the  stretch  of  sands  at  Aber- 
deen, the  great  granite  city  of  the 
north ;  the  isle  of  Arran ;  rugged  Ayr, 
immortalized  by  Burns;  Lochrauga, 
with  the  picturesque  fishing  boats  in 
the  foreground,  have  given  Cameron 
his  inspiration.  As  a  painter  he  won 
wide  and  generous  recognition  from 
discerning  critics,  who  saw  in  his 
work  an  uncommonly  successful 
union  of  poetic  feeling  and  technical 
skill.  As  an  etcher  he  is  no  less  suc- 
cessful, his  translation  of  color  into 
terms  of  light  and  shade  adding  a 
note  of  mystery  to  his  work. 

LEON  Dabo,  after  a  busy  season 
spent  along  the  Hudson  and  in 
the  Maine  woods,  has  returned  to 
New  York  with  several  new  pictures 
and    numerous    sketches    for    future 
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development.  As  usual,  Mr.  Dabo 
found  in  the  scenery  of  the  Hudson 
his  greatest  inspiration.  He  is  a 
careful  and  scholarly  artist  with  a 
rare  capacity  for  handling  delicate 
colors,  whose  work  has  won  the 
recognition  of  discriminating  critics 
in  this  country  and  Europe. 

It  has  long  been  a  matter  for  sur- 
prise that  this  artist  should  be  less 
widely  known  and  appreciated  in  this 
country  than  in  Europe.  Honors 
have  been  given  him  by  European 
art  bodies, — only  recently  one  of  his 
paintings  was  purchased  by  the  au- 
thorities for  the  Luxembourg  Mu- 
seum,— and  his  exhibitions  in  Bel- 
gium, Germany  and  France  always 
attract  appreciative  attention,  yet  he 
has  devoted  his  time  to  painting 
American  landscapes.  An  exhibition 
of  his  work  is  to  be  held  during  the 
current  month  in  the  Fritz  Giirlitt 
Galleries,  Berlin,  and,  subsequently, 
in  other  German  cities.  An  exhibi- 
tion of  a  few  of  his  paintings  is  being 
held  at  the  present  date  in  the  gal- 
lery of  R.  A.  Bernstein,  Los  Angeles, 
California. 

THE  writer  was  talking,  not  long 
ago,  with  a  well-known  .American 
painter,  a  gifted  artist  who  has  long 
enjoyed  the  luxury  of  success  and 
popular  appreciation.  Somehow  the 
talk  drifted  to  exhibitions  and  the 
conservatism  of  juries.  The  writer 
was  inclined  to  take  the  side  of  the 
juries,  to  lay  emphasis  upon  the  fact 
that  a  certain  sense  of  responsibility 
inevitably  attaches  to  the  position 
of  a  juror,  which  produces  conserva- 
tism and,  too  often,  proves  an  in- 
surmountable obstacle  to  the  ad- 
mission to  exhibitions  of  men  who 
have  blazed  new  trails  for  them- 
selves. It  is  not  difficult  to  recog- 
nize the  fact  that  there  are  many 
disappointed      artists      who      would 


blame  the  adverse  verdict  of  juries 
for  their  failure,  whereas  they  them- 
selves are  responsible.  It  is  easy 
and  natural  to  believe  that  most  of 
those  who  serve  on  the  juries  of  our 
art  exhibitions  are  earnestly  and  en- 
thusiastically devoted  to  the  service 
of  art,  anxious  to  find  good  things  to 
include,  rather  than  things  to  ex- 
clude. 

So  much  the  writer  argued  in  jus- 
tice to  the  greatly  maligned  juries, 
feeling  strongly  that  they  are  often 
harshly  and  unjustly  judged.  But 
when  the  artist,  who  has  himself 
served  upon  juries  not  a  few,  de- 
clared with  all  seriousness  that  he 
had  "never  known  a  really  meritori- 
ous work  of  art  to  be  rejected  by  the 
jury  of  any  important  exhibition," 
one  could  not  but  wonder  that  so 
good  an  artist  should  be  so  ignorant 
of  the  history  of  his  art.  One's 
thoughts  reverted  to  the  Barbizon 
men  kept  out  of  the  Salon,  and  to  the 
Salon  des  Refuses,  with  Manet  and 
Whistler  as  exhibitors.  More  lately, 
in  our  own  country,  we  have  seen 
artists  of  power  like  Van  Perrine 
and  George  Luks  and  sculptors  like 
Noquet  and  Haag  kept  out  of  the 
exhibitions,  and  one  recalls  that  the 
latter's  beautiful  "Accord,"  now  in 
the  Metropolitan  Museum,  was  once 
rejected  by  the  Academy. 

REVIEWS 

THE  president  of  Columbia  Uni- 
versity, Dr.  Nicholas  Murray 
Butler,  has  gathered  together 
three  addresses  delivered  on  spe- 
cial occasions  during  the  past  eleven 
or  twelve  years  and  published  them  in 
a  little  volume  of  about  one  hundred 
pages,  under  the  title,  "True  and  False 
Democracy," — the  title  of  the  opening 
lecture.  In  this  address,  which  was 
delivered   last   March,   Dr.   Butler  be- 
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gins  by  noting  that  in  the  most  ad- 
vanced and  progressive  nations  of  the 
world  the  pressing  problems  are  not  so 
much  political,  in  the  narrow  sense,  as 
they  are  economic  and  social.  Vague- 
ly intended  to  promote  human  welfare, 
governments  are  now  making  it  speci- 
fically their  main  object.  In  Germany, 
France,  England,  Japan  and  Italy,  as 
well  as  in  America,  the  functions  of 
government  are  being  widely  extended. 

We  pride  ourselves  that  we  approach 
these  problems  in  America  in  the  spirit 
of  democracy,  but  Dr.  Butler  pulls  us 
up  with  the  challenge  and  question, 
"are  we  quite  sure  that  we  know  what 
democracy  means  and  implies?"  He 
divides  democracy  into  two  classes,  the 
false  and  the  true.  Briefly  stated,  he 
makes  this  distinction :  true  democracy 
is  individualistic  and  rests  upon  liberty, 
while  collectivistic  schemes,  resting 
more  or  less  upon  the  idea  of  equality, 
belong  to  what  he  calls  false  democracy. 
He  quotes  with  approval  the  late  Lord 
Acton's  well-known  dictum,  that  the 
theory  of  equality  made  the  French 
Revohition  disastrous  to  liberty.  "To 
secure  an  equality  which  is  other  than 
the  political  equality  incident  to  liberty," 
says  Dr.  Butler,  "the  more  efficient 
must  be  shackled  that  they  may  not  out- 
run the  less  efficient,  for  there  is  no 
known  device  by  which  the  less  efficient 
can  be  spurred  on  to  equal  the  accom- 
plishment of  the  more  efficient." 

Without  accepting  all  that  Dr.  But- 
ler has  to  say  in  this  eloquent  lecture, 
there  is  much  that  is  inspiring  and 
true  which  the  reviewer  would  heartily 
commend.  With  all  that  he  says  as 
to  the  dangers  to  be  feared  from  false 
democracy,  which,  as  defined,  is  syn- 
onymous with  Carlyle's  "mobocracy," 
it  is  possible  to  agree  as  well  as  with 
his  belief  that  "The  future  of  this  na- 
tion, as  the  future  of  the  world,  is 
bound  up  with  the  hope  of  a  true  de- 
mocracy that  builds  itself  on  liberty." 


Passing  over  the  second  lecture, 
"The  Education  of  Public  Opinion," 
with  the  remark  that  it  to  a  large  ex- 
tent repeats  the  first,  differing  only  by 
the  addition  of  some  observations  on 
the  responsibility  of  the  individual 
citizen  for  civic  ills,  a  word  or  two  con- 
cerning the  third  lecture,  on  "Democ- 
racy and  Education,"  must  conclude 
this  altogether  '-adequate  notice  of  a 
useful  and  suggestive  volume.  Here, 
too,  there  is  much  repetition,  or,  rather, 
here  are  most  of  the  ideas  contained  in 
the  later  lecture  now  published  first  in 
order  in  the  volume  itself.  Yet,  the 
lecture  is  worthy  the  place  it  holds  in 
the  little  volume  on  account  of  the  care- 
ful and  eloquent  manner  in  which  the 
cultural  needs  of  our  democracy  are 
pointed  out.  "The  public  education  of 
a  great  democratic  people  has  other 
aims  to  fulfill  than  the  extension  of 
scientific  knowledge  or  the  develop- 
ment of  literary  culture,"  says  Dr.  But- 
ler. "It  must  prepare  for  intelligent 
citizenship."  He  quotes  Burke  to  the 
effect  that  "a  thoroughly  instructed  and 
competent  public  opinion  on  political 
matters  is  difficult  to  attain.  Yet,  un- 
less we  are  to  surrender  the  very  prin- 
ciple on  which  democracy  rests,  we 
must  struggle  to  attain  it." 

Like  most  constructive  thinkers.  Dr. 
Butler  sees  the  need  of  laying  stress 
upon  efficiency:  "Efficient  public  ser- 
vice is  a  mark  of  civilization.  To  turn 
over  the  care  of  great  public  under- 
takings to  the  self-seeking  camp-fol- 
lowers of  some  political  potentate  is 
barbaric.  Teachers  are  the  first  to  insist 
that  incompetent  and  untrained  persons 
shall  not  be  allowed  in  the  service  of 
the  schools.  Why,  then,  should  they 
tolerate  the  sight  of  a  house-painter, 
instead  of  an  engineer,  supervising  the 
streets  and  roadways  of  a  city  of  a 
hundred  thousand  inhabitants,  or  that 
of  an  illiterate  hanger-on  of  a  party 
boss  presiding  over  the  public  works  of 
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a  great  metropolis  ?  .  .  .  Those  con- 
ditions exist  because  of  bad  citizenship, 
low  ideals  of  public  service,  and 
wretchedly  inadequate  moral  vision. 
They  will  not  be  remedied  until  each 
one  of  us  assumes  his  share  of  the 
task."  Jkluch  more  might  be  quoted 
were  it  not  felt  wiser  by  the  reviewer 
to  give  these  tantalizing  glimpses  and 
then  to  close  the  covers,  in  the  hope 
that  the  reader  may  be  enough  inter- 
ested to  give  the  volume  careful  and 
serious  reading.  There  is  much  with 
which  it  is  impossible  to  wholly  agree, 
but  the  provocation  results  in  sharpen- 
ing the  wits.  There  is  also,  as  indicat- 
ed, a  good  deal  that  is  inspiring  and 
helpful  in  the  volume.  ("True  and 
False  Democracy."  By  Nicholas  Mur- 
ray Butler.  Ill  pages.  Price,  $i.cx). 
Published  by  The  Macmillan  Company, 
New  York.) 

"  A  RT  Principles  in  Portrait  Pho- 
■i*-  tography"  is  the  attractive  title 
of  a  rather  disappointing  volume  by 
Otto  Walter  Beck,  who  is  instructor 
in  pictorial  composition  in  the  Pratt 
Institute.  The  claims  of  photography 
to  be  ranked  among  the  fine  arts  have 
been  so  vigorously  asserted  and  con- 
tested, and  the  question  at  issue  in- 
volves principles  of  such  fundamental 
importance  to  the  intelligent  under- 
standing of  art,  that  the  conspicuous 
lack  of  serious  literature  upon  it  is  as- 
tonishing— especially  when  one  views 
the  torrent  of  books  flooding  our  liter- 
ary shores. 

Because  the  present  writer  believes 
in  the  case  Mr.  Beck  has  undertaken 
to  establish,  he  regrets  that  it  has  not 
been  more  carefully  prepared  and 
more  skillfully  argued.  What  Mr  Beck 
lacks  is  precisely  what  the  average 
manipulator  of  the  camera  lacks,  imag- 
ination. He  begins  his  argument,  in 
the  preface,  with  the  claim  that  "Paint- 
ing cannot  become  a  vital  feature  in 


our  country  for  a  long  time,  owing  to 
the  absence  of  tradition,  and  the  com- 
iparatively  slight  opportunity  afforded 
the  majority  for  seeing  the  work  of 
strong  painters."  There  is  room  here 
for  serious  disputation.  Tradition  and 
ample  opportunities  for  seeing  the 
work  of  strong  painters,  the  great 
masters,  might  well  prove  repressive 
rather  than  vitalizing  forces.  For  the 
rest  Mr.  Beck's  argument  is  sound 
enough,  though  not  very  forcibly  stat- 
ed. It  is  true  that  photography  is  a 
much  more  democratic  medium  than 
painting;  that  if.  as  we  believe,  it  can 
be  made  a  satisfactory  medium  of  art 
expression,  photography  makes  pos- 
sible the  univer„alization  of  art  and  its 
cultural  advantages.  We  are  inclined  to 
the  opinion  that  altogether  too  much 
is  made  of  the  "limitations"  of  photog- 
raphy about  which  we  hear  so  much. 
Of  course,  there  are  limitations,  many 
and  serious  ones.  It  is  not  yet  pos- 
sible, for  example,  to  reproduce  color 
by  means  of  the  camera.  But  because 
by  choosing  to  work  in  black  and  white 
an  artist  limits  himself  in  the  same 
way,  shall  it  be  said  that  art  is  impos- 
sible for  him?  Or  because  painting  it- 
self is  limited  to  the  expression  of 
form  and  color,  and  the  reproduction 
of  sound  is  impossible  by  means  of  it, 
shall  we  deny  its  claims  as  an  art?  Is 
music  not  an  art  because  it  is  limited 
to  sound  and  incapable  of  defining 
physical  forms?  Of  course,  photog- 
raphy as  an  art  medium  is  limited. 
But,  after  all,  Mr.  Beck  has  demon- 
strated the  essential  principle  which 
underlies  the  claim  of  photography  to 
a  place  among  the  fine  arts.  He  has 
shown  beyond  question  that  mental 
and  emotional  expression  is  possible 
to  the  user  of  a  camera  as  surely  as, 
though  perhaps  in  different  degree 
than,  to  the  user  of  brush  and  palette 
or  clay  and  modeling  tools.  For  this 
much  the    book    may  be  commended. 
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("Art  Principles   in   Portrait   Photog- 
raphy."    By  Otto  Walter  Beck.     244 
pages.     Illustrated.    Published  by  The 
Baker  cS;  Taylor  Company,  New  York.) 
A    BOOK  that   should   be   especially 
A     valuable  to  jewelers,  and  also  to 
all  lovers  of  precious  stones  who  wish 
to  understand  something  about  them    1. 
"The  Pearl,"  bv  W.  R.  Cattelle     The 
whole   story   of'  the  pearl  is  told,   and 
much  technical  information  given  wh.ca 
would  be  a  great  aid  to  any  one  in  the 
section  of  lood  pearls     The  tedmica 
part  of  the  book,  which  treats  of  the 
habitat  of  the  pearl  ovfer   the  genesis 
of  the  pearl,  the  methods  of  fishmg,  the 
fashions  of  pearls,  their  varieties  and 
colors,  the  prices  which  they  bring   and 
the  way  to  tell  imitation  and  doctorea 
pearls,  is  relieved  by  legends  and  stones 
about  the  pearl,  the  place  it  has  occupied 
in  the  literature  of  many  centuries   and 
pictures  of  several  famous  owners  of  no- 
table collections  of  pearls,  such  as  Queen 
Alexandra,  the  Rajah  of  Dholpur,  the 
Marchioness      of      Londonderry      and 
others,  each  picture  showing  the  royal  or 
noble  owner  adorned  with  all  the  pearls 
in  his  or  her  collection.    Added  to  these 
are    a   number   of    illustrations    of   the 
pearl-bearing   shells  and  the  variously 
shaped  pearls,  so  that  practically  all  the 
information    necessary    to    a    thorough 
knowledge  of  these  beautiful  R^ms  is  to 
be  found  in  this  book.    ("The  Pearl.  Its 
Story    Its  Charm  and  Its  Value.       By 
W  R  Cattelle.    Illustrated.    365  pa?es. 
Price    $2.00  net.     Published  by  J.    b- 
Lippincott  Company,  Philadelphia  and 
London.) 

THE  Long  Road,"  by  John  Ox- 
cnham,  is  a  tragic,  heart-grip- 
ping storv  of  Russian  political  and 
social  conditions,  and  shows  a  marked 


advance  in  the  author's  literary  pow- 
er.    It  is  another  terrible  indictment 
of  Russian  bureaucratic   government 
with   its   great   cruelty   and   unimagin- 
able stupidity.     What  Mr.  Oxenham's 
qualifications  are  for  writing  of  Rus- 
sian politics,  we  do  not  know,  but  the 
present    work    conveys    a    feeling    of 
realism    and    verisimilitude    through- 
out.    There   is  little   that   is   new   in 
his    delineation     of    the     manner    in 
which  autocracy  and  its  minions  seek 
to    uproot    every   sign    of    mental    or 
moral    growth    among    the    teeming 
millions     of    the     inhabitants    of     the 
crreat  empire.     It  is  substantially  the 
same  storv  as  Peter  Kropotkin,  Leo 
Deutsch,  George  Kennan  and  Maxim 
Gorky,  among  others,  have  told,  and 
is    a    composite    picture    containing 
the    main    elements    of    the    pictures 
of  all  four.    While  it  is  not  as  power- 
ful a  book  as  Gorky's  "Mother,"  it  is 
undeniably  a  strong  piece  of  work. 

Ivan    iline    and    his    son     Stepan 
are  enmeshed  in  the  coils  of  tyranny 
and  the  story  is  practically  the  biog- 
raphy    of     Stepan     from     his     long, 
weary   march   into   Siberian   exile   as 
a   child  of  nine,  through   a  romantic 
marriage     such     as     only     Russians 
know,  to  the   night  of  terrible  ven- 
o-eance    upon    the    tyrant    oppressor, 
waited   for   during  long   months   and 
years  — the     glimmering     axe     stayed 
on    its    way    to   awful    triumph   by    a 
baby's    prattle.      Mr.    Oxenham    has 
done  good  work  before,  but  nothing 
better  than   the  beautiful  love  story 
which    runs   through   this   book,   like 
a    river    of    life    through    deserts    of 
death      ("The  Long  Road."   By  John 
Oxenham.     356  pages.     Price.  $1.50. 
Published   by  The   Macmillan   Com- 
pany, New  York.) 
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THE    WHITE    WOMAN 
METCALF  ROOF 

Characters:  Sigurd,  a  stone  carver.     Eric,  his  child, 
lima,  his  wife.     Theobald,   a  friend.     The  White  Woman. 

Scene — The  interior  of  Sigurd's  cottage  half-way  up  the  mountain 
at  dusk.  Outside  the  snow  is  falling.  The  night  looks  blue  seen 
from  the  lighted  room.  A  fire  of  faggots  burns  upon  the  hearth.  On 
each  side  of  the  chimney  are  high-backed  seats  of  wood  curiously 
carved.  A  tall  clock  of  dark  wood,  also  carved,  points  to  six  o'clock. 
A  double  row  of  shelves  along  the  wall  contains  pewter  ewers,  mugs 
and  spoons.  One  end  of  the  room,  paHially  shut  off  with  a  wooden 
partition  like  a  high  fence,  is  filled  with  stone  and  marble  figures  in 
various  stages  of  completion.  The  child  is  kneeling  upon  the  window 
seat  watching  the  snow.  lima,  his  mother,  is  busy  over  the  fire.  From 
time  to  time  she  lifts  the  lid  of  a  pot  hanging  over  the  fire  from  which 
steam  is  arising. 

RTC   (softly,  to   himself):— The   little  white   birds,  the 
httle  white  birds     .     .     .     their  feathers  are  falling. 

(Chanting.)     One  by  one  their  feathers  are  falling 

lima  (turning  around,  sharply): — What  are  you  talk- 
ing about  to  yourself,   there?     I  never  knew  such  a 
child!     You  are  like  your  father.     There's  something 
not  quite  right  in  your  head! 
Eric: — When   is  father  coming  back  ? 

lima: — A  question  I've  long  since  given  up  asking.  I  suppose 
he  is  out  cutting  stone  up  the  mountain,  his  supper  and  home  for- 
gotten. Some  fine  day  he  will  get  lost  out  in  the  wood  all  night  and 
freeze  to  death  in  the  snow.     And  then  a  pretty  fix  we'll  be  in! 

Eric  (tears  starting  to  his  eyes): — I  don't  want  father  to  get  lost 
in   the  snow. 

lima  (lifting  the  steaminq  pot  from  the  fire  and  setting  it  down 
upon  the  hearth) : — Forever  thinking  of  his  carven  images !  He  cares 
more  for  them  than  for  his  own  flesh  and  blood.     Heathen,  I  call  it. 
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Eric: — Father  carved  me  out  a  little  wooden  lamb.  He  made 
the  wood  like  wool.  I  like  the  lamb  better  than  the  white  images. 
The  stone  is  cold — like  ice. 

lima  {to  herself): — There's  something  strange  about  it.  He'll 
stand  there  cutting,  cutting  all  the  day  and  not  hear  me  when  I  speak. 
And  sometimes  he  talks  softly  to  himself  as  if  he  were  speaking  to 
the  stone.  .  .  .  Ah,  an  evil  day  it  was  for  me  when  I  wed  Sigurd! 
(Crosses  the  room  to  a  tall  cupboard,  opens  it,  peers  into  several  crockery 
jars,  then  closes  the  door  and  comes  back  to  the  hearth,  grumbling). 
No  milk  nor  meal  for  the  morrow,  as  I  feared,  and  like  as  not  a  three- 
days'  storm  upon  us!  He'll  not  remember  it  and  God  knows  when 
he  may  return.  I'd  best  go  myself  and  borrow  of  our  neighbor. 
Then  if  the  deep  snow  walls  us  in,  at  least  we  need  not  starve. 

Eric  {whose  gaze  has  returned  to  the  window): — Oh,  the  little 
white  birds,  the  little  white  birds  .  .  .  their  feathers  are  falling 
— oh,  mother — what  was  that! 

lima  {sliarply): — Well,  what  now!     ^Vhat  was  what? 

Eric  {staring  into  the  darkness):  A  white  wolf  .  .  .  that 
slipped  past  in  the  snow.  I  saw  it  quite  plainly  .  .  .  its  eyes 
were  red  like  balls  of  fire.     Oh,  mother,  I  am  afraid! 

lima: — You  foolish  child!  If  you  don't  stop  seeing  your  white 
wolves  and  your  little  white  birds  I  shall  whip  you.  Come  away 
from  the  window  and  sit  down  there  by  the  fire  till  I  come  back. 

^j-ic: — A  great  white  wolf  ...  I  know  it  was  a  wolf.  A 
white  wolf  with  a  long  body,  red  eyes  and  a  pink  tongue 

llfna: Be   silent,   not   another   word!     There's   not   a   wolf  for 

twenty  miles  around,  and  those  there  are  black,  not  white.  Come 
away  from  the  window. 

Eric  {turning  from  the  icindow  and  running  to  his  mother): — 
Mother     .     .     •     don't  leave  me — let  me  go,  too.     I  am  afraid. 

lima: — Of  course  not,  naughty  child — tliat  long  walk  in  the  snow 
and  cold!  Ah,  it's  many  the  long  walk  I've  had  to  take  since  the  day 
I  wedded  Sigurd!  {Takes  a  long  fur  cloak  from  a  peg  on  the  wall 
and  wraps  herself  in  it.  Pauses  with  her  Iiand  on  the  latch).  Mind 
now,  keep  away  from  that  window,  and  you  won't  see  any  more 

wolves.  •         J     ^ 

{Eric  goes  over  to  the  hearth,  sits  down  and  stares  into  the  fire. 
The  head  ^of  a  white  wolf  appears  at  the  window  blurred  by  the  falling 
snow.  The  child,  turning  at  that  moment,  catches  sight  of  it  and 
screams.  The  wolf's  head  disappears.  The  child  hides  his  face 
in  his  arms  and  begins  to  cry.     The  noise  of  tramping  feet  is  heard 
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outside,  followed  by  the  sound  of  some  one  knocking  the  snow  from 
heavy   boots). 

Eric  (crying  softly,  afraid  to  lift  his  head): — Father! 

( I'he  door  opens  and  Sigurd  appears  on  the  threshold,  accompanied 
by  his  friend,  Theobald.  They  are  dragging  a  heavy  block  of  marble 
which  they  carry  over  to  the  end  of  the  room  containing  the  stone 
images). 

Sigurd: — There!  That  was  a  heavy  pull,  with  the  snow  piling 
up  so  fast!  But  what  a  block  it  is,  white  as  the  frozen  torrent  up 
the  mountain.     In  it,  already,  I  can  see  my  dream. 

Theobald: — You  mean  the  Holy  Mother. 

Sigurd  {sliaking  his  head): — No,  not  this  time.  ...  I  will 
tell  you.     .     .     . 

Eric  {starting  up  and  running  toivard  him): — Father! 

(Sigurd  catches  up  the  child  in  his  arms.  Eric  hides  his  head  on 
his  father  s  shoulder). 

Sigurd: — Tears,  Ei'ic .''     What  does  this  mean  ? 

Eric: — Oh,  father,  the  wolf,  the  long  white  wolf! 

Sigurd: — The  wolf !  What  wolf  ?  Has  the  mother  been  telling 
tales  to  frighten  thee  ?  I  will  not  have  it.  {Strokes  the  child's  head, 
tenderly). 

Eric: — The  wicked  white  wolf  out  in  the  snow,  with  red  eyes  and 
a  long  pink  tongue     .     .     .     didn't  you  see  him  ? 

Sigurd: — ^A  white  wolf — {Pauses,  then  laughs).  Thou  foolish 
child!     There  is  no  wolf  within  twenty  miles  of  here. 

Eric: — That  is  what  mother  said,   but  I  saw  it  there     . 
twice,  quite  plainly. 

Sigurd  {kissing  the  child,  then  putting  him  down): — If  there  had 
been  a  wolf  outside,  would  I  not  have  met  him  ?  In  any  case,  father 
is  home  now  and  no  wolf  can  harm  thee.  I  have  a  strong  knife 
here  in  my  belt,  and  if  he  comes  near  us,  I  will  bury  it  in  his  throat. 
There,  run  over  by  the  fire  and  play  with  the  little  wooden  lamb 
I  made  thee. 

Eric: — Mother  left  some  porridge  on  the  hearth. 

Sigurd  {absently): — Not  now. 

{the  two  men  remove  their  heavy  wraps  and  hang  them  upon 
wooden  pegs  on  the  wall). 

Sigurd: — Now  I  will  show  you  my  white  woman,  my  wonderful 
white  woman.  {Pauses).  But  perhaps,  neighbor,  you  would  like 
a  taste  of  the  hot  porridge  first  ? 

Theobald: — Thank  you,  friend,  it  is  true  the  night  is  cold.     I 
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will  drink  some  porridge  while  you  show  me  your  marvelous  stone 
woman. 

{Sigurd  pours  out  a  bawl  of  porridge  from  the  pot  and  hands  it  to 
Theobald,  then  leads  the  way  to  the  end  of  the  room  tvhere  the  stone 
figures  are  standing). 

Theobald: — Yonder  crucifix  is  for  the  monastery  down  the  moun- 
tain,  is  it  not  ? 

Sigurd  (absently) : — Yes.  .  .  .  It  is  not  quite  finished.  And 
that  madonna,  too,  is  for  the  monastery,  for  the  tomb  of  Brother 
Anthony  who  died  last  month,  peace  to  his  soul.  What  think  you 
of  it  .^ 

Theobald   {scanning  it): — It  is   beautiful,   most   beautiful.     And 

yet {He  sets  down  his  bowl  of  porridge  and  stands  staring  at 

the   figure) . 

Sigurd: — Well,  and  yet — speak  out! 

Theobald: — I  hesitate  to  say  it,  friend.  It  is  beautiful  and  yet — 
the  face  to  me  looks  not  quite  like  the  Holy  Mother. 

Sigurd  {pettishly) : — And  pray,  who  knows  how  the  Holy  Mother 
looked ! 

Theobald  (horrified): — Neighbor,  your  words  are  blasphemy! 
(Crosses  himself).  I  believe  you  are  half  heathen  like  the  simple  folk 
over  the  mountain.  I  meant  the  face  of  Holy  Mary  here  seemed  not 
quite  holy,  although  beautiful. 

Sigurd  (absently): — Beyond  the  mountain.  It  was  there  I  saw 
her. 

Theobald  (staring):     Her?     Who.? 

Sigurd  (in  a  lower  voice): — My  white  woman,  my  strange,  won- 
derful white  woman. 

Theobald  (drawing  back  in  alarm): — Sigurd,  are  you  crazed? 

Sigurd  {laughing): — Now  you  talk  like  lima — poor  lima. 

Theobald  (repeats,  puzzled  and  suspicious): — Poor  lima! 

Sigurd: — Yes,  poor  lima,  for  she  thinks,  I  fear,  that  she  has 
done  illy  by  herself  in  wedding  me. 

Theobald  (resuming  his  porridge): — Well,  what  of  this  white 
woman  ? 

Sigurd  (seating  himself  upon  the  block  of  marble): — It  was  long 
ago  that  I  first  saw  her.  I  was  a  lad,  just  grown,  with  little  thought 
for  women.  That  afternoon,  I  was  chopping  wood  in  the  forest, 
for  in  those  days  I  carved  in  wood,  you  may  remember.  I  had  my 
brother,  little  Cedric,  with  me.  The  night  was  coming  on,  yet  it 
was  gray,  not  dark.     Of  a  sudden,  as  I  chopped,  something  rushed 
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NO  SIGN  OF  WOLF  COULD  I  SEE,  BUT  IN- 
STEAD, A  TALL  WOMAN  CLAD  IN  WHITE: 
WHEN     I    LOOKED    AT     HER,     SHE    SMILED." 
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past  me.     Then  the  child  cried  out.     And  turning  I  saw  a  white  wolf, 
crouching  on  the  ground,  a  long  white  wolf,  about  to  spring. 

Theobald: — A  white  wolf!  There  are  none  upon  the  mountain. 
It's  not  a  moment  since  you  said  so  to  the  child ! 

Sigurd: — There  was  one  then,  at  least,  for  I  saw  it. 

Theobald  (fearfully): — The  child  has  seen  one,  too.  It  bodes 
some  ill. 

Sigurd: — No,  no  ill  it  boded,  but  something  beautiful.  I  raised 
my  ax  to  strike  the  wolf,  but  it  was  quicker  far  than  I  and  sprang 
behind  a  great  rock  standing  there.  I  followed  it  at  once,  and  yet, 
when  I  got  behind  the  rock,  no  sign  of  a  wolf  could  I  see,  but  instead, 
a  tall  woman,  clad  in  white  .  .  .  all  in  white,  and  when  I 
looked  at  her,  she  smiled.  I  stood  there  dumb,  for  I  had  never  seen 
or  dreamed  of  anything  so  white,  so  strange,  so  wonderful.  .  .  . 
Then  she  spoke  "Kill  not  the  wolf,"  she  said.  I  found  words  at 
last.  "But  why.^"  I  asked,  "it  would  have  killed  my  brother." 
Then  she  smiled,  "The  wolf  was  hungry.  One  does  not  kill  a  man 
because  he  seeks  food  when  he  starves,"  she  said.  And  as  she  spoke 
she  seemed  to  glow  like  the  snow  in  the  light,  and  like  a  mighty 
rush  of  wind  it  swept  over  me  that  I  could  not  let  her  go.  I  asked 
her  where  she  lived  and  whither  she  was  going,  but  instead  of  an- 
swering me,  she  smiled  again,  and  shook  her  head.  "Come  with 
me,"  I  said,  and  I  started  to  go  near  to  her  and  then — you  will  scarce 
believe  me,  friend — but,  as  I  walked  toward  her,  she — vanished. 

Theobald: — Vanished!  (Crosses  himself).     She  was  an  evil  spirit! 

Sigurd  (shaking  his  head): — No  evil  thing  could  be  so  beautiful. 
Yet,  afterward,  I  feared  that  she  had  been  a  spirit.  .  .  .  Still, 
it  was  growing  dark,  and — somehow  she  might  have  slipped  away 
without  my  seeing.     (Falls  into  a  reverie). 

Theobald: — And  is  that  all  ? 

Sigurd: — No,  not  all ;  that  was  the  first  time. 

Theobald: — You   saw  her,    then,   again  ? 

Sigurd   (nodding): — But  long   afterward     .     .     .     too  late. 

Theobald: — Too  late!     How  do  you  mean.? 

Sigurd  (absently): — For  long  after  I  had  seen  her  I  could  not 
bear  to  look  on  any  woman.  They  were  like  rude  vegetables  after 
one  has  seen  a  flower. 

Theobald  (wagging  his  head):— I  remember  you  were  slow  to 
look  upon  the  maids.  I  had  begun  to  think  that  you  were  like  to 
die  unwed. 

Sigurd: — The  months  passed,  and  the  years,  and  I  did  not  see  her. 
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And  lima — well,  she  had  red  cheeks  and  bold  black  eyes.  She  seemed 
to  favor  me— and  so  it  came  about.  {He  pauses,  becoming  lost  in 
tliought) . 

Theobald: — But  you  saw  this  strange  creature  once  again,  you 
say? 

Sigurd  (rousing  himself): — Ay,  ay,  again  .  .  .  too  late; 
after  1  had  plighted  troth  to  lima,  when  the  day  was  even  set.  Again, 
I  was  at  work  within  the  forest,  hewing  out  a  block  of  stone — for 
after  I  had  looked  upon  the  white  flame  of  her  flesh,  I  could  no 
longer  carve  my  women  out  of  wood  and  so  began  to  cut  in  this  white 
stone.  Well,  to  go  on,  that  day — I  was  far  up  the  mountain,  hewing 
this  white  stone,  when  I  heard,  a  little  distance  off,  a  sound  like  a 
woman's  cries,  faint,  piteous  cries.  So  throwing  down  my  heavy 
pick,  I  walked  in  the  direction  of  the  sound,  and  suddenly  I  came 
upon  the  woman.  She  was  bound  to  a  tree,  hand  and  foot  and  all 
her  fair  white  body.  The  thongs  that  bound  her  were  of  tough  green 
bark  that  cut  into  her  flesh,  and  her  garments  had  been  stripped  from 
her.  All  naked  she  was  bound  there,  white  and  wonderful,  like 
a  winter  star.  ...  I  cut  her  free  and  ciuestioned  her — "what 
fiend  has  done  this  thing  ?"  Again  she  did  not  answer,  but  bent  and 
kissed  my  hand,  and  that  kiss.  ...  I  swear,  it  burned  like  fire 
— or  ice.  One  thought  only  I  had  then,  that  I  must  not  let  her  go. 
I  caught  her  hand.  Then  .  .  .  the  thought  of  lima  came  back 
to  me  and  struck  through  me  like  a  knife.  I  dropped  her  hand 
and  hid  my  face  so  that  I  could  not  see  her.  And  when  I  looked 
again — she  was  so  fair  I  had  to  look — she  had  vanished. 

Theobald: — Vanished  again!  how  strange.  She  surely  was  some 
spirit.     And  yet  she  spoke,  you  say. 

Sigurd: — She  was  no  spirit,  but  a  mortal  woman.  I  have  touched 
her  hand  and  felt  her  kiss. 

TheohaJd: — And  you  have  never  seen  her  since  .^ 

Sigurd: — Never.  But  I  shall.  Something  tells  me  I  shall  see 
her  just  once  more. 

Theobald: — She  was  unholy.  It  is  better  that  you  do  not  meet 
again.     And  now  you  have  a  wife. 

Sigurd:— ?)\ie  was  no  more  unholy  than  the  snow  or  sky  or  the 
fragile  frost  flowers  on  the  window  pane.  See,  I  will  show  her  to 
you. 

(Rises  and  going  up  to  a  figure  veiled  with  a  white  cloth,  uncovers 
it.)     Here — as  I  saw  her  last,  bound  to  the  tree. 

Theobald  (looking  half  fcarfnlhj): — Of  a  truth  she  is  most  beautiful, 
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and  she  looks  not  like  an  evil  spirit  .  .  .  and  yet— she  is  not 
holy.  {Stiidies  the  face  of  the  white  woman,  then  looks  from  it  to  the 
statue  of  the  Virgin  and  starts).     Sigurd! 

Sigurd: — Well,  what  now? 

Theobald:—The  face— the  Holy  Mother's  face! 

Sigurd: — What  do  you  mean  ? 

r^eo6o/d;— Look— the  same  face  upon  the  Holy  ^Mother!  This 
white  woman  I  believe  to  be  a  witch — and  you  have  made  the  Holy 
Virgin  with  her  face! 

Sigurd: — Ay,  no  doubt,  for  I  have  seen  no  other  woman's  face 
since  first  I  saw  her.  And  I  shall  see  her  once  a^ain  .  .  .  and 
carve  her  as  I  see  her,  out  of  this  white  block  of  stone.  With  my 
chisel  I  will  uncover  her.  She  is  hidden  there.  {Stares  doion  at 
the  block  of  marble,  forgetting  Theobald). 

Theobald:— There  is  something  about  all  this  that  seems  not 
right.  1  fear  for  that  next  meeting.  But  now  I  must  go  home.  The 
snow  is  falling  thick  and  the  night  grows  cold.  {They  leave  the  stone 
figures  and  walk  toward  the  door.  Theobald  puts  on  his  heavy  cloak 
and  opens  the  door). 

T/ieofca/(Z;— Well,  good  night,  my  friend,  and  may  the  Holy  Mother 
protect  you  from  your  own  madonna  there  with  the  witch's  face. 

Sigurd: — Fear  not  for  me,  my  friend.     Good  night. 

( Theobald  goes  out.  Sigurd  "crosses  over  to  the  hearth  cohere  the 
child  lies  asleep,  and  stares  into  the  fire;  then,  rousing  himself,  stirs 
it,  pours  out  a  bowl  of  porridge  from  the  kettle  and  sits  down  to  drink 
it.  A  faint  knock  comes  on  the  door.  He  sets  down  the  bowl  and 
listens.  The  child  rouses  with  a  cry):  "The  white  wohM  The 
white  wolf!     Father,  save  me!" 

Sigurd: — Thou  foolish,  frightened  child!  Art  thou  not  safe 
with  father  here.'  I  thought  1  heard  a  knock  upon  the  door.  It 
could  not  have  been  the  mother.  But  surely  'tis  an  ill  night  for  a 
guest.  {The  knock  is  heard  again).  Yes,  it  was  a  knock.  {Crosses 
to  the  door  and  opens  it.  A  cloud  of  snoio  blows  in,  temporarily  blind- 
ing him). 

Eric: — Father     .     .     .     the   icy   wind 

{Sigurd  brushing  the  snow  from  his  eyes  sees  before  him  a  tall 
woman  in  a  white  fur  cloak.  A  pointed  tvhite  fur  cap  almost  entirely 
conceals  her  face.     The  child  gives  a  cry  and  covers  his  eyes) . 

Eric: — Father,  the  wolf,  the  long  white  wolf! 

Sigurd: — Child,  thou  art  possessed!  Canst  thou  not  see  that 
it  is  a  woman  clad  in  fur  ?     { Turning  to  the  woman) .     What  can  we 
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do  for  you,  my  friend  ?  'Tis  a  wild  night  for  women  to  be  out. 
Shelter,  you  wish,  perhaps,  and  food  ? 

The  White  Womun: — Shelter  for  a  space  .  .  .  and  food 
.     .     .     if  you  fear  not  to  entertain  a  stranger  as  your  guest. 

Sigurd: — And  why,  pray,  should  one  fear  to  give  shelter  to  a 
stranger .''  On  such  a  night  as  this  the  veriest  churl  could  do  no  less. 
Have  you  come  far .' 

The  White  Woman: — ^Not  so  far  .  .  .  from  over  yonder 
mountain. 

Sigurd: — It  must  be  an  urgent  errand  takes  you  out  a  night  like 
this. 

The  White  Woman: — Ay,  ay,  an  urgent  errand.  {Laughs 
strangely) . 

Sigurd: — What  is  your  errand .''     Can  I  help  you  ? 

The  White  Woma7i  {in  a  low  voice): — Hunger  it  was  that  took 
me  out — hunger,  fierce  and  terrible. 

Sigurd  {shocked): — ^Hunger!  That  at  least  can  soon  be  remedied. 
Cast  off  your  hood  and  cloak  and  draw  nearer  to  the  fire.  There  is 
porridge  here  on  the  hearth  and  bread  in  the  cupboard. 

{She  throws  open  her  cloak  and  her  hood  slips  back.  Sigurd, 
watching  her,  starts  forward  with  a  cry  as  he  sees  her  face.  The  child 
draws  near  and  looks  up  at  her). 

Eric: — What  a  white  lady!  What  a  wonderful  white  lady! 
Where  did  she  come  from,  father.' 

{Tfie  White  Wotnan  looks  down  at  the  child  and  smiles,  holding 
out  her  hand^). 

Will  you  come  to  me,  little  one  ?  {Eric  approaches  her  slowly 
as  if  fascinated,  then  suddenly  starts  back  against  his  father  with  a  cry). 

Eric: — Oh,  her  red  eyes! 

Sigurd: — What  sayest  thou — red  eyes  ?  Child,  thou  hast  surely 
had  an  evil  dream!     Her  eyes  are  blue  as  ice  at  twilight. 

Eric  {his  face  hidden  against  his  father  s  knee): — She  has  red  eyes 
.     like  the  wolf. 

Sigurd  {to  the  White  Wornan): — The  child  has  been  sorely  fright- 
ened. He  is  not  himself  tonight.  Look,  little  one,  into  her  eyes. 
See  how  they  shine — not  red,  but  blue. 

{The  child  turns  slowly  and  looks): — Yes,  now  I  see  they  are  not 
red,  but  blue,  and  she  is  beautiful,  not  ugly  like  the  wolf. 

Sigurd  (putting  down  the  child  and  speaking  to  the  woman): — 
Come  over  by  the  fire  and  have  some  broth. 

{The  woman  crosses  over  to  the  hearth,  seats  herself  on  one  of  the 
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"all  naked  she  was  bound  there,  white 
and  wonderful  like  a  winter  star  *  *  * 
i    cut    her    free    and   questioned    her." 
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benches  and  accepts  the  broth  which  Sigurd  pours  out  for  her.  Sigurd 
sits  on  the  opposite  bench,  the  child  between  his  knees,  leaning  against 
his  shoulder). 

Sigurd  {his  eyes  upon  the  woman): — I  have  seen  you  twice  before 
this  night.  Do  you  remember  ?  And  I  knew — I  knew  that  you 
would  come  again. 

Eric: — Where  does  the  beautiful  white  lady  come  from,  father  ? 
Sigurd: — From  beyond  the  mountain.  .  .  .  Dost  remember, 
oh,  white  wonder  of  a  woman,  how  and  where  we  met .'  ( The 
White  Woma7i  smiles  and  shakes  her  head).  Then  I  will  show  you 
here,  imprisoned  in  the  stone,  perhaps  then  you  will  remember.  {He 
puts  aside  the  child  and  lifting  an  ember  from  the  hearth  with  the  tongs 
lights  a  candle  standing  on  the  shelf.  The  woman  leans  forward 
toward  the  child).  Will  you  not  come  to  me.'  I  will  tell  you  a 
story.  .  .  of  the  little  white  elves  that  live  in  snow  caves  under  the 
mountain,  and  of  the  wee  silver  fish  that  swim  in  the  frozen  brooks 
under  the  ice  .  .  .  and  of  the  gray  gnomes  that  never  speak, 
but  steal  softly  out,  when  night  comes  with  the  snow. 

(Eric  goes  slowly  toward  her.  She  takes  him  in  her  arms.  The 
candle  goes  out.  Sigurd  takes  another  brand  from  the  fire  and  holds 
it  over  the  candle  wick.  When  it  has  ^.lighted  he  carries  the  candle 
over  to  the  end  of  the  room  by  the  marble  images  and  sets  it  down.  The 
woman  bends  her  face  down  over  the  child). 

Eric  {crying  out): — Father.  .  .  She  is  hurting  me.  {Sigurd 
comes  back  to  the  hearth). 

The  White  Woman: — I  did  but  take  him  in  my  arms  to  hold.  I 
would  not  hurt  him.     I  had  begun  to  tell  him  a  little  story. 

Sigurd: — The  child  is  quite  too  foolish.  He  should  be  in  bed, 
but  his  mother  is  not  home.     I  shall  take  him  now  myself. 

The  White  Wo}7ian  (softly): — Do  not  take  him  yet. 

Sigurd: — Well,  then,  since  you  wish  it  he  may  stay.  .  .  . 
But,  oh,  look  at  me,  white  wonder  of  a  woman,  not  at  the  child. 
He  is  but  a  child  and  cannot  see  the  marvel  of  your  beauty,  while  I — 
I  have  lived  with  your  face  in  my  dreams  these  many  years. 

The  White  Woman: — Are  you  not  that  maker  of  images  of  whom  I 
hear  them  speak  all  over  the  mountain  ?  He,  who  makes  women 
out  of  stone  and  wood  and  worships  them  ?  Why  were  it  not  easier 
to  mould  them  out  of  snow,  or  carve  them  out  of  ice  ? 

Sigurd: — If  I  did  make  them  out  of  snow  or  ice,  strange  woman, 
they  would  melt  away  and  I  would  lose  them. 

The  White  Woman: — Why  should  you  wish  to  keep  them  ?     All 
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things  melt  away  .  .  .  and  why  do  you  worship  them,  these 
hard  white  women?    (Laughs). 

Sigurd: — Ah,  thy  laughter  is  like  ice  bells,  and  yet — it  seems  to 
mock  me.  But  I  am  no  worshiper  of  images,  white  wonder.  One 
woman  only  have  I  worshiped  in  the  stone — one  that  I  might  not 
look  on  in  the  flesh  and  so  I  carved  her  out  of  stone.  Oh  .  .  . 
do  you  not  remember  ?     Let  me  come  near  and  touch  you. 

The  White  Woman  (raising  her  hand): — No,  no — you  do  not 
understand   why   I   have   come. 

Sigurd: — Hunger  it  was  that  drove  you  out.  But  now  you  have 
had  food  and  the  cupboard  holds  yet  more. 

(He  rises  and  crosses  to  the  cupboard.  The  woman  leans  forward 
and  speaks  to  Eric).  Will  you  not  come  to  me .''  (Eric  moves  toward 
her  again  slowly.  She  holds  oid  her  arms).  And  I  will  tell  you  a  story 
of  the  little  white  birds  far  over  the  mountain. 

Eric  (clapinng  his  hands): — The  little  white  birds  that  drop  their 
feathers  out  of  the  sky  ?  (She  nods,  smiling  strangely.  He  ap- 
proaches her  and  leans  against  her  knee.  She  puts  her  arm  about  him. 
He  looks  up  into  her  eyes). 

Eric: — How  could  1  have  thought  your  eyes  were  red  like  the 
wolf,  the  wicked  wolf!  They  are  blue  as  the  sky  in  the  night,  and 
your  hair  is  like  moonlight  on  the  frost.  Oh,  you  are  very  beautiful. 
(Gazes  at  her  curiously). 

The  White  Woman  (lifting  him  up  in  her  arms) : — Up,  up.  in  the 
clouds  are  flocks  of  little  white  birds,  little  white  birds  that  love  the 
cold,  the  bitter  cold  that  bites  your  little  fingers  and  your  toes  like 
this (Bends  down  over  the  child's  hand). 

Eric   (screaming): — Oh,  you   hurt!     Father,  she  is  hurting  me! 

Sigurd  (turning  from  the  cupboard): — The  foolish  child,  he  must 
go  to  bed  at  once!  There  is  no  more  food  in  the  cupboard,  white 
woman.  1  fear  it  was  for  that  reason  the  child's  mother  has  gone 
out;  but  she  will  be  soon  back.  (Catches  sight  of  her  bowl  of  porridge). 
But  you  have  scarcely  touched  your  broth!     Does  it  not  please  you  .-' 

The  White  Woman  (taking  it  up): — Yes,  yes,  it  is  most  excellent. 

(Sigurd  picks  up  the  child  and  carrying  him  over  to  a  cot  in  the 
corner,  lays  him  gently  upon  it,  then  returns  to  the  woman). 

Sigurd: — Oh,  wonderful  white  woman,  there  is  a  more  terrible 
hunger  than  that  of  the  body  for  food — the  hunger  of  the  spirit  for 
the  vision  it  has  seen  and  lost;  hunger  of  the  eyes  for  that  lost  vision, 
hunger  of  the  lips  and  of  the  hands.  Ah,  strange,  white  woman  of 
my  dream     ...     let  me  but  touch  thy  hair — thy  silvery  hair. 
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The    White   Woman    {drawing   back):— The    touch    would    chill 

Sigurd: — Draw  nearer  to   the  hre. 

The  White  Woman: — I  am  not  cold.     ... 

Sigurd: — Let  me  touch  your  hand.  {He  puts  out  his  hand, 
touches  hers,  then  draws  back).  It  burns  like  ice  or  fire.  ...  I 
know  not  which.     Yet  I  would  burn  myself  again 

The  White  Woman:— Nay     .     do  not  touch  me.     It  is  not  well. 

Sigurd:— Thou  who  hast  known  the  hunger  of  the  body  might 
compassion  this  great  and  racking  hunger  of  the  soul. 

{She  looks  at  him  without  answering).  You  make  me  see  and 
hear  strange  things.  The  wide  white  windswept  fields  of  northern  ice 
under  the  moon,  and  the  long  still  sheets  of  snow  under  the  mid- 
night sun,  the  flame  of  fierce  stars  that  prick  my  soul ;  and  sounds- 
like  wild  ice  music  in  the  wind.  Ah,  I  am  mad,  mad  of  thy  white 
frozen  beauty!  It  is  like  the  touch  of  frost  that  fills  the  blood  with 
fire.  {He  si7iks  upon  his  knees  at  her  feet  and  takes  a  fold  of  her  white 
gown  in  his  ha7ids).  Let  me  but  touch  thy  white  strange  draperies. 
They  are  like  molten  marble.  Ah,  let  me  touch  thy  hair,  thy 
wondrous  hair.  .  .  .  Why  dost  thou  look  at  me  so  strangely  ? 
Oh,  I  fear  thine  eyes.  {Sinks  buck  covering  his  face  with  his  hands. 
She  rises  softly  and  crosses  to  the  couch  where  the  child  lies  sleep- 
ing, gathers  it  up  in  her  arms  and  moves  swiftly  and  noiselessly 
toward  the  door.  As  she  reaches  for  the  latch  the  child  wakens  and 
cries.  Sigurd  lifting  his  head,  discovers  her  and  rushes  to  the  door). 
Where  are  you  going  ?  What  would  you  do  with  the  child  ?  Give 
him  back  to  me — {Flings  himself  before  the  door  so  that  he  faces  her. 
As  he  meets  her  eyes  fie  gives  a  cry  and  again  covers  his  face  with 
his  hands).  Ah,  they  are  red  .  '  .  .  like  fire.  Thine  eyes  are 
red.  Give  me  the  child.  {He  tries  to  take  Eric  from  her).  God, 
how  strong  you  are — like  a  wild  beast — not  like  a  woman.  Your 
muscles  are  like  iron,  and  your  hands  like  claws.  .  .  What  are 
you.=  Give  me  my  child.  {They  struggle  for  possession  of  Eric. 
At  last  loith  a  fearftd  wrench  he  draws  the  child  from  her  and  sets 
him  down).  Run,  Eric,  to  thy  cot.  {He  puts  out  his  hand  to  catch 
the  woman  but  she  eludes  him  and  runs  from  him  in  the  direction  of 
the  stone  figures.  He  pursues  her).  I  will  know  now  what  thou  art, 
woman  or  witch,  here  where  I  have  had  my  dreams  of  thee.  {As 
she  turns  at  bay,  facing  him,  she  stands  directly  before  the  crucifix, 
illumined  by  the  lighted  candle.  With^  a  terrible  cry  she  turns  to  run 
and  overturns  the  candle,  leaving  them  in  darkness).     Ah,    now    thou 
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art  near  me.     .     .Ah!  {cries   out).     Back!  what  art  thou?     God, 
thy  teeth!  thy  hair!     (Silence). 

(The  voice  of  Eric  in  the  darkness.)     Father! 

{Approaching  steps  are  heard  outside,  then  the  sound  of  a  hand 
feeling  for  the  latch.  The  door  opens).  {The  voice  of  lima).  What's 
this,  all  darkness!     The  fire  half  out!     A  pretty  state  of  things! 

Eric: — Mother,   mother 

Ihm: — Yes,  it  is  mother.  A  lucky  thing  you  have  a  mother! 
Your  precious  father  would  leave  you  here  to  starve  and  freeze. 

Eric: — Oh,  mother,  I  am  frightened.     Light  the  light. 

lima  {reaching  along  the  shelf  for  a  candle): — Yes,  yes,  have  a 
little  patience.  {Picks  up  an  ember  with  the  tongs  and  lights  the 
candle.)     Is  your  father  not  at  home  yet  ? 

Eric:— Yes,  he  is  home     ....     in  there {Points  in  the 

■direction  of  the  stone  figures). 

lima: — In  there — and  does  not  even  come  to  greet  me! 

Eric  {running  up  to  her) : — Mother,  do  not  leave  me.     I'm  afraid ! 

lima: — Afraid.     Afraid  of  what.' 

Eric: — The    strange    white    lady. 

lima: — What  is  the  child  talking  about!  First  it  is  a  flock  of 
little  white  birds,  and  then  it  is  a  wolf;  and  now  it  is  a  white  lady  ! 
Of  a  truth  you  are  your  father's  child.  {She  unclasps  the  child's 
■hands  and  walks  over  to  the  stone  images,  leaving  him  standing  in  the 
middle  of  the  room.  She  raises  the  candle  and  looks  about) .  There 
is  no  lady  here.  {She  lowers  the  candle  and  the  light  falls  tipon  the 
form  of  S'igtird  lying  at  the  foot  of  the  crucifix.  She  screams).  Sigurd 
,  .  .  and  a  wolf.  It  is  dead — pierced  with  his  knife  .  .  .  the 
floor  is  red  with  blood !  ( She  bends  lower) .  Sigurd !  {Screams  again) . 
Ah,  the  white  wolf — its  teeth  are  in  his  throat.  .  .  Sigurd  .  .  . 
he  does  not  speak!     Sigurd.     .     .     Its  teeth  are  in  his  throat!    .     .     . 

Eric  {standing  alone  not  daring  to  move): — Father!  {Listens  a 
moment,  then  repeats  in  a  louder  tone):  Father! 
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ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON,  AN  IMPRESSION^ 
BY  CHARLOTTE  EATON 

IT  HAD  long  been  my  desire  to  come  face  to  face  with 
I  the  author  of  "Treasure  Island."  Imagine  my  de- 
light, then,  when  Stevenson  himself,  hearmg  we  were 
in  the  neighborhood,  sent  word  that  he  would  come 
to  see  us.  And  he  came  accordingly,  that  same  after- 
noon, bringing  his  wife  (Fanny),  his  mother  and  his 
stepson,  Lloyd  Osbourne,  with  him.  This  was  at 
Point  Pleasant,  New  Jersey,  a  place  now  much  sought  after  by  artists 
because  of  the  beauty  of  its  grass-topped  dunes,  its  magnificent  sweep 
of  beaches,  its  broad  meadows  bright  with  sabatia,  and  its  pine  wood, 
fragrant  and  vivifying.  Stevenson  was  visiting  Will  H.  Low,  the 
artist,  and  his  wife,  who  had  rented  a  cottage  at  Point  Pleasant  for 
the  season,  and  it  was  a  merry  group  of  old  friends  that  had  gathered 
in  the  quaint  little  Sanborn  house,  hard  by  the  Manasquan  River, 
where  we  were  stopping. 

My  husband,  Wyatt  Eaton,  and  Stevenson  had  met  years  before,, 
and  it  was  in  honor  of  those  student  days  abroad  that  I  was  thus  un- 
expectedly to  come  into  the  realization  of  my  youthful  dreams.  Of 
course,  I  looked  forward  to  meeting  in  Stevenson  a  person  who 
would  in  every  way  fulfil  my  ideal  of  a  romantic  character — and  I 
was  not  disappointed.  Shall  I  ever  forget  the  sensation  of  delight 
that  thrilled  me  as  he  entered  the  room,  tall,  emaciated,  yet  gracious; 
his  garments  loose  upon  him;  the  thin  straight  hair,  still  glossy  with 
youth  and  so  long  that  it  lay  upon  the  collar  of  his  coat,  throwing 
into  bold  relief  his  long  neck  and  keenly  sensitive  face;  his  exquisite 
hands,  the  fingers  slightly  stained  by  cigarette  rolling;  but  chief  est 
of  all,  his  voice,  clear,  gentle  and  kind,  the  timbre  and  intonation  of 
which  became  registered  in  my  memory  as  part  of  the  living  attri- 
butes of  the  man. 

This  was  the  summer  of  eighteen  hundred  and  eighty-eight,  when 
the  great  dramatic  success  of  "Dr.  Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde"  was  at  its 
height.  We  joked  him  a  good  deal  on  the  quality  of  his  conception, 
and  on  the  untoward  piling  up  of  the  "ducats,"  to  which  he  replied 
very  quickly:  "That  is  the  worst  thing  I  ever  wrote."  I  liked  the 
modesty  of  that  remark  immensely,  it  accorded  so  well  with  my  pre- 
conceived idea  of  him,  who,  in  apologizing  for  his  picture  in  "Por- 
traits and  Memories,"  said,  "to  me,  who  find  it  so  difficult  to  tell  the 
little  I  know." 

Strange  as  it  seemed  to  us,  Stevenson  knew  every  nook  and  cranny 
of  the  estate,  and  told  us  of  his  many  exploits  in  search  of  fresh  eggs 
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for  his  breakiasl— before  the  arrival  of  the  Sanborns— having  ob- 
served, he  added,  that  the  hens  had  formed  nomadic  habits.  Laying 
in  the  woodpile  and  in  odd  corners  all  over  the  grounds. 

After  that  1  got  en  rapport  with  the  real  Stevenson,  the  sprightly, 
idyllic,  venturesome  Stevenson  of  my  early  fancy — a  man  whom  to 
meet  was  to  adore,  and  in  whom  one  need  fear  no  disillusion.  The 
strong  mental  exhilaration  of  great  success  had  passed  over  him, 
leaving  him  calm  and  magnetic,  unspoiled  by  a  suddenly  acquired 
popularity  that  deteriorates  the  living  fiber  of  so  many  men.^ 

Here,  indeed,  was  the  Stevenson  of  "Treasure  Island"  days, 
of  the  Essays,  of  "  Will-o'-the-Mill,"  resting  serenely  in  the  con- 
sciousness of  good  work  accomplished.  Yet  even  in  his  playful 
moods  his  least  remarks  seemed  scholarly  to  me;  there  seemed  to 
emanate  from  him  an  atmosphere  of  erudition,  a  mantle  of  eclecti- 
cism that  became  him  well,  and  while  differentiating  him  somewhat 
from  ordinary  beings,  yet  detracted  nothing  from  his  manliness  or 
good  fellowship  of  feeling.  In  the  midst  of  banter  and  merriment 
here  was  the  Stevenson  whose  life  was  more  vital  in  its  love  motive 
than  any  of  his  own  romances;  who,  in  spite  of  ill  health  and  uncer- 
tainty of  means,  yet  paid  the  price  for  his  heart's  desire. 

Stevenson  smiling  over  the  vulgar  success  of  his  "worst  book" 
revealed  to  me  the  quality  in  his  nature  that  was  finer  than  anything 
he  wrote — the  soul  whose  gallantry  and  spontaneity  could  bear  the 
brunt  of  adverse  circumstances  and  even  censure  and  hold  its  own 
integrity,  a  law  unto  itself.  Here  was  the  man  who  had  passed  him- 
self off  as  one  of  a  group  of  steerage  passengers  on  that  memorable 
trip  across  the  ocean  on  his  way  to  Monterey,  in  quest  of  the  woman 
who  became  his  wife.  It  takes  a  fine  quality  of  nature  to  do  that, 
to  associate  with  what  is  called  the  rough  element  on  equal  terms, 
and  get  good  results.  "And,  just  think,"  said  he  triumphantly, 
"it  was  not  until  the  end  of  the  voyage  that  they  found  me  out." 

I  HAD  no  opportunity  for  personal  conversation  with  ^Irs.  Steven- 
son that  day,  but  we  had  already  met  in  New  York  at  a  friend's 
house  and  exchanged  some  sentiments.  Although  I  never  grew 
to  feel  that  I  really  knew  her  well  I  have  an  innate  regard  for  all 
women  who  can  command  the  souls  of  such  men,  and  to  Stevenson 
she  was  the  essential  part  of  the  day's  inspiration. 

Stevenson's  mother  was  an  apple-cheeked,  gracious  little  body, 
youtliful  in  appearance  and  most  graceful;  with  her  and  "Fanny" 
he  was  more  like  a  chum    or  protege  than  son  and  husband.     The 
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family  ethics  existing  on  all  sides  were  perfect.  I  found  that  the 
family  pronounced  his  name  Lewis,  not  Louis,  and  they  said  it  so 
caressingly  that  I  have  since  loved  that  name  for  its  sweetness.  In 
the  midst  of  our  most  intellectual  talk,  somebody  suddenly  said 
"egg-nog  !"  a  beverage  of  which  Stevenson  was  very  fond,  and  all 
entered  with  delight  into  the  preparations  for  the  decoction;  one 
brought  eggs,  another  the  sugar  bowl,  while  our  host,  Mr.  Sanborn, 
went  down  to  the  cellar  for  the  wherewithal  to  add  the  final  touches. 
Unhappily,  at  this  point,  I  coughed.  It  was  the  year  of  the  influenza 
plague  and  the  epidemic  had  possession  of  me. 

\Vhat!  a   cold?"    asked    Stevenson.     "Influenza — yes,"    I    an- 
swered. 

"You  will  not  mind  then,"  said  he,  kindly,  "if  I  ask  you  to  keep 
a  respectful  distance.  I  always  take  a  cold  if  anyone  in  the  same 
room  has  one." 

"How  near,  within  safety,  can  I  sit?"  I  asked,  feeling  myself 
martyrized  on  the  spot. 

"Just  as  far  away  as  possible,"  said  he.  "I  am  only  now  re- 
covered from  a  bad  cold  caught  from  a  waiter  who  served  me  at  a 
hotel — I  am  peculiarly  susceptible,  you  know,"  he  urged. 

I  hovered  upon  the  threshold  reluctantly,  yet  rather  than  imperil 
that  frail  and  joyous  life  by  even  the  shadow  of  a  breath,  I  resolved 
that   I   would   do   better. 

"I  will  go  out  on  the  lawn,"  said  I,  "if  you  will  make  amends." 

"I'll  send  the  egg-nog  out  to  you  when  it's  ready." 

"Oh,  not  that,"  and  I  repeated  my  request  with  emphasis.  "If 
you  will  make  amends " 

"Speak,  and  it  shall  be  granted  you,"  said  he,  laughing. 

"An  autograph,"  and  I  flew  to  my  room  for  my  birthday  book. 

I  then  went  out  and  sat  under  an  old  apple  tree  on  the  lawn, 
where  the  voices  and  sounds  of  merrymaking  floated  out  to  me,  to- 
gether with  the  perfume  of  the  roses  that  twined  about  the  windows. 
The  afternoon  sun  began  to  wane,  casting  long  shadows  across  the 
unkept  lawn  with  its  spurious  growth  of  wild  mustard  and  sweet 
clover  running  riot  everywhere.  The  Sanborns  were  very  little 
on  the  estate,  and  the  whole  place  had  a  wofully  forlorn  and  neglected 
aspect.  No  wonder  Stevenson  had  taken  liberties,  thinking  it  an 
abandoned  or  haunted  abode. 

They  brought  me  a  glass  of  egg-no^  out  under  the  gloom  of  the 
apple  tree.  I  hated  the  stuff — but  his  hands  had  made  it,  so  I  held 
it  to  my  lips  and  drank  a  silent  toast. 
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THE  Manasquan  River  seen  through  the  stems  of  the  cedars 
along  its  banks,  a  spot  now  known  as  the  Stevenson  Walk, 
gleamed  as  blue  as  the  Adriatic  oft"  Spezzia.  I  was  disconsolate 
at  my  enforced  isolation  from  the  gay  company  within.  Once  or  twice, 
the  temptation  being  great,  1  went  and  peeped  in,  but  Stevenson  al- 
ways detected  me,  and  while  forgiving  me  at  once  for  my  impulsive 
breach  of  faith,  yet  held   me  to  the  letter  of  the  compact. 

I  was  the  youtliful  bride  of  one  summer,  separated  from  the  common 
interests  of  that  group  of  old  friends  by  my  own  inexperience  of  life 
as  effectually  as  by  the  epidemic;  yet  all  the  same  I  felt  that  I  had 
o-rasped  something  of  the  mtrinsic  nature  of  the  man,  and  this  knowl- 
edge compensated  me  for  my  solitude  under  the  apple  tree,  knowing 
that  the  memory  would  go  with  me  through  the  years,  a  valued  and 
imperishable   treasure. 

I  recalled  as  I  sat  there  my  husband's  description  of  his  first 
meeting  with  Stevenson — this  had  been  at  a  peasant's  dance  at  Bar- 
bizon.  "He  combined  the  face  of  a  boy  with  the  distinguished  bear- 
ing of  a  man  of  the  world,"  Mr.  Eaton  told  me,  and  I  thought  as  I 
saw  him  then,  merrily  recalling  the  scenes  and  revelries  of  other  days, 
how  well  the  distinguished  man  of  the  world  had  succeeded  in  keeping 
the  heart  of  a  boy.  He  spoke  of  his  nearing  departure  for  the 
South  Sea  Islands  with  cheerfulness.  He  seemed  to  be  full  of  the 
idea.  He  told  us  that  one  lung  was  already  far  gone,  but  "a  man 
can  live  on  one  lung  for  any  length  of  time  under  proper  conditions," 
he  said  cheerily.  He  spoke  of  this  merely  as  a  matter  touched  upon 
in  passing,  and  never  have  I  heard  a  voice  or  seen  a  face  so  exempt 
from  bitterness.  Indeed,  the  unuttered  reveries  in  his  deep,  mag- 
netic eyes  were  so  exalted  at  times,  so  far  removed  from  the  life  of 
this  earth,  that  he  seemed  already  beyond  our  mortal  ken,  and  this 
separateness,  coupled  with  that  noble  quality  of  manhood,  that 
even  many  wreckful  days  of  physical  pain  could  not  impair,  made 
one  feel  that  here  indeed  was  a  man  of  whose  life  and  work  it  might 
be  said  with  equal  truth:  "He  is  glorious!" 

The  ladies  went  home  on  foot,  but  Stevenson  and  Lloyd  Osbourne 
preferred  crossing  the  river  in  a  rowboat.  Mr.  Eaton  and  I  went 
down  to  see  them  off  and  to  wave  our  last  adieux.  For  a  time  they 
drifted  and  Stevenson  and  my  husband  watched  each  other  silently 

those  two  friends,  destined  to  meet  no  more,  and  both  to  die  at  the 

zerith  day  of  their  life  and  powers. 

Then  the  oars  were  taken  up  and  the  little  boat  was  soon  lost  in 
the  twilight  upon  the  ebb  tide. 
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LEON   DABO,    POET    IN    COLOR:     BY   JOHN 
SPARGO 

EON  DABO'S  work  has  been  persistently  spurned 
by  the  academicians  of  this  country.  For  seventeen 
years  his  best  pictures  have  been  rejected  by  the 
juries  of  all  our  American  exhibitions  as  regularly 
as  they  have  been  sent.  And  yet,  despite  this  fact, 
there  are  artists  not  a  few,  themselves  signally  suc- 
cessful, who  boldly  proclaim  him  to  be  a  great  and 
true  artist  who  in  the  end  may  be  ranked  with  Whistler  and  Puvis 
de  Chavannes.  The  story  is  told  of  one  eminent  academician  who 
visited  an  exhibition  of  Dabo's  paintings  and  expressed  himself 
in  terms  of  warm  enthusiasm  concerning  them:  "Surely,  these  glor- 
ious things  have  never  been  rejected  by  any  intelligent  jury.^"  he 
exclaimed.  It  was  the  artist's  gentle  revenge  to  remind  his  distin- 
guished guest  and  admirer  that  every  picture  there,  with  one  or  two 
exceptions,  had  been  rejected  by  juries  of  which  he  was  an  honored 
member!  And  the  academician  could  suggest  no  other  explanation 
than  that  "the  pictures  must  have  been  submitted  in  poor  frames!" 
When  M.  Benedite,  Director  of  the  Luxembourg  Museum,  was  in 
this  country  last  summer,  he  bore  back  to  Paris  in  glad  triumph  for 
the  Luxembourg,  a  picture  by  Dabo  which  had  been  uniformly 
rejected  by  all  our  exhibitions — and  the  purchase  found  interest 
among  some  of  the  most  eminent  critics  in  France. 

Artists  like  Edmond  Aman-Jean  and  Auguste  Rodin;  critics  like 
Paul  Vallorbe  and  Camille  Mauclair;  poets  like  Maurice  Maeter- 
linck and  Anatole  le  Braz;  and  such  responsible  authorities  as  M. 
Leonre  Benedite,  of  the  Luxembourg,  and  Alexander  D.  Goltz,  pres- 
ident of  the  Modern  Society  of  Painters,  Vienna,  have  joined  in  appre- 
ciative praise  of  the  painter,  to  whom  Bliss  Carman  has  felicitously 
given  the  title,  "Poet  in  Color."  When  an  artist  succeeds  in  winning 
the  admiration  of  such  a  discriminating  constituency,  it  is  useless 
to  attempt  to  ignore  his  work,  idle  to  question  its  claims  to  serious 
recognition.  Discount  as  much  as  you  please  the  verdict  of  these 
enthusiastic  admirers — and  critical  judgment  will  not  fail  to  make 
the  discount — there  remains  the  fact  that  only  an  artist  of  real  origi- 
nality and  rare  power  could  so  strongly  appeal  to  intellectual  and 
artistic  Europe  as  Leon  Dabo  has  done. 

Of  the  many  titles  which  have  been  bestowed  upon  Dabo,  Bliss 
Carman's  seems  the  most  appropriate.  Leon  Dabo  is  essentially 
a  poet.  He  paints  Nature,  not  realistically  as  the  ordinary  observer 
sees  it,  but  as  he  sees  it,  idealistically,  with  a  poet's  vision  of  subtle 
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and  hidden  things.  And  if  any  unimaginative  critic  should  say  of  his 
river  painted  like  a  stretch  of  mother-o'-pearl :  "I  never  see  the  river 
like  that,"  it  is  enough  to  remember  the  lady's  plaint  that  she  had 
never  seen  the  sky  look  as  Turner  painted  it,  and  his  reply :  "But  don't 
you  wish  you  could,  madam?"  Dabo  is  a  spiritual  impressionist. 
He  paints  "^the  landscape  as  one  for  whom  it  has  been  transfigured 
by  some  vision.  All  the  petty  things  are  wiped  out  of  his  memory, 
with  all  that  is  harsh,  brutal  and  unlovely,  and  there  remain  only  the 
immensity  of  air  and  sky  and  the  beauties  of  light  and  color — subtle 
miracles  of  grace  and  splendor  which  only  the  poet's  vision  can  dis- 
cern. He  paints  his  impressions  of  the  infinitude  of  life,  the  bound- 
less, uncharted  universe,  vibrant  with  life  and  motion.  He  cares 
little  for  the  features  of  Nature,  but  everything  for  her  character. 
He  is  a  seer  gazing  at  the  secrets  of  the  great  uriiversal  life  and  striy- 
ino-  to  revealthem  through  color  and  line.  This  is  art  as  he  sees  it, 
and  to  which  he  is  devoting  himself  with  sincerity  and  courage. 

Before  such  pictuiTs  one  stands  awed  into  reverence.  One  feels 
the  solemn  grandeur  of  illimitable  space,  the  mystery  of  light,  just 
as  one  may  in  the  presence  of  Nature  amid  her  deepest  silences.  To 
stand  alone  upon  some  mist-mantled  hill  in  solemn  stillness,  and  to 
feel  that  all  is  pulsating  with  life,  from  deep  to  deep,  from  vaulted 
sky  to  undulating  sea,  is  to  experience  something  of  the  wonder-,  the 
soul-intoxication  which  Dabo  must  have  felt  in  his  work.  Surely 
he  lived  in  close  communion  with  Nature  and  shared  her  secrets,  paint- 
inn-  under  the  spell  of  her  enchantment ;  in  this  he  resembles  Van 
Bearing  Perrine;  but  he  is  just  as  profoundly  moved  by  the  mystery 
and  beauty  of  the  ambient  clouds  of  a  summer  morning  as  by  the 
clouds  that  break  in  angry  tumults  of  passion  and  devastating  storm; 
to  him  the  calm  of  the  evening  or  of  the  first  glimmering  dawn  appeals 
just  as  strongly  as  the  storm.  He  loves  Nature  in  all  her  moods,  but 
he  loves  best  of  all  her  serenity,  so  most  of  his  pictures  are  delicate, 
ethereal  visions  of  Nature's  vast,  universal  simplicity,  beauty  and 
peace. 

SO]ME  critics  have  compared  Dabo's  work  with  that  of  Whistler 
and  Puvis  de  Chavannes— a  comparison  probably  suggested 
by  his  color  effects,  so  luminous  and  transparent,  and  the  note 
of  mystery  pervading  his  paintings.  But  much  more  inevitably  one 
feels  the  influence  of  the  great  Japanese  masters,  particularly  of 
Hiroshige  and  Hok'-sai— the  same  influences  one  observes  in  so 
much  of  Whistler's  work.     If  we  are  to  speak  of  Dabo  with  Wliistler, 
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it  must  be  on  account  of  their  common  relation  to  the  great  emotional 
impressionists  of  Japan.  Neither  copied  the  Japanese — there  is  no 
trace  of  imitation  in  their  work — but  both  seem  to  have  been  mastered 
by  an  irresistible  spiritual  affinity  with  these  Oriental  artists.  And 
when  one  looks  for  the  first  time  upon  one  of  Dabo's  atmospheric 
paintings,  his  dusky  effects  shot  through  with  the  red  and  gold  of 
sunset  and  reaching  out  to  a  boundless,  mysterious  deep,  the  genius 
of  Hiroshige  comes  to  mind.  It  is  not  that  any  particular  work  of 
his  suggests  itself,  but  rather  that  one  feels  again  the  thrill  which 
accompanied  the  first  introduction  to  the  work  of  this  Japanese  artist. 
And  so  with  the  clouds  and  mists  which  Dabo  paints.  What 
charm  and  spiritual  exaltation  he  has  expressed  in  the  great  vaporous, 
radiant  clouds  piled  into  fantastic  shapes  in  a  framework  of  dark, 
lowering  sky!  And  what  shimmering  veils  of  mist  hung  between 
earth  and  sky,  translucent,  living,  woven  of  gold  and  amethyst  and 
pearl,  spectral  and  suggesting  the  Divine  Immanence!  The  feeling 
produced  by  these  pictures  is  impressively  devotional.  As  a  friend 
I  had  taken  to  the  artist's  studio  said  to  me  afterward:  "Dabo  takes 
you  out  into  the  presence  of  God." 

NEXT  to  this  spiritual  power,  the  most  worth  while  thing  about 
Dabo's  painting  is  the  technique.  Of  his  color  effects  I  have 
already  spoken,  but  no  description  can  adequately  set  forth 
its  charm.  There  are  no  violent  contrasts.  Each  picture  is  made 
up  of  a  succession  of  harmonious  tones  which  blend  together  in  pleas- 
ing, symphonic  eftects.  Unlike  so  many  of  our  younger  impressionists, 
Dabo  is  a  careful  and  conscientious  craftsman.  There  are  no  daubs 
or  heavy  blotches  upon  his  canvases.  Indeed  they  are  so  finely 
painted  that  there  is  hardly  a  brush  mark  anywhere,  and  one  is 
scarcely  conscious  of  the  use  of  paint.  This  perfection  of  finish, 
which  so  many  critics  have  regarded  as  distinguishing  Dabo  from 
the  impressionists,  bears  witness  to  long  years  of  painstaking  study 
and  effort  to  master  the  science  and  craftsmanship  of  the  painter's  art. 
Leon  Dabo's  training  was  well  calculated  to  develop  his  gift  along 
right  lines.  He  was  born  in  Detroit,  Michigan,  in  eighteen  hundred 
and  sixty-eight,  of  French  parents.  He  received  his  first  art  instruc- 
tion from  his  father,  who  had  been  a  Professor  of  Esthetics  in  France 
and  owned  a  considerable  collection  of  paintings,  drawings  and 
sketches  by  such  masters  as  Delacroix,  Gustave  Courbet,  Ingres, 
Hippolyte  Flandrin,  Jacques,  Leon  Cogniet  and  James  McNeil 
Whistler,  all  of  whom  he  had  personally  known.     Thus  the  boy  was 

267 


A  POET  IN   COLOR 

born  into  an  exceptionally  favorable  environment.  At  the  age  of 
sixteen  he  went  to  Europe  and  studied  architecture  and  decoration 
at  the  Ecole  des  Arts  Decoratifs,  giving  the  mornings  to  school  work 
and  the  afternoons  to  the  study  of  landscape  upon  his  own  account. 
After  three  years  of  this  study  he  went  to  Italy,  working  and  studying 
in  Venice,  Home  and  Florence.  For  a  time  he  lived  in  Sicily, 
Sardinia  and  Corsica,  returning  to  the  United  States  in  eighteen 
hundred  and  ninety-two. 

At  once  the  young  artist  began  to  bombard  the  art  fortresses  of 
his  native  land.  '  Failing  to  impress  the  juries,  and  finding  few  pur- 
chasers for  his  canvases,  he  turned  to  decoration,  for  which  his  train- 
ing as  an  architectural  decorator  admirably  equipped  him.  But  he 
continued  to  j^aint  landscapes  and  natural  phenomena,  knocking 
vainly  year  after  year  at  the  closed  portals  of  our  art  societies;  grad- 
ually winning  the  appreciation  of  a  discriminating  public,  but  finding 
his  chief  encouragement  and  most  enthusiastic  admirers  in  Europe. 
Yet,  it  is  but  fair  to  say,  that  appreciation  has  not  been  lacking  in 
this  country,  for  among  our  younger  men  there  are  few  whose  work 
has  been  more  generously  considered. 

INIost  of  Dabo's  work  has  been  done  around  New  York  Bay  and 
along  the  banks  of  the  Hudson  River,  within  fifty  or  sixty  miles  of 
New  York  City.  Others  before  him  have  painted  the  noble  scenery 
of  the  Hudson!  but  no  other  has  painted  its  poetry  and  mystery  more 
convincingly  than  Dabo  has  done.  Though  he  is  still  "a  prophet 
without  honor  in  his  own  country,"  except  for  that  unofficial  recogni- 
tion and  love  which  an  expanding  public  has  given  him,  it  has  been 
the  good  fortune  of  few  artists  to  win  such  praise  and  recognition 
in  their  lives  as  he  has  won  abroad.  And  unquestionably  as  America 
grows  in  appreciation  of  her  own  art  the  name  of  Leon  Dabo  will 
take  its  place  among  the  men  whose  work  has  a  vital,  national 
significance. 


w 


HO,  in  his  chosen  realm  of  art. 

Sings  a  new  song,  or  plants  a  tree. 
Becomes,  himself,  a  living  part 
Of  Earth's  creative  majesty. 

Cora  A.   Matson  Dolson. 
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EDVARD  GRIEG :  NORWAY'S  NATIONAL  TONE 
POET:  BY  KATHARINE  METCALF  ROOF 

HEN  Ole  Bull  as  a  little  child  was  playing  alone  in 
the   fields,  he    saw  a  bluebell  shake  in  the  wind  and 
imagined    he   heard    it    ringing.     As   Sara   Bull   ex- 
presses it,  "  He  fancied  he  heard  Nature  sing,  and  thus 
music  came  to  his  consciousness  as  something  that 
might    be    reproduced." 
If  the  famous  Norwegian  violinist  reproduced  im- 
pressions of  nature  in  those  wild  improvisations  of  his,  of  which  we 
have  heard,  certainly  the  very  essence  of  that  wild  Norwegian  nature 
has  been  imprisoned  in  the  music  of  Edvard  Grieg.     One  can  imag- 
ine that,  like  Siegfried,  Grieg  had  tasted  the  dragon's  blood  so  that 
all  the  high  clear  voices  of    the  northern  woods  became  audible  to 
him.     Grieg  has  characterized  his  music  as  primarily  Norwegian. 
It  is  customary  to  hear  his  compositions  referred  to  as  Scandinavian, 
but  the  composer  himself  wrote,  "I  am  not  an  exponent  of  Scan- 
dinavian music,  but  only  of  Norwegian.     The  national  character- 
istics of  the  three  peoples — the  Danes,  the  Swedes,  the  Norwegians — 
are  wholly  different,  and  their  music  differs  as  much." 

Grieg's  death  on  September  fourth  deprived  the  world  not  only 
of  one  of  the  greatest  of  modern  composers,  but  of  a  genius  who  has 
influenced  profoundly  the  music  of  this  generation,  and  indelibly 
set  the  impress  of  his  individuality  upon  his  fluid  art.  To  express 
baldly  his  most  conspicuous  contribution  to  modern  music — Grieg's 
compositions  were  the  first  expression  of  nationalism  in  music. 

This  is  not  to  say  that  he  was  the  first  to  utilize  national  musical 
idioms,  for  folk  song  themes  and  characteristic  national  dance  rhythms 
had  been  used  by  Chopin,  Liszt,  Tchaikovsky,  Dvorak,  and  even 
Beethoyen  and  Haydn.  But  Grieg  was  the  first  to  create  a  char- 
acteristic music  founded  upon  the  musical  idioms  of  a  nation.  Now 
a  host  of  smaller  men,  following  his  lead,  have  started  up  writino- 
Russian,  French,  Bohemian  and  Hungarian  music  fairly  blazing 
with  "local  color."  But  to  Grieg  came  the  vision.  Diverging  from 
the  precedent  of  his  countrymen  who  had  founded  their  art  largely 
upon  the  model  of  that  most  conventional  and  sugary  of  German 
composers,  Mendelssohn,  Grieg,  in  his  mature  expression,  actually 
put  Norway  into  music — that  land  of  weird  niythologic  fancies  and 
pagan  beliefs,  of  falling  waters  and  flickering  northern  lights,  of 
endless  white  days  and  long  mysterious  darkness. 

The  eerie  sense  of  it  all  is  in  tliose  curious  intervals  and  harmonic 
combinations  of  his  which  have  the  cold  translucent  colors  of  northern 
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snows  and  the  somber  shadows  of  the  black  fjords,  and  yet  at  times 
the  warmth  of  the  brief,  hot  summer,  and  again  the  profoundest 
expression  of  human  tenderness. 

Grieg  was  not  a  genius  who  sprang  from  the  people.  His  great- 
grandfather was  a  Scotchman  of  respected  position  who  emigrated 
to  Norway.  The  name  was  originally  Greig,  but  was  altered — 
as  was  the  case  with  many  American  Colonial  names — to  correspond 
with  the  pronunciation  of  the  adopted  country.  Grieg's  grand- 
father and  father  had  both  held  the  position  of  British  consul  at 
Bergen,  the  composer's  birthplace.  The  boy  received  his  early 
education  from  his  mother,  who  was  a  singer  and  an  excellent  pianist, 
having  studied  at  Hamburg  and  in  London,  and  quite  frequently 
appeared  as  a  soloist  at  concerts  in  Bergen.  This  mother,  who  con- 
trived to  retain  her  hold  upon  her  music  in  spite  of  her  duties  as  a 
wife  and  the  mother  of  five  children,  unquestionably  had  a  strong 
influence  upon  her  son's  musical  development.  Grieg  recalls  as 
a  child  hearing  her  play  a  Beethoven  Fantasia  with  orchestra  and 
chorus.  So  the  boy  grew  up  familiar  from  his  earliest  childhood 
with  the  music  of  the  great  composers. 

HIS  mother  wished  him  to  be  a  musician,  yet  a  professional 
career  had  not  been  thought  of  for  him.  As  a  boy  Grieg  had 
a  passion  for  declaiming  and  wanted  to  be  a  minister.  School 
he  detested.  His  first  attempts  at  composition  were  made  when  he 
was  twelve  or  thirteen  years  old.  In  his  fifteenth  year  Ole  Bull 
made  a  visit  to  the  Grieg  home  and  after  hearing  the  child  play  one 
of  his  own  compositions  advised  the  parents  to  send  him  to  Leipsic 
to  study.  With  no  slightest  thought  of  opposition  they  followed 
this  advice  at  once.  In  Leipsic,  Grieg  studied,  from  eighteen  hundred 
and  fifty-eight  to  eighteen  hundred  and  sixty-two,  harmony  and 
counterpoint  under  Hauptmann  and  Richter,  composition  under 
Rietz  and  Carl  Reinecke,  piano  with  Wenzel  and  Moscheles.  He  is 
said  to  have  displeased  his  instructors  with  his  first  composition  by 
its  departure  from  academic  regularity.  The  first  few  months  of 
his  stay  at  Leipsic  the  boy  seems  to  have  been  more  of  a  dreamer 
than  a  worker;  then,  suddenly,  as  he  came  to  realize  the  amount  of 
study  that  lay  ahead  of  him  before  he  could  achieve  the  ability  to 
express  himself,  he  began  to  work  in  earnest.  But,  unfortunately — 
for  his  constitution  was  naturally  delicate — overdid  it  to  such  an 
extent  that  he  was  obliged  to  return  home.  From  that  time  Grieg 
was  never  strong.     Like  Stevenson,  throughout  his  life  his  intense 
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spiritual  activity  struggled  with  the  weakness  of  the  flesh.  Later, 
however,  he  returned  to  Leipsic  and  graduated  with  honors.  The 
famous  conservatory  was  at  that  time  strongly  under  the  influence 
of  Mendelssohn  and  Schumann.  Grieg  seems  to  have  profited 
by  this  association  without  losing  his  own  individuality.  After  that, 
he  went  for  a  time  to  Copenhagen,  where  he  met  Neils  Gade,  then 
the  most  impoitant  composer  of  Norway,  and  received  his  criticism. 
Under  this  influence  Grieg  wrote  his  first  Symphony,  which  was 
never  published  in  its  entirety. 

Gade,  although  academic,  was  not  entirely  Mendelssohnian.  Schu- 
mann found  in  his  compositions  "a  specific  northern  character." 
Ole  Bull  was  also  a  student  of  the  folk  melodies  and  used  to  weave 
them  into  his  improvisations.  As  Grieg  in  his  youth  came  under  the 
influence  of  both  of  these  men.  some  suggestion  or  idea  may  have 
come  to  him  through  them.  But  genius  working  out  its  own  per- 
fect expression  finds  inspiration  and  suggestion  in  things  that  the 
commonplace  mind  cannot  utilize,  and  Grieg's  expression  was  from 
the  first  individual.  The  distance  between  Gade's  Norwegianism 
and  Grieg's  may  be  measured  by  Gade's  comment  on  Grieg's  Second 
Sonata  for  piano — one  of  his  earliest  compositions — "The  next  one 
you  must  make  less  Norwegian."  To  which  Grieg  replied,  "On 
the  contrary,  the  next  will  be  more  so." 

It  was  Richard  Nordraak,  a  young  Norwegian  composer  of  genius 
who  died  early,  who  is  credited  with  having  had  the  strongest  in- 
fluence upon  Grieg's  musical  development.  Of  that  intercourse 
Grieg  is  quoted  as  saying,  "The  scales  fell  from  my  eyes.  It  was 
from  him  that  I  first  learned  to  appreciate  the  popular  melodies  of 
the  north  and  to  be  conscious  of  my  own  nature."  The  year  after 
Nordraak's  death  Grieg  founded  a  musical  union  composed  of  the 
founders  of  the  new  school,  which  lasted  thirteen  years. 

Although  Grieg's  compositions  were  too  much  of  a  departure  from 
accepted  manners  to  receive  immediate  professional  recognition, 
his  genius  was  soon  realized.  He  never  suffered  from  the  persecution 
and  misunderstanding  which  was  for  so  long  Wagner's  unhappy 
fate,  nor  from  the  stupid  non-recognition  which  put  out  so  tragically 
and  prematurely  the  great  light  of  Schubert's  genius.  Neither  did 
he  arouse  a  frenzied  uproar  like  that  which  has  greeted  Richard 
Strauss,  alternately  as  the  high  priest  of  his  art  and  as  the  vandal 
demolisher  of  its  foundations.  He  did  not  call  out  such  hysterical 
hyperbole  as  the  Italians  lavish  upon  their  talented  Puccini,  or  the 
French  upon  their  score  or  so  of  little  composers  whose  voices  are 
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not  heard  outside  of  their  native  land  and  seem  quite  as  satisfactory 
to  Paris  as  Saint-Saens.  But  this  last  is  largely  a  matter  of  national 
differences.  For,  in  spite  of  the  existence  of  many  excellent  musicians 
in  both  of  these  Latin  lands  mentioned,  it  is  undeniable  that  their 
people  as  a  class  substitute  an  illogical  patriotism  for  musical  dis- 
crimination. But  the  Scandinavian  countries  are  different.  With 
a  sane  civilization  and  a  thoughtful,  progressive  spirit  far  in  advance 
of  other  European  countries  more  in  the  public  eye,  they  have  given 
opportunity  to  their  men  of  genius.  As  they  assisted  Ibsen,  Gade 
and  Svendsen,  so  did  they  help  Grieg  at  the  psychological  moment. 
LTpon  the  young  composer's  receipt  of  an  admiring  letter  from  Liszt, 
then  living  in  Rome,  the  government  paid  Grieg's  expenses  for  a  long 
visit  to  that  city,  so  that  he  might  have  the  advantage  of  association 
with  that  great  and  kind  man  who  never  failed  to  assist  and  encourage 
genuine  musical  talent.  This  association  was  of  the  greatest  assist- 
ance to  Grieg,  who  gives  delightful  pictures  of  it  in  his  letters.  De- 
scribing Liszt's  performance  of  one  of  his  own  compositions,  he  says, 
"  He  discharged  one  volley  after  another  of  heat  and  flame  and  vivid 
thoughts."  Again  he  tells  how  Liszt  played  his  (Grieg's)  difficult 
sonata  for  piano  and  violin  at  sight  from  the  score.  "He  played 
the  whole  thing  root  and  branch— nay,  more,  for  he  played  fuller, 
more  broadly.  lie  was  literally  over  the  whole  piano  at  once  with- 
out missing  a  note!" 

BESIDES  Gade  and  Ole  Bull,  Svendsen  and  Kjerulf  have  written 
compositions  of  a  certain  Norwegian  character,  but  Grieg 
has  done  something  far  more  comprehensive  than  the  utiliza- 
tion of  folk  themes  and  Norwegian  color.  As  Ernest  Closson,  the 
French  critic,  has  said,  "Grieg  has  so  thoroughly  identified  himself 
with  the  musical  spirit  of  his  country  that  the  roles  have  become 
as  it  were  reversed.  His  personality — a  personality  which  in  itself 
has  nothing  in  common  with  the  people — seems  to  have  become 
the  prototype  of  this  same  music  of  the  people,  and  the  composers, 
his  compatriots,  imitate  and  copy  him  innocently  in  the  belief  that 
they  are  simply  making  use  of  local  color."  Also  Mr.  Henry  Finck 
in  his  chapter  on  Grieg  in  "Songs  and  Song-Writers "  remarks: 
"  'How^  delightfully  Norwegian!'  amateurs  and  professionals  are  apt 
to  exclaim  when  they  ought  to  say  'how  delightfully  Griegian!'" 
He  goes  on  to  state  that  "Among  Grieg's  seventy  works  there  are, 
besides  two  volumes  of  piano  arrangements  of  popular  tunes,  only 
three  in  which  he  has  incorporated  Norwegian  melodies." 
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The  layman  is  not  likely  to  realize  that  such  transmutation  of 
material  as  Grieg  accomplished  is  possible  only  to  genius.  The 
folk  song  in  its  primitive  state  has  no  harmony.  It  consists  of  a  single 
air,  whereas  Grieg's  harmonies  are  of  the  most  subtle,  unique  and 
complex  character.  To  quote  Mr.  Finck  again,  Grieg  wrote  "as 
the  peasant  originators  of  these  melodies  would  have,  had  they  ^^ot 
as  far  as  the  harmonic  stage — and  had  they  been  men  of  genius.' 

Folk  songs  and  dances  of  very  antique  origin  exist  in  Norway 
as  a  result,  probably,  of  its  isolated  position.  In  one  town  the  ancient 
custom  of  dancing  to  sung  music  still  exists;  also  some  very  old 
and  primitive  instruments  are  in  use,  especially  of  the  bagpipe  variety. 
A  primitive  instrument  of  this  kind  known  as  the  biniou  is  also  the 
national  instrument  in  Brittany,  another  land  where  ancient  customs 
have  curiously  survived.  These  wind  instruments  all  have  a  peculiar 
droning  undertone  known  as  a  drone-bass.  This  effect  Grieg  has 
created;  and  in  another  composition — "Bell  Ringing" — the  over- 
tones and  dissonances  of  the  bells  are  extraordinarily  reproduced. 

Although  Grieg  lived  the  greater  part  of  his  life  in  his  native 
place,  Bergen — gomg  from  time  to  time  to  Christiania  to  conduct 
the  Philharmonic — he  went  often  to  Germany,  where  he  was  greatly 
appreciated.  He  performed  his  great  piano  concerto  at  one  of  the 
famous  Gewandhaus  concerts  in  Leipsic.  London  he  visited  three 
times.  His  wife,  who  used  to  sing  his  songs  to  his  accompaniment, 
went  with  him  upon  his  first  visit  in  eighteen  hundred  and  eighty- 
eight.  Upon  that  occasion  he  also  conducted  one  of  his  orchestra! 
compositions  and  played  one  of  his  concertos  at  a  Philharmonic 
concert.  The  second^  time  he  led  the  now  famous  "Peer  Gynt" 
Suite.  Upon  his  third  trip  Cambridge  conferred  upon  him  the 
degree  of  doctor  of  music. 

Grieg  also  played  and  conducted  with  great  success  in  France, 
where  at  the  invitation  of  the  conductor  he  played  his  piano 
concerto  at  a  Colonne  concert.  Upon  this  visit  an  episode  peculiarly 
French  occurred.  Grieg  had  sympathized  so  strongly  with  the  side 
of  right  and  justice  in  the  celebrated  Dre^ius  case  that  he  had  re- 
fused to  play  in  Paris  at  the  time.  As  he  permitted  his  letter  of 
refusal  to  be  printed  in  a  German  paper,  it  came  to  the  ears  of  the 
Parisians,  and  when,  four  years  later,  he  decided  to  accept  the  invi- 
tation of  M.  Colonne  what  might  have  been  expected  happened. 
The  public  that  drowned  out  Tannhiiuscr  with  penny  whistles  and 
tom-toms  because  the  composer  had  written  the  ballet  in  the  first 
act  (a  criticism  of  their  taste  which  was  not  to  be  tolerated),  had  a 
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similar  revenge  upon  Grieg.  An  American  resident  of  Paris  who 
was  present  has  given  me  an  interesting  account  of  it.  The  ex- 
traordinary thing  is  that  the  hoodlum  manifestation  did  not  proceed 
from  a  mob,  but  from  an  army  of  people  that  seemed  to  represent 
the  most  respected  citizens  of  Paris.  Cries  of  '' Les  excuses"  echoed 
above  the  concerted  din  which  had  been  planned  to  proceed  from 
various  parts  of  the  house.  Grieg,  it  was  related,  took  the  matter 
calmly,  and  after  a  moment  raised  his  baton.  The  racket,  however, 
instead  of  continuing  so  that  the  performance  was  abandoned,  as  in 
the  case  of  Tannhauser,  died  down  after  a  few  bars,  but  was  renewed 
with  even  greater  vigor  at  the  end.  When  Frau  Gulbranson  arose 
to  sing,  cries  of  "Coward!"  "He  hides  behind  a  woman!"  etc.,  were 
heard  all  over  the  house.  But  in  the  end  the  concert  was  concluded. 
Grieg,  in  referring  to  the  matter  afterward,  seems  to  have  been — 
very  charitably — amused  by  it. 

It  is  our  great  deprivation  that  Grieg  was  never  permitted  to  visit 
America.  For  the  last  seven  years  his  health  was  so  broken  that  he 
dared  not  venture  upon  the  long  sea  voyage.  One  of  his  lungs  had 
been  useless  for  many  years,  and  he  suffered  terribly  from  asthma. 
Indeed,  his  condition  was  such  that  his  death  was  not  an  unforeseen 
calamity. 

HIS  concerts  with  his  wife  must  have  had  a  most  unique  and 
extraordinary  charm.  Neither  of  them  possessed  the  highest 
degree  of  technical  proficiency — Grieg  having  had  one  of  his 
hands  run  over  by  a  heavy  cart,  so  that  the  use  of  it  was  much 
impaired,  yet  the  spirit  of  his  performances  seems  to  have  been 
indescribably  moving  and  thrilling.  The  same  quality  seems  to  have 
been  possessed  by  his  wife.  Mr.  Finck  quotes  Joakim  Reinhard  as 
saying,  "Nothing  were  easier  to  criticise  than  Mrs.  Grieg's  singing, 
yet  no  singing  ever  made  such  an  impression  on  me  as  hers."  And 
again  he  recalls,  "  being  reminded  afterward  by  some  cold-blooded 
individual  that  in  the  first  three  or  four  bars  of  such  and  such  a  song 
Mrs.  Grieg  made  such  and  such  mistakes."  And  adds, "  it  is  a  strange 
fact  but  it  is  an  incontrovertible  one  that  no  one  ever  observed  errors 
in  the  latter  part  of  Mrs.  Grieg's  songs."  Apparently  her  effect  upon 
all  the  musicians  who  heard  her  has  been  the  same.  Tchaikovsky 
relates  that  when  he  heard  her  sing  Grieg's  "Springtide"  tears 
came  to  his  eyes.  Her  singing  seems  to  have  been  in  a  sense  a  thing 
of  the  spirit  that  transcended  technical  limitations,  like  the  playing  of 
a  great  master  upon  an  inadequate  instrument. 
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The  relation  between  Grieg  and  his  wifejvas  one  of  those  per- 
fect, exquisitely-attuned  understandings  that  sometimes  come  mto 
the  Hves  of  men  of  genius.  As  in  the  case  of  Wagner  and  Robert 
Schumann,  it  unquestionably  made  a  difference  in  Grieg's  art,  and 
like  Robert  Schumann,  not  only  were  his  most  beautiful  love  songs 
inspired  by  his  wife,  but  some  of  the  finest  were  composed  during 
their  married  life. 

Tchaikovsky  describes  Grieg  and  his  wife  as  resembling  each 
other — they  were  cousins — both  being  small,  fragile,  sympathetic. 
"And,"  he  adds,  "I  was  soon  convinced  that  Madame  Grieg  was  as 
amiable,  as  gentle,  as  childishly  simple  and  without  guile  as  her 
celebrated    husband." 

Grieg's  wife  survives  him.  The  one  shadow  of  their  domestic 
life  was  the  loss  of  their  only  child  at  thirteen  months.  Pathetic 
accounts  are  given  by  Grieg's  friends  of  his  love  for  this  little  baby 
and  his  recollections  of  each  small  incident  in  its  short  life. 

The  majority  of  Grieg's  compositions  were  for  the  piano  and  the 
voice.  He  has  written  over  one  hundred  and  twenty  songs  and  a 
large  number  of  lyric  compositions  and  tone  pictures  for  the  piano. 
Of  these  his  wonderful  Ballade  in  G  minor  is  said  to  be  his  own 
favorite  composition.  His  beautiful  C  minor  concerto  is  well  known  to 
New  York  concert-goers.  He  has  written  an  exquisite  string  quartette 
which  has  been  played  by  the  Kneisel  quartette,  three  viohn  sonatas, 
a  piano  sonata,  a  number  of  compositions  for  piano  and  violin,  and 
a  sonata  for  piano  and  'cello,  some  melodies  for  string  orchestra  and 
piano  compositions  for  four  hands.  He  has  also  written  a  number 
of  compositions  for  solo  voice,  chorus  and  orchestra:  "At  the  Cloister 
Gate,"  written,  immediately  after  his  visit  to  Liszt,  to  the  verses 
of  the  Norwegian  poet  Bjornson  and  dedicated  to  Liszt;  "Recognition 
of  Land,"  another  setting  of  a  Bjornson  poem;  "Olaf  Trygvason," 
the  first  act  of  an  opera  for  which  the  same  poet  desired  to  write  the 
words, — a  project  that  Bjornson  subsequently  abandoned.  Grieg's 
orchestral  compositions,  nine  in  number,  were  first  introduced  to 
Americans  by  Theodore  Thomas  and  Anton  Seidl.  They  include 
"In  Autumn,"  "Berliot,"  "Sigurd  Jorsalfar"  (which  was  written 
in  eight  days),  the  "Holberg"  Suite — and  the  exquisite  "Peer  Gynt" 
Suite  WT-itten  at  Ibsen's  request  to  accompany  the  play — decorative 
music  it  has  been  called — a  conception  far  removed  from  the  crude 
American  theatrical  manager's  idea  of  "incidental  music."  Grieg 
has  said  that  the  music  requires  the  explanation  of  the  theatric 
representation. 
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WHILE  the  music  of  "Peer  GjTit"  has  long  been  famihar  to 
Americans,  the  first  opportunity  to  see  and  hear  both  play  and 
music  was  given  last  season  when  the  play  with  the  music 
was  produced  by  the  late  Richard  Mansfield.  Necessarily,  for  a  one- 
night  performance,  the  play  was  cut.  Unfortunately,  Mr.  INIansfield 
was  obliged  to  carry  the  burden  of  the  whole  performance,  as  his 
support  was  painfully  inadequate.  Solvejg  can  be  realized  only  in 
a  singer  of  the  best  musicianship.  In  this  production  the  failure 
w'as  pitiable,  but  at  least  we  are  indebted  to  that  actor  who  strove 
always  to  force  upon  an  unthinking  public  plays  that  are  literature, 
for  a  glimpse  of  the  possible  beauties  of  this  intensely  national  master- 
piece of  the  two  Norwegian  men  of  genius. 

It  is  in  his  songs  that  Grieg's  genius  burns  most  concentratedly. 
Their  delicate  flame-like  beauty  eludes  description.  Often  they 
have  a  simplicity  of  effect  most  misleading  to  the  amateur,  for  their 
simplicity  is  the  very  essence  of  subtlety,  and  many  a  Wagner  singer 
of  distinguished  reputation  who  thrills  her  audience  with  her  im- 
passioned declamation  of  Isolde  cannot  illumine  the  still,  white 
places  of  the  soul  with  a  Grieg  melody.  That  mysterious  alchemy 
of  spirit  possessed  by  Nina  Grieg  is  a  rare  quality.  And  in  her  case 
one  feels  that  it  may  have  been  a  part  of  the  fine  communion  that 
existed  between  the  composer  and  his  wife.  Ordinarily,  perfect 
interpretation  of  the  Grieg  lieder  is  possible  only  to  those  of  flawless 
vocal  art — such  singers  as  Lilli  Lehmann,  who  was  the  first  great 
singer  to  familiarize  the  public  with  Grieg's  songs,  Marcella  Sem- 
brich  and  Johanna  Gadski. 

Among  the  most  beautiful  and  familiar  of  Grieg's  songs  are  the 
magnificently  dramatic,  "The  Swan,"  the  subtle,  delicate  "Spring- 
tide," that  most  tender  of  love  songs,  "I  Love  Thee,"  the  intensely 
Norse  "Solvejg's  Song,"  and  the  exquisite  cradle  songs. 

It  is  quite  impossible  not  to  regret  that  Grieg  never  wrote  ai! 
opera — something  as  essentially  of  his  country  as  Wagner's  "Die 
Meistersinger"  is  of  Germany.  His  delicate  health  which  so  limited 
his  activity  throughout  his  life — and  especially  during  his  later  years 
— is  supposed  to  have  been  the  reason  that  he  never  attempted  it. 
Yet  it  is  unintelligent  to  give  way  to  that  curious  tendency  of  tlie 
human  mind  to  complain  of  an  ai-tist  for  not  being  something  else.  We 
hear  Grieg  criticised — reproached — for  not  having  composed  "in  the 
larger  forms."  But  why  wish  that  Grieg  had  been  a  Wagner,  a 
Richard  Strauss?  It  is  enough  that  he  was  Grieg,  a  lyric  composer 
of  supreme  greatness,  whose  songs  are  destined  to  live. 
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While  it  is  difficult  to  find  traces  of  any  other  composer  in  Grieg's 
mature  work,  Mr.  Finck,  his  only  adequate  American  biographer, 
seems  to  feel  that  Grieg  was  in  a  measure  influenced  by  Chopin; 
and  Grieg  himself  states  that  in  the  songs  of  his  later  period  he  en- 
deavored to  learn  from  Wagner  how  to  perfect  his  declamation. 
Mr.  Finck  quotes  Van  der  Stucken  as  saying  that  at  the  time  he  knew 
Grieg,  his  favorite  composers  were  Chopin,  Schumann  and  Warner. 
He  also  admired  intensely  Bach,  Liszt,  Mozart  and  Verdi.  Grieg 
in  the  sphere  of  his  own  influence  has  not  only  set  in  motion  the  idea 
of  national  music,  but  has  influenced  to  imitation  composers  of  his 
own  country,  and  to  inspiration  our  own  Edward  MacDowell.  Yet 
MacDowell  is  ^NlacDowell,  and  Grieg  is  Grieg.  One  composer, 
tilled  with  the  clear,  wild  music  of  the  New  England  woods,  the  other 
with  his  ear  attuned  to  the  strange  echoes  and  overtones  of  that 
mysterious,  shimmering,  elf-haunted  land  of  the  far  north.  It  is 
something  to  be  thankful  for  that  even  if  both  have  had  their  tragic 
share  of  earthly  handicap,  at  least  each  has  been  recognized  and 
loved  in  his  native  land. 
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There  is  a  garden, 

A  garden  high  above  a  lake. 

A  brown  bird  sings  in  the  falling  rain, 

Beyond  the  gray  lake  rise  the  hills, 

Beyond  the  hills  are  the  snow  mountains. 

A  white  mist  trails  low. 

It  wavers  above  the  lake, 

It  hides  the  hills. 

Only  the  mountains  are  silver  shining; 

Above  the  sky  is  gray, 

Below  is  a  gray  water. 

The  mist  is  caught  in  the  trees. 

The  black  cedars  are  hidden  by  mist. 

In  the  garden  a  brown  bird  sings. 

And  is  gone. 

Ruth  Holme= 
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LIVE  THERE:  HOW  IT  WAS  BUILT  AND 
THE   LIFE  WITHIN:     BY  GILES  EDGERTON 

O  TRIED  to  dissuade  us  as  follows:  "They  ain't 
nobody  home  to  the  Lambs',  lessen  you  go  up  to  the 
old  homestead  at  Alpine." 

Bo's  full  name  was  Sambo.  He  was  very  fat 
and  black  and  sociable  and  seemed  puzzled  that  we 
should  go  calling  with  nobody  home. 

"Yessah.  I  does  sho'  know  where  they  all  lives 
in  dem  old  meadow  lots,  but  they  all's  gone  away  and  both  houses 
is  locked." 

When  we  replied  in  a  cheerful  tone,  "All  right,"  Bo  shook  his 
head  gloomily  and  Jim,  the  horse,  who  was  a  kindred  fat,  black 
spirit,  jogged  reluctantly  away  from  home  toward  the  woods  at  the 
edge  of  the  Palisades,  which  sloped  down  into  the  old  neglected 
meadow  land,  where  the  two  brothers,  Charles  and  Frederick  Lamb, 
had  built  their  homes,  far  off  the  main  traveled  road,  on  the  fringe 
of  the  forest. 

Our  afternoon  was  late  October,  mellow  and  fragrant,  with  be- 
lated bird  calls  and  goldenrod  gone  bro^\Ti  and  bittersweet  unfolding 
tiny  yellow  jackets  and  making  much  of  showy  cardinal  vests.  We 
wound  up  the  hillside  road  slowly.  Bo  and  Jim  sunk  in  the  melan- 
choly of  the  unusual.  An  abrupt  turn  took  us  out  on  a  narrow  road, 
rough,  with  trees  nearly  meeting  overhead  and  a  line  of  tall  black 
cedars  marking  its  limitations  as  a  thoroughfare.  Yellow  branches 
trailed  kindly  along  our  wagon  canopy,  and  shrubs  of  flaming  red 
glowed  in  the  landscape  as  though  celestial  fires  were  burning  in 
root  and  branch.  The  sun  slanted  across,  red  and  yellow,  making 
pathways  of  rose  and  gold  that  lured  the  fancy  with  dreams  of  fairy 
woods,  of  the  great  god  Pan  hidden  there  to  blow  sweet  melodies  for 
the  weary  at  heart. 

The  stately  line  of  cedars  narrowed,  the  road  grew  stonier,  and 
the  driver  and  the  driven  showed  a  growing  resentment  toward  pas- 
sengers who  would  not  keep  to  plain  God-fearing  macadam  or  asphalt 
on  a  trip  that  was  bound  to  keep  dinner  waiting  in  any  case. 

At  this  point,  when  Bo  felt  that  matters  were  at  their  worst,  we 
pointed  out  a  narrow  wagon  print  running  into  the  deep  woods,  no 
more  than  an  overgrown  trail.  It  seemed  to  zigzag  away  into  the 
shadows,  fitted  best  to  the  footsteps  of  hunter  or  shepherd.  Bo 
turned  heavily  around  in  the  seat,  "Now,  you  sho'  is  never  gwine 
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back  into  dis  ycr  no  'count  woods,  sah  ?  Nobody  ain't  living  yer 
sence  summer.  What  for  you  all's  wants  to  go  projectin'  around 
to  dese  dumb,  empty  houses,  sah  ?"  And  Jim,  the  horse,  looked  up 
the  shadowy  path  with  Bo's  feelings  exactly  duplicated  on  his  long, 
curious  black  face.  And  as  he  settled  back  in  the  harness,  "What 
for.-*"  was  in  every  toss  of  his  head. 

"Here,  you  Jim;  you  get  right  down  into  dese  woods,"  was  Bo's 
reluctant  command,  full  of  sympathy  and  reserve. 

A  few  steps,  and  we  were  in  the  arms  of  the  woods.  Yellow  maple 
drooped  and  hovered  over  us,  dogwood  with  red  berries  and  misty 
rose-hued  leaves  stood  sentinel  as  we  moved  along;  oak,  tall  and 
scrub,  russet  and  brown,  sent  us  sweet-scented  messages,  and  white 
birch  gleamed  out  of  the  gorgeous  mass,  here  and  there,  straight  and 
slender  and  reticent.  Branches,  exquisitely  fragrant,  came  up  close 
about  us,  touching  the  flanks  of  the  petulant  horse,  caressing  our 
faces,  breathing  in  our  ears,  folding  us  in  the  mysterious,  sacred 
perfimie  of  the  remote  forest. 

We  dreamed  our  way  down  the  trail,  our  hearts  heavy  with  the 
full  beauty  of  the  ripe  autumn  day. 

As  the  road  divided  into  a  sharp  fork,  Jim  stopped,  resentful  of 
further  complications,  and  Bo  smiled,  for  we  were  at  the  edge  of  the 
pasture  land  where  the  houses  of  the  two  brothers  had  been  built,  and 
Bo  knew  that  his  adventurous  hours  were  over. 

RESTING  upon  a  slope  at  the  topmost  edge  of  the  old  pasture  lots, 
the  houses  were  partly  revealed  to  us,  as  they  stood  back  from 
the  roadway  with  a  fine  reserve.  The  road  bi*anching  away 
on  either  side  left  them  back  from  any  suggestion  of  suburban  life, 
all  the  wild  woods  for  their  park,  and  the  slope  of  the  land  carrying 
the  view  out  for  miles  to  the  crest  of  the  misty  blue  Ramapo  hills — a 
vast  domain  for  the  owners  of  a  few  pasture  lots. 

We  knew  the  story  of  the  lovely  stretches  of  meadow  land.  When 
the  two  artists,  Charles  and  Frederick  Lamb,  were  little  chaps  living 
"up  to  Alpine"  these  lots  were  shorn  meadows,  whei-e  cows  strayed 
when  the  land  was  fallow,  and  where,  at  the  forest  edge,  there  were 
fine  games  when  school  hours  were  over. 

Years  after,  when  the  brothers  decided  that  life  to  be  complete 
must  be  equally  divided  into  accomplishment  and  preparation,  that 
brain  as  well  as  earth  must  have  its  fallow  time,  that  winter  months 
at  business  must  be  supplemented  by  summer  months  near  the  soil, 
they  found  no  fairer  spot  in  all  the  country  near  New  York  than  the 
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old  pasture  slope  which  had  been  gathered  back  by  the  lapse  of  years 
into  the  grace  and  beauty  of  Nature's  friendly  heart.  Mr.  Frederick 
Lamb  was  the  first  to  build,  just  where  the  road  forks,  and  six  years 
ago  Mr.  Charles  Lamb,  going  further  back  on  the  slope,  began  the 
home  which  is  illustrated  in  this  article. 

On  the  misty  fall  afternoon  of  our  visit,  as  we  crossed  the  green 
stretch  which  leads  to  Mr.  Frederick  Lamb's  door,  we  looked  from 
house  to  house,  enjoying  the  varying  personal  charm  of  each,  the 
cascades  of  brilliant  vines,  the  terraces  of  gorgeous  autumn  flowers, 
the  untouched  woods  for  a  background  and  the  horizon  as  far  off  as 
the  eye  could  carry. 

Mrs.  Charles  Lamb  later  told  the  story  of  the  building  of  "The 
Fold"  (as  her  country  house  is  called),  in  an  affectionate  untechnical 
way  that  made  one  see  how  a  true  home  must  have  its  real  cornerstone 
in  the  heart;  how  it  must  be  built  up  of  affection  and  joy  and  the 
"home  need,"  as  well  as  of  plaster  and  stone  and  wood,  and  that  the 
permanent  foundation  cannot  be  made  with  hands. 

"We  had  to  have  a  garden,"  she  first  explained,  "The  children 
needed  it  to  grow  in,  I  needed  it  to  work  off  city  nerves,  and  as  for 
Mr.  Lamb — well,  every  artist  should  have  a  flower  garden.  And 
in  our  minds  the  house  seemed  to  grow  out  of  the  garden — a  house 
wholly  for  our  contentment,  for  daily  use,  and  we  wanted  it  beautiful 
as  the  daily  things  of  life  should  be.  It  was  to  grow  up  out  of  the 
earth,  just  as  inevitably  as  the  garden  would,  an  intimate  part  of  the 
landscape  in  color  and  form.  And  so  the  foundation  leans  to  the 
slope  of  the  meadow,  the  stones  are  from  the  soil  where  we  dug  for 
the  foundation,  and  the  sand  for  the  plaster  came  from  the  lower 
meadows  and  the  wood  for  the  porch  from  across  the  roadway. 

"Our  house  belongs  there  on  the  edge  of  the  woods  just  as  much 
as  the  growing  trees  and  shrubs  do,  for  much  of  it  has  always  been 
there.  We  brought  out  foreign  materials  only  when  our  own  land 
could  not  supply  our  needs.  You  see  we  loved  the  land,  and  valued 
her  assistance.     People  could  not  have  been  more  friendly  to  us. 

"And  in  return  we  did  not  encroach  upon  her  reserve,  or  destroy 
her  individuality,  or  try  in  any  way  to  change  her  particular  beauty 
by  rendering  it  conventional  or  foreign.  We  cleared  off  no  spaces, 
nor  did  we  smooth  out  the  pleasant  wrmkled  surface  of  the  old  pasture 
into  hard  flat  lawns — that  would  have  been  a  poor  return  for  all  the 
meadows  were  giving  us. 

"The  country  people  in  the  region  just  about  helped  us  to  build. 
Old  Joe  Hen'  was  our  carpenter.      He  didn't  always  approve  of  our 
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A  ho:me  in  a  pasture  lot 

simple  ways  of  planning  and  executing;  in  his  eyes  we  were  getting 
out  of  the  village  architectural  rut,  and  he  felt  the  jolt;  but  he  'and 
his  folks  didn't  have  to  live  in  it,'  so  as  often  as  consistent  with  his 
professional  dignity  he  let  us  have  our  way.  He  rejoiced  when 
'doing  things  as  he  orto,'  and  we  rejoiced  with  him,  and  thus  more 
easily  secured  concessions  to  our  foolish  city  notions.  It  is  joyous 
work  to  build  a  home  to  fit  your  life,  all  phases  of  it." 

Truly,  a  satisfactory  ideal  for  a  home  for  our  modern  civilization 
of  intelligent  working  men  and  women — that  the  inspiration  should 
spring  from  the  hearts  of  the  dwellers  therein  and  the  material  out 
of  the  earth  upon  which  it  rests.  And,  as  you  cross  the  slope  to  the 
flower  garden,  you  feel  that  this  house  is  not  a  recently  erected  bit  of 
architecture,  but  a  place  of  peace,  immemorially  old  and  beautiful. 

You  reach  the  loggia,  or  roofed-over  porch,  at  one  side  through 
a  walled-in  flower  garden,  which  sounds  very  feudal  and  haughty, 
but  the  walls  are  low,  of  soft-hued  plaster  and  vine  covered,  and  the 
garden  is  a  tangle  of  fragrance  and  color,  of  iris,  violet  and  cream 
and  yellow  in  season,  later  of  asters  in  blue  and  purple,  and  chrysan- 
themums great  and  small ;  on  our  autumn  day  there  were  many  tall, 
slender  Japanese  moon-white  flowers,  scentless,  cold  and  lovely. 
You  enter  the  garden  through  a  low  gate  and  flowers  brush  your  face 
as  you  stoop  to  the  courtesy  of  formally  latching  it  behind  you.  You 
tread  the  brick  pathway  very  slowly,  for  perfume  makes  laggard 
feet,  and  then  you  mount  the  steps  of  field  stones  to  the  living  porch, 
which  may  be  called  a  loggia  or  an  outdoor  living  room  or  a  sheltered 
porch.  It  is  all  three.  It  extends  the  width  of  the  house,  facing  the 
wide  valleys  and  hills.  The  second  story  is  its  roof,  and  it  serves  as 
a  sheltering  vestibule  for  the  main  entrance.  It  is  the  summer 
dining  room  in  bright  weather,  and  for  summer  evenings  it  is  the  ideal 
resting  place.  There  are  wide  wooden  benches  at  the  sides  and 
against  the  house,  and  a  great  square  table  in  the  center  space  with 
chairs  at  one's  convenience.  A  trellis  projects  out  at  the  roof  edge 
all  around,  and  vines  stretch  up  from  the  flower  beds,  which  circle  the 
stone  foundation,  to  shade  the  porch  and  drape  the  trellises.  On 
one  side  there  are  grape  vines  in  profusion,  so  that  dessert  for  an 
autumn  luncheon  is  gathered  almost  from  one's  chair,  and  on  the 
other  side  is  shade  from  woodbine,  yellow  and  scarlet  the  day  of 
our  visit. 

From  the  porch  the  utmost  beauty  of  the  situation  is  laid  bare 
for  you.  The  property  is  bordered  by  two  long  lines  of  straight 
high  cedars  banded  into  a  wall  with  festoons  of  woodbine  and  close- 
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crowded  bay  and  sumac.  Far  as  the  meadows  stretch,  the  lines 
of  cedars  pass  down  the  valley  in  single  file,  with  here  and  there  in 
the  open  lot  an  isolated  tree,  upright,  slender  and  green,  of  a  moon- 
light night  seeming  to  brush  the  sky,  a  thing  of  sacred  beauty  to  those 
wiio  dwell  intimately  with  trees. 

Scattered  patches  of  kindly  color  over  the  meadow  land  prove  to 
be  the  vegetable  gardens,  placed  where  they  would  attract  the  most 
sunlight  and  add  a  homely  beauty  to  the  landscape.  For  to  these 
artists  in  life,  a  vegetable  is  not  a  thing  to  be  despised  or  its  whole- 
some sweet  growth  a  process  to  be  hidden  from  sight.  All  of 
Nature's  ways  seem  pleasant  to  the  occupants  of  "The  Fold." 

Later  the  beauty  of  the  home  indoors  was  revealed  through  photo- 
graphs, the  delightful  great  living  room,  which  is  dining  and  sitting 
room  combined,  with  the  large  fireplace  and  built-in  window-seat 
and  a  round  table  for  knights  of  modern  chivalry  and  casement 
windows  for  the  ladies. 

There  are  no  schemes  nor  periods  of  furnishings,  "Just,"  as  Mrs. 
Lamb  put  it,  "the  best  and  most  beautiful  we  could  get  to  supply 
each  need."  And  the  eft'ect  of  the  whole  a  delightful  harmony,  a 
diverse  manifestation  of  one  point  of  taste;  for  harmony  is  not  same- 
ness, but  variety  of  expressions  of  a  definite  ideal. 

That  a  woman  so  essentially  a  home-maker  of  the  most  intensive 
kind,  so  profoundly  a  mother,  with  most  genuine  joy  in  the  bringing  up 
(literally  up)  of  a  group  of  boys  and  girls  should  also  have  proved 
herself  an  artist  of  distinction  in  more  than  one  field  of  endeavor 
furnishes  an  interesting  study  to  the  traditionalist  who  contends  that 
a  woman's  brain  must  always  be  wickedly  fed  by  the  sacrifices  of 
the  heart. 

When  asked  how  she  had  so  successfully  overcome  traditional 
ideas,  IVIrs.  Lamb  said,  "I  have  three  reasons — an  accurate,  deter- 
mined Scotch  father,  a  beauty-loving,  sensitive  English  mother,  and — " 
Mrs.  Lamb  hesitated — "and  Mr.  Lamb,  who  has  believed  that  I 
could  do  things  in  the  art  world  and  who  has  never  permitted  me  to 
shut  up  the  studio  for  the  nursery  and  the  kitchen.  We  have  studied 
and  worked  together,  and  no  mention  of  what  I  have  accomplished 
is  accurate  without  his  name.  He  has  given  me  so  much  inspiration 
as  well  as  practical  aid  that  to  me  the  work  seems  more  than  half  his." 

The  work  through  which  Ella  Condie  Lamb  will  be  longest 
remembered  is  unquestionably  her  mural  decorations  for  public 
buildings  and  her  cartoons  for  stained  glass  windows. 

In  the  Flower  Memorial,  donated  the  town  of  Watertovvn,  New 
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York,  by  Mrs.  Emma  Flower  Taylor  (a  full  account  of  which  was 
given  in  The  Craftsman  for  January,  nineteen  hundred  and  five), 
Mrs.  Lamb's  mural  painting  is  the  principal  decoration  in  the  north 
library.  The  painting  is  called  "The  Open  Book,"  and  forms  an 
oval  panel  at  one  end  of  the  room.  The  color  scheme,  the  technique, 
the  harmonv  of  design  with  interior  fittings  all  have  been  widely 
discussed;  a'  still  further  beauty  of  the  work  seems  more  profitable 
to  dwell  upon  here— namely,  the  idea  that  Mrs.  Lamb's  art  is  no 
more  separated  from  her  life  as  a  mother  and  home-maker,  than  her 
domestic  life  is  remote  from  her  art.  It  would  inevitably  remain  for 
a  woman  in  whom  the  mother  feeling  was  so  richly  developed  to 
present  "Knowledge  is  Power,"  as  a  woman  in  exquisite  maturity 
holding  an  open  book  for  children  to  study.  The  four  larger  models, 
beautiful  in  form  and  expression,  were  drawn  from  the  artist's  own 
children.  "The  littlest  one"  was  painted  from  Mrs.  Taylor's 
youngest  child.  There  was  no  "withdrawing  from  life  to  higher 
planes"  to  paint  this  picture,  no  shutting  away  home  surroundings 
to  "express  oneself."  Of  course,  there  were  many  difficulties  en- 
countered, and  much  hard  work,  for  Mrs.  Lamb  has  a  Scotch  con- 
science as  a  foundation  for  her  art  work  and  she  accomplishes  slowly ; 
first  drawing  each  figure  from  a  nude  model,  then  drawing  special 
detail  studies  of  the  hands  and  feet  she  wishes  to  make  most  expres- 
sive, later  the  figures  are  draped,  and  there  are  studies  of  draperies, 
and  often  the  head  of  the  figures  done  entirely  in  detail  to  establish 
the  idea  of  color.  There  is  no  "running  up  to  the  studio  and 
dashing  off  a  great  work  of  art,"  but  weeks  of  work,  all  done  in 
connection  with  planning  dinners,  managing  servants  and  loving 
children. 

The  children's  reading  room  in  the  Flower  Memorial  is  also 
decorated  by  Mrs.  Lamb.  This  room  is  a  memorial  to  Mrs.  Tay- 
lor's eldest  son,  and  the  children  in  panels  carrying  spring  flowers 
were  drawn  from  Mrs.  Taylor's  little  boy  and  girl. 

Other  important  work  of  Mrs.  Lamb's  appears  in  the  Sage  Chapel 
at  Cornell  University.  In  the  beautiful  frieze  in  the  apse  the  groups, 
"The  Sciences,"  "The  Arts"  and  "Philosophy"  are  all  designed  and 
executed  by  Mrs.  Lamb;  the  designer  of  the  chapel  as  a  whole  being 
Mr.  Charles  Lamb.  So  perfect  is  the  entire  color  scheme  of  the 
chapel  and  so  harmonious  the  beauty  of  the  frieze  that  it  is  difficult 
to  pass  this  achievement  with  so  few  words.  But  there  is  yet  the 
decoration  for  the  house  of  Spencer  Trask  at  Tuxedo  to  be  spoken 
of— an  oval-topped  panel  called  the  "North  Wind,"  a  conception 
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of  much  vividness  of  color  and  action;  and  there  is  also  Mrs.  Lamb's 
work  as  a  portrait  and  landscape  painter. 

How  often  the  artist  seems  to  delight  in  limiting  himself  to  what 
he  terms  his  vietier,  to  landscape  alone,  even  one  kind  of  landscape, 
or  to  portraits,  or  to  the  remote  and  symbolic,  the  greater  the  limitation 
the  greater  the  pride.     Specializing  in  art  as  in  medicine. 

And  yet  we  find  this  very  busy  mother  not  only  designing  decorations 
for  churches,  universities  and  homes,  but  engrossed  in  doing  pecu- 
liarly sympathetic  portraits  in  oil  or  color  crayons  of  "young  men  and 
maidens,  old  men  and  children." 

Her  landscape  work  is  most  often  sketches  in  color  of  the  pasture 
land  surrounding  the  country  home,  flower  studies  from  the  walled- 
in  garden,  patches  of  the  vegetable  gardens,  a  vista  down  by  the 
cedar  borders,  the  children  everywhere,  a  blue  blouse  in  a  clump 
of  purple  iris,  a  child  at  work,  at  play,  equally  happy,  and  so  she 
seems  to  relate  all  of  life  to  all  of  art,  and  there  is  apparently  in  this 
home  no  end  to  the  joy  of  life  or  the  beauty  of  its  expression — the 
ideal  of  happiness  realized  through  the  completest  opportunity  for 
labor. 
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N  EVERY  babe  that  gains  the  light 

Through  rack  of  human  pain, 

In  each  new-breathing  soul  tonight 


The  Christ-child  lives  again. 
In  every  drop  of  anguish,  pressed 

From  pallid  woman's  brow. 
In  everv  viroin  mother-breast 

His  Mother  whispers  now. 

And  wise  men  through  the  darkness  hie, 

Lo!     In  the  East — a  Star! 
O  little  Christ  who  is  to  die 

Was  your  soul's  journey  far  ? 
Strange  meteor  wounds  of  death  and  birth 

Lighting  an  endless  sea; 
A  little  child  has  come  to  earth 

And  lie  must  die  for  me! 

M.\RY  McNeil  Fenollosa. 
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THE  WORDS  OF  HIPAROPAI:  A  LEAF  FROM 
A  TRAVELER'S  DIARY,  SHOWING  THE 
INDIAN'S  OUTLOOK  UPON  THE  TRANSITION 
PERIOD:  BY  NATALIE  CURTIS:  AUTHOR  OF 
"THE  INDIANS'  BOOK  " 

SN  THE  heart  of  the  desert,  on  the  boundary  Hne  of 
Arizona  and  Southern  California,  lies  the  town  of 
Yuma.  Opposite  the  town,  on  the  California  side  of  the 
Colorado  River,  dwell  the  Yuma  Indians  on  land  set 
apart  for  them  by  the  government  as  an  Indian  re- 
serve. Though  the  Yumas  have  given  their  name  to 
a  whole  linguistic  group,  there  are  only  about  six 
hundred  Yuma  Indians  proper.  Their  own  name  for  themselves 
is  Cochan.  They  are  a  well-built  people,  strong,  muscular  and 
brown.  It  speaks  well  for  them  that  the  state  penitentiary  on  the 
border  of  the  town,  while  numbering  ^Mexicans,  Americans  and  now 
and  then  an  Apache  among  its  inmates,  holds  never  an  Indian  of 
Yuma.  In  spite  of  their  proximity  to  the  town,  these  Indians  are 
comparatively  free  from  many  of  'the  vices  unconsciously  acquired 
by,  a  primitive  people^who  are  ignorant  of  new  temptations. 

« The  following  paragraphs  are  a  true  record  of  a  talk  with  Hipar- 
opai,  one  of  the  oldest  women  of  the  tribe.  It  should  be  stated,  how- 
ever, that  the  recorder  has  made  no  study  of  the  religious  beliefs 
of  the  Yumas,  nor  of  the  Yuman  mythology,  and  therefore  cannot  say 
how  nearlv  Hiparopai's  individual'  thought  conforms  to  that  of  her 
people.  Hiparopai's  words  are  offered  as  giving  the  point  of  view 
of  the  Indian  himself  upon  the  changes  that  confront  him  in  the 
life  of  today. 

Hiparopai  was  sitting  in  the  shade  of  a  thatched  shed.  It  was 
spring,  and  the  plum  tree  beside  her  was  just  breaking  into  blossom. 
In  contrast  with  this  budding  freshness  drooped  the  aged  form. 
Hiparopai  was  bent,  but  her  strong  frame  still  showed  the  vigor  of 
the  Indian.  Over  each  shoulder  hung  a  heavy  plait  of  gray  hair. 
The  brown  face  was  firm  and  round,  the  dark  eyes  gentle  and  thought- 

p      1 

Hiparopai  glanced  up  inquiringly  as  I  drew  near.  "They  told 
me  vou  were  looking  for  me,"  she  said.  ^^ 

I  held  out  my  hand.     "I  have  looked  for  you  for  many  weeks, 
I  answered.     "The  other  Indians  have  told  you  this,  I  know.     I 
love  your  people  and  I  want  to  know  them." 
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"\ou  love  Indians?"  was  the  slow  response,  followed  by  a  long 
look.  Then  the  brown  eyes  softened  and  Hiparopai  said  simply, 
"Sit  down:  I  will  tell  you  what  I  can.  What  is  it  that  you  want  to 
know  ?" 

"  Will  you  tell  me  of  yourself  ?"  I  asked. 

"iVly  life  has  been  long  and  full  of  change,"  was  the  answer. 
"Once  when  I  was  a  child  our  people  were  fighting  with  the  Cocopas, 
and  I  was  alone  with  my  mother  in  our  melon  patch.  I  was  stolen 
by  the  Cocopas  and  traded  to  a  Mexican  for  a  pony.  The  Mexican 
sold  me  to  a  white  man,  who  took  me  north  to  California.  All 
my  youth  I  worked  among  strangers  till  at  last  a  great  longing  came 
over  me  to  see  my  own  people  again,  and  I  came  home  and  married. 
My  husband  died  and  1  put  my  little  boy  in  the  government  school* 
and  went  away  again  to  work,  for  we  were  poor.  So  I  grew  old. 
Then  my  son  came  to  find  me;  he  had  grown  to  be  a  young  man. 
He  said,  'Mother,  come  back  to  live  with  us.  If  you  are  ill,  then  I 
am  near.  Never  mind  if  we  are  poor.  What  good  is  life  if  we  are 
not  happy.?  And  the  best  happiness  is  to  be  together.'  So  he 
brought  me  back  to  live  with  my  people.  White  people  think  that 
money  is  everything;  we  Indians  thmk  that  happiness  is  more. 
"Yes,"  she  added,  slowly,  "you  teach  my  people  to  believe  that  money 
is  the  greatest  thing.     We  used  to  care  to  be  happy  in  our  homes." 

HIPAROPAI  broke  off  and  her  eyes  took  on  a  dreamy  look. 
The  Yuma  of  today  seemed  to  fade  from  her  mental  vision, 
and  the  olden  time  rose  before  her — the  time  when  the  glittering 
desert  stretched  out  vast  and  silent  with  never  a  white  man's  house 
upon  it;  when  the  Colorado  River  wound  its  rushing  course  between 
green  cottonwood  trees,  unspanned  by  bridge,  unnavigated  by  steam, 
as  yet,  all  unexplored. 

"Long  ago,"  she  began  softly,  as  though  unmindful  of  my  pres- 
ence, "long  ago  there  were  many  of  us.  Before  the  Americans  took 
our  land  we  lived  along  the  river,  up  and  down,  and  on  both  sides. 
Now  we  only  have  the  reservation.  But  when  I  was  young  my  home 
was  in  the  valley;  it  is  all  white  people's  farms  now." 

She  gazed  before  her  with  wistful  sadness.  Then  a  sudden 
spasm  of  coughing  racked  her  bent  frame. 

"Hiparopai,"  I  cried,  "why  is  it  that  so  many  of  your  people 
cough  ?' 

♦Schools  for  the  Indians  are  maintained  on  the   reservation  by  the  government  or  by 
missionaries.     There  are  also  several  non-reservation  boarding  schools. 
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She  shook  her  head,  then  answered  simply,  "1  cannot  tell;  it 
seems  as  though  you  white  folk  bring  poison  to  us  Indians.  Sickness 
comes  with  you,  and  hundreds  of  us  die."  She  paused  again  pathet- 
ically. "  Where  is  our  strength  .?  Look  at  me;  my  father  and  mother 
never  knew  what  sickness  was,  but  1,  I  cough  always.  In  the  old 
times  we  were  strong.  We  used  to  hunt  and  fish.  We  raised  our 
little  crop  of  corn  and  melons  and  ate  the  mesquite  beans.  Now 
all  is  changed.  We  eat  the  white  man's  food,  and  it  makes  us  soft; 
we  wear  the  white  man's  heavy  clothing  and  it  makes  us  weak.  Each 
day  in  the  old  times  in  summer  and  in  winter  we  came  down  to  the 
river  banks  to  bathe.  This  strengthened  and  toughened  our  firm 
skin.  But  white  settlers  were  shocked  to  see  the  naked  Indians,  so 
now  we  keep  away.  In  old  days  we  wore  the  breech-cloth,  and 
aprons  made  of  bark  and  reeds.  We  worked  all  winter  in  the  wind — 
bare  arms,  bare  legs,  and  never  felt  the  cold.  But  now,  when  the 
wind  blows  down  from  the  mountains  it  makes  us  cough."  The 
voice  was  low  and  solemn.  "Yes — we  know  that  when  you  come, 
we  die.'' 

"It  will  not  always  be  thus,  my  friend,"  I  said.  "Try  to  believe 
that  a  better  day  will  come." 

"Ah,  well — white  people  do  not  mean  to  harm  us — maybe.  But 
you  do  not  understand  my  people,  and"  she  added  slowly,  "'you  never 
even  try.  You  want  now  to  divide  for  us  the  little  land  that  we  may 
still  call  our  own.  You  never  ask  us  what  we  would  like,  or  would 
not  like.  We  are  ruled  by  your  laws  and  you  never  try  to  make  plain 
to  us  what  these  laws  mean.  Wliite  people  came  upon  our  land  and 
built  a  chapel  for  us  there.  Did  they  ask  us  if  we  wanted  it  ?  Did 
they  pay  us  for  the  land  ?  Perhaps  we  would  rather  have  had  the 
land  for  our  farms.  They  want  us  to  have  their  religion.  Would 
it  not  be  fairer  if  they  built  their  chapel  on  their  own  land  and  asked 
us  then  to  come  to  it  ?  You  want  our  children  to  go  to  the  schools  that 
you  have  for  us.  Do  you  come  to  us  old  people  first  and  tell  us  about 
the  schools,  and  explain  to  us  what  the  schools  are  for,  so  that  we 
may  understand  ?     We  Indians  only  know  that  schools  will  make 

our  children  like  white  people,  and  some  of  us "  she  paused,  then 

said  quietly,  "  some  of  us  do  not  like  white  people  and  their  ways. 

"Of  course  I  know  that  schools  are  good  and  that  white  people 
mean  them  to  help  my  people.  Schools  are  good;  it  is  right  for 
everyone  to  learn  all  he  can  from  everyone.  But  white  people  should 
be  more  gentle  with  the  older  Indians  if  we  cannot  quickly  under- 
stand.    Our  lives  are  sad — and  we  love  our  children.     If  I  came  to 
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take  your  children  to  some  strange  place  to  learn  things  of  which 
you  knew  nothing,  would  you  like  it  ?  If  I,  an  Indian  woman,  took 
Vour  children  to  the  desert  to  make  them  grow  like  Indians,  would 
you  like  it  ?  We  Indians  have  the  same  love  for  our  brown  children 
that  you  have  for  your  white  ones.  Explain  to  us  all  the  new  things 
that  you  mean  for  our  good;  take  the  trouble  to  know  us  a  little  if 
you  really  want  to  help  and  teach  us.  You  do  not  understand  our 
customs.  You  do  not  understand  the  way  we  think  and  feel.  A 
white  man  laughed  when  he  asked  me  why  we  cared  when  the  white 
people  sheared  us  like  sheep.*  Are  we  not  men,  too  ?  Should  not 
each  man  think  and  dress  as  suits  his  life  ?  We  like  long  hair.  Is 
it  not  beautiful.^  Why  have  we  not  a  right  to  what  is  ours  .^  We 
never  interfered  with  you  until  you  interfered  with  us.  How  does 
our  long  hair  harm  you  ?  Your  men  wear  stiff  clothes  and  hard 
collars.  Your  dress  seems  foolish  and  uncomfortable  to  us,  as  ours 
may  to  you.  Yet  you  would  not  like  it  if  we  took  your  collars 
off.'' 

"Not  all  white  people  are  thus.  Some  of  us  would  gladly  know 
of  your  religion.     You,  too,  believe  in  the  Great  Spirit.' 

HIPAROPAI  gazed  quietly  at  me  for  a  moment,  then  said. 
"  Is  there  a  people  who  does  not  ?     How  would  we  know 
how  to  live  if  we  did  not  believe  in  something  greater  than 
ourselves .''     W^hat    would    teach    us  ?" 

She  pointed  to  the  plum  tree  beside  her.  "Wlio  tells  the  tree 
when  it  is  time  to  put  out  its  little  leaves  ?  Wlio  tells  those  black- 
birds that  warm  weather  has  come,  and  that  they  may  fly  north 
again  ?  Birds  and  trees  obey  something  that  is  wiser  than  they. 
They  would  never  know  of  themselves.  Often  I  sit  alone  in  the 
desert  and  look  at  the  lilies  and  all  the  pretty  little  pink  flowers,** 
and  I  say,  'Who  told  you  that  spring  was  here  and  it  was  time  for 
you  to  come.^'  and  I  think,  and  1  think,  and  always  the  truth  comes 
back  to  me  the  same.  It  is  the  Somet^iing  Greater  that  tells  all 
things  how  to  live.       We  are  like    the  flowers.       We  live  and  die, 

*Some  years  ago  Washington  issued  an  order  that  the  hair  of  all  Indians  should  be  cut 
short.  The  hair  cutting  had  to  be  done  by  force.  This  order  with  its  enactment  created 
such  indignation  and  disturbance  among  the  Indians  that  it  was  revoked.  In  a  message 
to  employes,  the  present  Indian  Commissioner  advocated  tolerance  of  hereditary  customs 
of  the  Indians,  and  said  that  so  long  as  the  Indians  were  properly  clad,  they  should  be  allowed 
to  dress  as  best  suited  their  taste  and  comfort  and  the  climate  in  which  they  lived.  How- 
ever, there  lingers  among  many  government  of&cials  and  missionaries  a  prejudice  against 
any  form  of  native  dress. 

**In  spring  the  deserts  of  Arizona  and  California  are  covered  with  wild  flowers. 
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and   of   ourselves  we   know  nothing.      But   the  Something   Greater 
teaches  us — teaches  us  how  to  hve/' 

"And  when  we  die?"  I  asked. 

"Then  it  is  all  happiness.  When  we  die  we  are  all  alike.  There 
is  no  difference  then." 

"And  when  you  burn  your  dead  in  those  great  funeral  pyres,  and 
burn  the  house  and  everything  belonging  to  the  dead  man,  what  is 
your  reason;  will  you  tell  me.''" 

"The  body  is  nothing  now.  We  burn  it  to  set  the  spirit  free. 
If  there  is  old  age  or  disease,  all  this  is  burned  away  from  the  spirit 
with  the  body.  And  we  burn  all  the  dead  man's  things  so  that  he 
may  have  them  in  the  other  life.*  If  his  people  love  him  very  much, 
they  burn  all  their  things  too,  so  that  he  may  have  those  also.  And 
if  we  are  rich  enough  we  buy  or  make  new  things  so  that  he  may  have 
as  much  as  possible  in  the  other  life." 

"And  what  does  'the  Speaker'  say  when  he  talks  so  solemnly 
at  the  funeral   pyre .'" 

"The  Speaker  tells  of  the  man  that  is  dead.  He  tells  what  a 
great  man  he  was — how  strong,  how  brave.  And  he  tells  of  the 
trees,  how  the}^  grow  tall  and  straight  and  send  out  wide  branches — 
then  how  they  grow  old  and  slowly  decay,  until  at  last  they  fall. 
This,  he  says,  is  the  life  of  man — this  is  the  life  of  man." 

The  voice  dropped,  and  we  sat  long  in  silence  till  the  cool  patch 
of  shade  that  had  sheltered  us  shifted  away.     I  glanced  up;  the  sun 
had  moved,  and  I  knew  that  I  had  far  to  go.     I  took  Hiparopai's 
hand. 
;      "I  looked  for  you  long  and  now  we  are  friends,"  I  said. 

"We  are  friends,"  Hiparopai  repeated.  "I  live  far  from  here — • 
many  miles  out  on  the  reservation,  where  I  can  feel  the  air  wide 
around  me,  and  look  off  far.  I  must  always  be  where  I  can  feel  the 
air.  But  I  must  see  people  too,  so  I  live  by  the  wells  where  many 
come  and  go;  I  have  little  to  offer,  but  if  you  will  come  you  are  wel- 
come to  all  that  I  have. 

"You  say  you  want  to  know  my  people.'  There  is  but  one  way. 
Live  among  them.  See  them  in  their  fields,  planting  and  harvesting; 
see  them  with  their  children;  hear  them  sing!  In  old  days  we  were 
a  happy  people  and  we  had  many  songs.  You  can  never  know  the 
Indians  by  looking  at  them  only.  If  you  would  really  know  us, 
come.     You  are  welcome  to  all  that  I  have." 


*Many  Indian  tribes  believe  that  material  objects  have  spiritual  life  as  well  as  material 
form,  even  as  man  has  both  spirit  and  body. 
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SION ART  OF  GEORGE  H.  SEELEY:  BY  GILES 
EDGERTON 

IHERE  are  those  of  us  to  whom  the  half-tones  of  nature, 
the  shadows,  the  dehcacies,  the  soft  edges  appeal,  who 
want  the  glow,  not  the  glare,  of  sunlight,  who  prefer 
tenderness  to  drama,  and  who  like  the  imagination 
stirred  rather  than  the  sensibilities  shocked.  In  this 
more  quiet  rank  and  file  of  workers  are  the  lyric 
poets,  the  writers  of  gray  symbols,  the  musicians  of 
folk  lore  and  the  Secession  photographers.  There  are  minds  which 
must  relate  each  individual  beauty  to  every  other  and  all  of  beauty 
to  daily  life — to  them,  a  poem  must  have  music  and  modeling,  music 
must  sound  forth  poetry  and  drama  (as  Wagner  so  well  knew). 

As  you  know  a  person  well,  the  face  becomes  a  reflection  of  char- 
acter; so,  as  you  care  more  dearly  for  a  bit  of  landscape,  it  conveys 
to  you  even  at  a  distance  the  impression  of  color,  of  sweet  scents,  of 
the  quality  of  the  soil.  You  see  what  the  passerby  cannot  get,  as 
in  the  ordinary  portrait  you  recognize  what  the  casual  observer  does 
not  surmise.  And  so  the  Photo-Secessionist  must  divine  the  tem- 
perament in  the  sitter,  as  he  must  divine  the  spiritual  quality  of  a 
landscape.  He  must  be  a  poet  and  seer  before  he  can  become  a 
good  photographer. 

Mr.  George  H.  Seeley  has  done  most  of  his  photographic  work  in 
>mall  village  in  Massachusetts.  He  has  not  imitated  any  other  artist 
ji-  followed  any  school.  He  is  at  heart  a  poet,  and  has  seen  nature 
with  sensitive  eyes.  Long  before  he  had  heard  of  Secession  photog- 
raphy he  had  begun  to  take  pictures  with  the  indefinable  quality  that 
is  embodied  in  Photo-Secession  art.  In  his  outdoor  pictures  the  sun- 
light is  restrained,  falling  in  dappled  splashes  between  shadows, 
his  trees  are  patches  of  rich  tones  that  suggest  spring  or  autumn  or 
the  leanness  of  winter,  a  field  of  daisies  is  a  place  for  fairies  to  hide, 
for  maidens  in  love  to  tread.  In  his  most  poetical  outdoor  scenes, 
there  are  nearly  always  young  women,  slender  girls  with  rapt  ex- 
pression, with  flowering  branches  for  a  background,  or  hidden  with 
festoons  of  flowers,  or  sitting  silently  in  flowing  draperies  in  vast 
shadows,  a  part  of  the  beauty,  the  perfumes,  or  the  fear  of  nature. 
Mr.  Seeley  does  not  seem  to  have  marked  out  sharply  a  line  be- 
tween his  portrait  and  landscape  work;  but  is  forever  combining 
the  two  in  a  way  to  relate  both  expressions,  to  bring  people  in  very 
close  harmony  with  wild  woods  and  meadow  lands.  It  has  always 
seemed    that    the  more  saturate    with    nature  a    man    became,  the 
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IX  THE  MDST  POETICAL  OUTDOOR  SCENES 
THERE  ARE  NEARLY  ALWAYS  YOUNG  WOMEN, 
A     SLENDER    niRL    WITH     RAPT    EXPRESSION." 


Fniiii  «   ri,.,lnq,;!i,l,   hu  I,.,,,  ,/,    II 


'SITMM,  SII.KNTl.Y,  WITH  I- I.liw  I  \i;  liKA- 
I'KklKS.  IN  VAST  SM\1HP\V>.  A  1' \l(  I  i>l 
IIIK     liKAin     Ilk    TlIF     M- AH    i  Ih     NAITUK." 


Fiinn  It  I'liiilttfjrtiph  hi/  tiinriir  H .  Scelnj 


HIS    PK  TIRES 
RATHER    THAN 


ARE     REPRESENTATIONS    OK    MODUS 
STATEMENTS    OK    KACTS." 


"in   ni'TnnoR  puti'kes  the  sunlight  is  restrained. 

I'AI.I.INd     IN     nAI'l'I.EI)     SPLASHES     liETWEEN     SHADOWS." 


A  LYRIC   QUALITY  IN  PHOTOGRAPHY 

more  he  brought  people  back  to  earth,  the  more  he  felt  the  tender 
relationship  of  human  life  with  the  sod  and  the  trees.  One  does 
not  learn  this  in  an  academic  fashion,  but  the  truth  is  borne  in  upon 
the  worker  as  he  grows  in  wisdom,  the  wisdom  taught  by  sun  and 
moon,  by  friendly  shade  and  the  fine  fragrance  of  dew-fresh  things. 

MR.  SEELEY  first  studied  art  at  a  normal  art  school  in  Boston, 
and  then  intended  to  paint  and  model  animals.  His  first 
photograph  work  was  the  outcome  of  a  small  camera  (the 
gift  of  an  uncle),  and  a  fifty-cent  outfit.  His  impulse  at  the  start 
was  to  pose  familiar  figures  in  familiar  scenes  out  of  doors. 

He  was  doing  Secession  photography  already  when  in  nineteen 
hundred  and  two  he  was  taken  to  the  studio  of  Holman  Day  and  first 
realized  the  great  movement  in  progress  along  the  same  line.  He 
feels  that  he  owes  much  to  the  inspiration  of  Mr.  Day's  work  and 
friendship. 

Later,  he  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  exhibitions  of  the  work 
of  Gertrude  Kasebier  and  Clarence  White,  also  he  came  in  touch 
with  the  inspiring  personality  of  Alfred  Stieglitz,  from  whom  he 
learned  the  history  and  progress  of  the  new  photography.  Through 
Stieglitz  and  Coburn  he  met  men  and  women  working  along  his  own 
lines,  and  began  to  realize  the  enormous  possibilities  before  him  in 
enlarging  the  scope  of  work. 

Since  his  first  stepping  into  the  field  with  other  important  Seces- 
sionists he  has  returned  to  the  quiet  remote  life  at  Stockbridge,  where 
he  feels  he  can  attain  a  single-mindedness  of  purpose  toward  his 
work  which  would  be  impossible  in  close  comradeship  with  other 
personalities.  He  likes  best  to  live  and  work  out  of  doors,  to  hold 
to  his  first  inspiration,  and  thus  to  develop  naturally  and  harmo- 
niously, even  though  slowly. 

He  seems  to  have  no  criticism  for  methods  differing  from  his  own, 
nor  any  env}"  of  the  success  of  others.  To  use  his  own  words,  "I  am 
vitally  interested  in  the  work  and  in  every  sincere  and  unselfish 
effort  put  forth  by  any  individuals  or  schools  toward  its  advancement." 

As  to  the  technical  side  of  his  art,  to  quote  from  a  careful  criticism 
of  his  work:  "He  dift'erentiates  his  values  in  a  masterly  way  and 
uses  the  full  gamut  of  values.  His  pictures  are  difficult  to  describe, 
for  they  are  purely  a  painter's  expression  of  truth,  of  such  truths  as 
can  only  be  expressed  in  the  graphic  arts  and  never  told  in  words. 
His  pictures  are  rather  representations  of  moods  than  statements  of 
facts,  and  are  hard  to  name  as  well  as  hard  to  describe." 
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THE  RUINS  OF  SAN  JUAN  CAPISTRANO, 
WITH  THEIR  STORE  OF  MEMORIES  OF  THE 
PAST,  AND  WEALTH  OF  INSPIRATION  FOR 
THE  PRESENT 

I  wo  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago  a  little  band  of  Fran- 
ciscan friars  undertook  the  conquest  of  California, 
to  add  further  glory  to  the  names  of  Christ  and  Saint 
Francis.  They  first  conciliated,  then  taught  and 
disciplined  the  Indians  they  found;  trained  them  to 
accept  their  share  of  the  curse  of  Adam,  and,  in  doing 
so,  created  not  only  many  native  industries,  but  a  style 
of  architecture  which,  through  all  the  changes  of  secularization  and 
American  occupation,  is  today  the  one  best  fitted  to  the  climate  and 
the  landscape  of  Southern  California. 

Most  of  these  mission  buildings,  with  their  churches,  cloisters, 
and  the  long  corridors  that  surround  the  enclosures,  are  in  a  more 
or  less  ruined  state  now,  or  else  the  purity  of  their  early  style  has  been 
sacrificed  to  the  ideas  of  the  restorer.  Nevertheless,  their  charm 
today  is  so  great  that  to  the  traveler  they  form  one  of  the  chief  at- 
tractions of  the  country,  both  for  the  sake  of  their  own  beauty  and 
historic  interest,  and  also  because  they  strike  the  keynote  of  what 
is  best  in  modern  Californian  ai'chitecture. 

Of  these  ruins,  none  is  more  interesting  than  the  old  mission  of 
San  Juan  Capistrano.  Some  idea  of  the  charm  of  what  remains  of 
it  is  given  by  the  accompanying  illustrations,  which  show  not  only 
the  ruined  corridor  surrounding  the  old  quadrangle,  but  also  the 
adobe  chapel  which  has  taken  the  place  of  the  church  destroyed  by 
an  earthquake  more  than  two  centuries  ago.  The  moonlight  picture 
of  the  mission  is  perhaps  the  most  charming  of  all,  as  it  is  purely 
impressionistic— suggestmg  wonderfully  the  frost-white  light  and  inky 
shadows  of  a  moonHght  night  in  California.  Yet  the  view  of  the 
chapel  in  the  mellow  haze  of  twilight  is  almost  equally  imaginative, 
suggesting  as  it  does  the  space  and  stillness  that  lies  around  the  old 
mission  now,  as  it  did  when  the  bells,  hanging  now  in  the  quaint 
arched  campanario  of  the  restored  building,  were  first  rung  by  Fray 
Junipero  Serra  when  the  work  on  the  mission,  which  had  been  in- 
terrupted by  the  Indian  uprising  at  San  Diego,  was  at  last  begun  with 
a  dedicatory  mass. 

A  vear  before,  when  Fray  Fermin  Francisco  de  Lasuen  and  Fray 
GregoVio  Amurrio,  with  six  soldiers,  had  hastily  left  the  scarcely 
beeun  work  on  the  new  mission  when  the  terrible  news  came  of  the 
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THE  RUINS  OF  SAN   JUAN   CAPISTRANO 

massacre  at  San  Diego,  the  bells  had  been  buried,  to  await  more 
promising  times.  The  work  on  San  Juan  Capistrano  seemed  then 
to  have  been  abandoned  for  an  indefinite  period,  but  Serra,  with  his 
customary  energy,  returned  in  the  fall  of  seventeen  hundred  and 
seventy-six,  accompanied  by  a  sufficient  band  of  priests  and  soldiers, 
disinterred  the  bells,  and  at  once  founded  the  mission.  The  bells 
were  hung  and  sounded,  and  the  dedicatory  mass  was  said  on  the 
first  day  of  November. 

This  mission  was  the  object  of  more  thought,  care,  and  work 
than  any  of  the  others.  It  was  the  only  one  built  of  quarried  stone, 
and  the  big  doorway,  which  formed  the  entrance  to  the  chapel,  was 
the  most  ornate  of  any  in  all  California.  The  piers  and  arches  were  of 
cut  stone-work,  and  the  entire  structure  showed  the  hand  of  a  master 
craftsman.  Several  years  were  consumed  in  the  building,  but  finally 
the  church  was  dedicated  with  all  the  simple  pomp  available  in  those 
hard  and  strenuous  days  of  the  church  militant.  -i 

Its  life  was  short,  for  six  years  after  the  dedication,  the  great 
eartliquake  that  swept  all  Southern  California  and  shook  so  many 
of  the  mission  buildings  into  partial  ruin,  left  little  more  than  massive 
fragments  of  San  Juan  Capistrano.  The  church  itself,  which  was 
built  in  the  form  of  a  cross,  ninety  feet  wide  by  one  hundred  and 
eighty  feet  long,  went  down  into  a  heap  of  rubbish,  burying  forty 
people  under  its  ruins.  Although  the  mission  lasted  until  the  dark 
days  of  the  final  confiscation  of  all  mission  property,  the  church  was 
never  rebuilt  of  stone — or  replaced  by  anything  more  ambitious  than 
the  large  adobe  chapel  which  still  stands.  Many  of  the  mission 
buildings  remain,  and  are  occupied  even  at  the  present  day,  but  of 
the  arched  corridors  that  enclosed  the  big  'patio  or  quadrangle  the 
west  side  is  entirely  gone,  and  only  thirty-eight  arches  remain  on  the 
other  three  sides. 

When  the  missions  were  secularized,  one  of  the  first  chosen  as  the 
field  of  the  new  experiment  of  attempting  to  advance  in  civilization 
the  native  population  by  naming  them  pueblos,  and  granting  the 
property  to  the  Indians,  was  San  Juan  Capistrano.  As  a  result  its 
prosperity  swiftly  declined,  its  wide  fields  lay  untilled,  and  its  indus- 
tries lapsed  into  nothingness  when  the  influence  of  the  good  fathers 
was  no  longer  felt.  In  a  few  years,  under  the  secularized  regime,  the 
property  was  swept  entirely  into  the  coffers  of  the  government.  Now 
it  is  only  a  memory,  the  brave  pioneer  priests  are  long  dead,  the 
Indians  are  scattered  and  degenerate,  and  the  ruins  of  the  old  mission 
itself  lie  deserted  and  a  spectacle  for  sightseers. 
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THE  NATIONAL  SPIRIT  OF  SPECULATION: 
ARE  NOT  OUR  FINANCIAL  AND  CORPORATE 
MORALS  MERELY  THE  OUTGROWTH  OF 
THE  MORAL  SENSE  OF  THE  AMERICAN 
PEOPLE?    BY  THE  EDITOR 

"  JJ'e  are  goincj  to  have  in  this  Republic  a  standard  of  financial  and 
corporate  morals  that  loill  square  with  the  moral  sense  of  the  American 
people  in  their  private  conduct;  and  we  are  going  to  have  it  at  any 
cost." — The  World's  Work. 


IHERE  is  food  for  serious  thought  in  the  statement 
(luoted  above  from  an  able  editorial  on  the  present 
industrial  and  financial  situation  in  this  country; 
for  it  conveys  so  exactly  the  view  of  the  honest  citizen, 
the  man  who  applauds  and  encourages  every  fresh 
move  in  the  unremitting  investigation  and  prosecution 
of  those  of  our  great  monopolies  whose  methods  of 
overpowering  their  competitors  will  certainly  bear  looking  into. 
Yet  is  it  a  view  that  goes  sufficiently  beneath  the  surface  to  ask  the 
question:  is  it  true  that  the  bulk  of  the  people  have  a  higher  moral 
sense  than  is  expressed  in  the  state  of  affairs  revealed  in  insurance 
and  trust  companies  and  politics  under  the  search-light  of  investiga- 
tion ?  Is  it  not  rather  true  that  the  whole  social  structure  is  per- 
meated by  influences  that  have  their  rise  at  the  very  foundation  of 
our  national  life?  As  the  growth  of  a  nation  is  always  from  the 
bottom,  so  the  seeds  of  corruption  and  disintegration  take  root  at 
the  beginning  in  the  great  mass  of  the  people,  creating  a  national 
idea  of  which  the  big  events  are  but  the  result. 

Through  the  medium  of  the  sensational  journals — and  also  many 
that  are  by  no  means  sensational — we  hear  all  about  the  scandals  that 
arise  out  of  the  reckless  speculations  of  bank  directors;  the  dis- 
honest methods  of  insurance  officials;  the  unlawful  discrimination 
by  railroads  in  favor  of  certain  large  shippers;  the  tyranny  of  the 
trusts,  and  the  audacity  of  corrupt  politicians  in  manipulating  legis- 
lation to  serve  their  own  ends. 

But  do  we  ever  take  into  consideration  that  all  these  obvious 
evils  are  merely  like  the  spreading  branches  of  a  tree,  which  derive 
their  life  from  hidden  roots  which  we  never  stop  to  take  into  account  ? 
The  average  American  citizen  is  usually  a  clean,  honest  man  of 
business.     He  reads  in  his  paper,  for  instance,  an  exposure  of  scandal 
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in  connection  with  a  big  life  insurance  company,  which  has  been 
speculating  recklessly  wiUi  the  funds  of  policy  holders  and  diverting 
a  goodly  portion  of  the  same  to  the  private  advantage  of  the  directors 
and  other  officials— and  piously  thanks  God  that  he  is  not  as  other 
men  are.  Yet  the  chances  are  about  even  that  this  same  respectable 
citizen  holds  a  tontine  policy,  which  is  at  the  very  foundation  of  all 
reckless  speculation  in  life  insurance.  The  same  average  citizen  may 
join  in  the  most  fervid  of  the  outcries  against  Wall  Street,  yet  what 
IS  the  percentage  of  chances  that  he  would  not  himself  "take  a  flyer" 
upon  receipt  of  a  sufficiently  sure  "tip"? 

In  fact,  from  the  workman  at  his  bench  to  the  biggest  trust 
magnate  in  the  country,  the  spirit  of  speculation— of  gambling  on 
the  chance  of  getting  something  for  nothing — permeates  our  whole 
social  structure  from  bottom  to  top. 

PEOPLE  talk  much  of  the  revolution  in  our  ^vhole  industrial 
life  that  was  caused  by  the  introduction  of  machinery,  and  often 
deplore  the  consequent  decay  of  handicrafts  and  of  small 
individual  industries.  Yet  the  material  change,  great  as  it  is,  is  not  so 
significant  or  far-reaching  as  its  moral  effect  upon  the  people.  The 
point  is  that  the  general  introduction  of  labor-saving  machinery 
capable  of  turning  out  any  good  product  in  enormous  quantities  has 
brought  with  it  possibilities  that  all  tend  toward  exploitation  as  well 
as  production.  A  generation  ago  men  learned  trades,  and  learned 
them  thoroughly.  Now  every  manufacturer  realizes  his  inability  to 
get  trained  mechanics  at  any  price.  The  general  belief  is  that  they 
are  no  longer  necessary,  because  all  that  seems  to  be  required  from 
the  w^orkman  of  today  is  just  enough  ability  to  run  his  machine. 
Fathers,  who  in  their  boyhood  learned  a  trade  thoroughly,  and  worked 
with  interest  and  understanding  at  the  forge  or  the  bench,  have  no 
desire  to  see  their  sons  learn  the  same  or  any  other  trade.  It  is  too 
hard  w^ork  and  the  gains  are  not  immediate  or  big  enough.  They 
would  rather  see  their  boys  "get  a  chance,"  that  is,  see  them  launched 
in  some  business  by  which  in  time,  if  they  are  "smart"  enough  and 
the  chance  is  good  enough,  they  may  become  exploiters  of  the  labor 
of  other  people— that  is,  that  they  may  have  the  good  luck  to  get  rich 
bv  profiting  from  the  value  of  some  commodity  which  they  have  not 
themselves  produced. 

The  small  farmer,  if  he  is  ambitious  to  see  his  son  succeed,  does 
not  encourage  the  boy  to  remain  on  the  farm,  nor  does  he  often  care 
to  work  it  himself — that  is,  if  he  happens  to  be  a  man  of  energy  and 
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ambition.  Instead  of  working  directly  to  get  the  best  results  out 
of  the  means  at  hand,  and  to  put  brain  and  energy  into  producing 
the  utmost  that  can  be  gained  from  his  farm,  like  the  skilful  farmers 
of  some  of  the  older  countries,  as  a  rule  he  either  has  his  mind  on  the 
big  profits  to  be  gained  from  a  bonanza  farm  out  West,  or  else  his 
dream  is  to  go  to  the  city,  or  to  send  his  boy  there,  and  take  chances 
on  being  able  to  "make  a  fortune." 

The  same  thing  is  true  of  the  young  wage-earners,  especially 
girls,  who  fill  our  factories,  department  stores,  and  ofiices.  Cases 
where  their  wages  are  required  to  meet  a  direct  need  at  home  are  by 
no  means  the  rule.  Instead,  it  is  usually  a  desire  for  more  freedom, 
and  for  money  of  their  own  to  spend,  that  leads  them  away  from 
home  and  home  work.  The  work  that  under  more  normal  con- 
ditions was  done  at  home  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  meet  directly  the 
need  that  existed  there,  is  now  given  over  to  be  exploited  by  factories 
and  department  stores.  It  is  a  truth,  now  so  universally  recognized 
as  hardly  to  need  repeating  here,  that  the  most  solid  mental  and 
moral  development  results  from  learning  to  use  the  hands  dexter- 
ously and  well  in  some  useful  productive  employment.  In  earlier 
and  simpler  days  our  grandmothers  spun  and  wove  the  cloth  for  the 
garments  of  the  family,  which  were  fashioned  by  their  own  hands 
with  all  the  interest,  taste  and  skill  of  which  they  were  capable. 
Even  our  mothers  made  and  mended  their  own  garments,  and  the 
garments  of  the  family.  Now  girls  who  go  away  from  home  and 
work  in  the  factory,  do  for  a  corporation,  under  infinitely  harder  and 
more  cramping  conditions,  the  same  work  that  their  mothers  used 
to  do  at  home  for  themselves,  only  there  is  more  of  it  and  it  is  not  so 
good.  Instead  of  using  brains  and  fingers  to  satisfy  a  direct  need,  they 
sell  both  to  be  slaves  of  a  system  in  order  that  their  labor  may  be  ex- 
ploited, first  by  the  manufacturer  and  then  by  the  department  stores, 
that  a  cheap  and  inferior  product  may  in  time  be  sold  back  to  them 
and  to  their  people.  And  at  the  root  of  the  whole  thing  is  extrav- 
agance; the  desire  to  have  money  to  spend;  the  prospect  of  being 
able  in  time,  if  they  are  "lucky",  to  "get  a  raise"  and  so  have  more 
money  to  spend.  It  is  urged  by  the  women  and  girls  who  do  this, 
that  it  is  not  worth  while  to  mend  clothes  or  darn  stockings,  because 
it  is  so  much  cheaper  to  buy  new  ones.  This  may  be  the  literal 
fact,  so  far  as  the  cheap  stockings  and  garments  are  concerned,  yet — 
what  does  it  do  to  the  moral  fiber  of  the  woman  who,  responsible 
for  the  use  and  control  of  much  of  her  husband's  income,  thus  learns 
extravagance  and  utter  carelessness  in  little  things  ? 
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MUCH  has  been  said  about  the  danger  of  the  big  department 
stores  pushing  out  of  existence  the  smaller  dealers.  This  is 
not  the  case  to  the  extent  that  is  generally  believed,  but  that 
it  is  the  case  in  some  instances,  and  under  certain  conditions,  is  not 
due  to  any  oppression  or  unfair  methods  on  the  part  of  the  owner  of 
the  department  store,  nearly  so  much  as  it  is  due  to  the  thoughtless 
extravagance  of  the  great  mass  of  people,  who  allow  themselves  to  be 
allured  by  the  inviting  bargains  and  tempting  advertisements  which 
are  so  large  a  part  of  the  stock  in  ti-ade  of  department  stores.  They 
are  clever  advertisers,  and  understand  exactly  how  to  appeal  to  the 
tendency  of  human  nature  to  take  a  chance  on  getting  something 
for  less  than  its  actual  value,  or  something  that  gives  immediate  and 
big  results  for  an  apparently  trifling  outlay.  Where  there  is  ready 
money  to  pay  for  any  desired  luxury,  it  is  not  so  bad,  even  if  the 
purchaser  may  not  at  the  time  be  able  really  to  afford  the  luxury, 
but  where  there  is  a  deliberate  invitation  to  people  to  run  into  debt, 
the  appeal  to  the  speculative  instinct  is  directly  dangerous. 

For  example,  one  of  the  big  New  York  department  stores  adver- 
tised a  sale  of  pianos  for  brides,  upon  terms  which  apparently  placed 
this  luxury  within  the  reach  of  every  young,  newly-married  woman, 
who  had  either  been  used  to  a  piano  in  her  father's  home,  or  who  felt 
that  it  would  add  greatly  to  the  furnishings  of  her  own  new  home 
if  she  could  have  one.  To  pay  five  dollars  down,  and  two  dollars  a 
week,  seems  a  small  matter,  but  the  moral  effect  of  it  cannot  be 
estimated.  If  a  piano  on  the  installment  plan,  why  not  other  lux- 
uries on  the  same  easy  terms  ?■ — until  the  time  comes  when  the  house- 
hold is  struggling  under  a  burden  of  perpetual  debt,  and  too  often 
the  husband  is  driven  to  questionable  ways  of  pulling  himself  out  of 
what  seems  a  bottomless  slough.  With  increasing  debt  staring  him 
in  the  face,  he  can  hardly  be  blamed  if  he  falls  an  easy  prey  to  the 
politician,  to  the  gambler  in  stocks,  or  to  any  other  of  the  numerous 
avenues  by  which  something  may  be  had  for  nothing  more  than  a 
little  latitude  with  regard  to  strict  honesty. 

So  it  is  with  the  effect  of  factory  methods  upon  the  ordinary 
workman.  A  carpenter  working  at  his  bench  is  told  by  the  foreman 
not  to  stop  to  pick  up  the  nails  that  have  slipped  through  his  fingers, 
as  his  time  is  worth  more  than  the  nails.  In  other  words,  he  is 
taught  a  slipshod  carelessness  toward  the  property  of  his  employer, 
that  finally  extends  to  everything.  If  he  were  a  good,  conscientious, 
thoroughly-trained  workman  of  the  old  school,  he  would  be  as  care- 
ful of  small  things  as  of  great,  and  would  no  more  waste  the  j)roperty 
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and  the  time  that  belong  to  his  employer,  than  he  would  steal  from 
him.  It  is  the  machine-made  method  of  doing  things  hurriedly 
and  carelessly  that  takes  away  from  a  workman  his  sense  of  care  for 
things.  When  the  business  is  his  own,  and  any  loss  through  waste- 
fulness will  fall  upon  him,  he  always  feels  the  little  prick  of  necessity 
that  teaches  him  to  economize  and  to  make  everything  give  an  account 
of  itself,  knowing  that  success  or  failure  may  depend  upon  the  stop- 
page of  small  lealvs.  It  is  only  when  his  work  is  exploited  by  others, 
and  when  he  feels  also  that  his  union  is  back  of  him  and  will  hold 
his  job  for  him,  no  matter  how  careless  or  incompetent  he  may  be, 
that  the  urge  of  necessity  and  consequently  the  need  for  care  and 
economy  of  time  and  material  slackens,  and  in  its  place  comes  a 
tendency  to  give  just  as  little  as  possible  in  return  for  the  most  he 
can  get.  When  people  worked  for  each  other  in  the  intimate  way 
that  prevailed  in  a  simpler  and  saner  state  of  society,  there  was  no 
element  of  exploitation,  consequently  the  work  was  honest  and  pains- 
taking, made  to  satisfy  a  real  need  and  to  last  as  long  as  possible, 
instead  of  being  a  makeshift  to  tempt  extravagance  by  its  "novelty," 
and  so  to  stimulate  the  market  for  the  advantage  of  the  exploiter 
or  the  speculator. 

IT  SEEMS  a  far  cry  from  workmen  and  factory  girls  to  bank 
directors  and  trust  magnates,  yet  the  response  of  the  first  to  what 
has  become  a  national  ideal  is  the  root  from  which  the  spreading 
tree  of  speculation  and  exploitation  has  grow^n.  This  is  the  under- 
lying reason  for  all  the  industrial  and  financial  evils  against  which 
there  has  been  such  an  outcry.  The  desire  to  speculate — to  do  big 
and  daring  things — to  beat  the  other  fellow  and  get  something  for 
nothing,  permeates  the  whole  American  nation — yet  the  people  who 
stand  appalled  when  they  read  of  the  culmination  of  it  all  have  never 
once  realized  the  cumulative  effect  of  their  own  little  speculations 
in  helping  to  influence  all  the  concerns  of  our  national  life,  or  re- 
garded as  otherwise  than  justifiable  their  own  leniency,  or  at  best 
indift'erence.  toward  petty  political  jobbery  by  which  there  was  a 
chance  of  obtaining  some  coveted  place  or  privilege,  or  a  chance  to 
develop  some  profitable  scheme. 

For  example,  how  do  railroad  companies  and  other  great  cor- 
porations get  valuable  franchises  without  paying  for  them  ?  Is  it 
not  due  to  corrupt  political  methods  for  which  the  people  themselves 
are  directly  responsible,  and  which  they  could  stop  if  they  chose  .^ 

Much  public  horror  and  condemnation  has  been  expressed  about 
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the  reckless  speculations  in  over-capitalized  industries  that  have  been 
carried  on  in  Wall  Street.  Would  these  speculations  have  been 
possible  if  the  people  had  stayed  out  of  the  bucket-shops?  When 
there  are  no  lambs  for  the  shearing,  the  bulls  and  bears  have  little  to  do. 
How  does  it  come  about  that  the  directors  of  our  large  life  insur- 
ance companies  are  not  content  with  their  own  more  than  amj)Ie 
salaries,  but  find  it  necessary  to  speculate  with  the  premiums  paid 
into  the  companv,  mostly  from  hard-earned  salaries  or  savings  of 
those  who  are  trving  to  make  an  honest  living  and  to  provide  for  their 
families .'  Has  it  not  all  arisen  since  the  speculative  element  came 
into  the  life  insurance  business  with  the  tontine  or  deferred  dividend 

policy  ? 

Why  have  trust  companies  become  less  stable  than  national  or 
savings  banks  ?  Is  it  not  because  they  have  exceeded  their  original 
functions  of  administering  estates,  certifying  mortgages,  making 
investments  for  people,  and  doing  a  general  trustee  business,  and 
have  now  widened  their  field  so  far  that  they  not  only  discount  notes, 
administer  estates,  deal  in  foreign  exchange,  handle  margin  accounts 
for  customers — in  this  way  acting  as  a  money-broker — and  also  con- 
duct a  sort  of  nursery  wliere  trusts  are  tenderly  cared  for  during  in- 
fancy ?  By  far  the  greater  part  of  their  business  thus  becomes 
speculative,  and  any  sudden  call  upon  them,  such  as  a  run  like  those 
we  have  lately  seen,  finds  them  in  a  position  where  it  is  impossible  for 
them  to  call  in  the  funds  with  which  they  have  been  speculating,  and, 
unless  other  banks  come  to  their  aid,  there  is  nothing  for  it  but  to  close 
their  doors.  The  latitude  of  the  trust  companies  is  so  wide  that,  when 
the  directors  in  a  national  or  savings  bank  desire  to  speculate,  they  do 
so  by  the  simple  means  of  becoming  a  director  in  a  trust  company.  So 
the  question  naturally  arises  when  a  man  is  made  a  director  in  a 
number  of  trust  companies:  Is  it  because  of  his  great  ability  as  a 
banker,  or  because  he  wishes  to  use  the  funds  of  the  so-called  banks, 
to  control  the  watered  stocks  of  his  steamboat  companies?  Under 
such  conditions  is  it  not  astonishing  that  something  very  like  a  panic 
among  investors  follows  any  revelation  of  the  doings  of  certain  high 
financiers,  and  also  it  is  not  surprising  that  the  late  flurry,  for  instance, 
was  confined  chiefly  to  the  trust  companies,  as  there  is  absolutely  no 
occasion  for  a  run  on  a  national  bank,  which  under  the  law  is  not  per- 
mitted to  speculate  in  any  way. 

Which  is  the  greater  factor  in  the  formation  of  a  trust,  economy 
or  speculation  ?  Much  is  said  of  the  economy  with  which  the  busi- 
ness of  gigantic  corporations  is  carried  on,  but  it  is   seldom  said — or 
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realized — that  the  trust  itself  is  founded  on  extravagance  for  the 
reason  that  it  manipulates  rather  than  produces,  and  so  is  specu- 
lative in  its  nature  from  the  beginning.  The  man  who  promotes  or 
gets  together  a  trust  is  the  most  daring  and  reckless  of  speculators. 
He  is  never  a  producer,  but  merely  a  promoter,  manipulating 
something  of  value  that  some  one  else  has  worked  for,  in  such  a  way 
that  its  value  is  inflated  many  times  in  the  issuance  of  the  stock. 
The  very  thought  connected  with  the  birth  of  a  trust  is  speculation, 
not  economy,  and  the  manufacturer  who  has  produced  something 
upon  which  he  made  a  fair  profit,  and  who  allows  his  plant  to  be- 
come one  of  many  that  are  included  under  the  management  of  a 
trust,  ceases  from  that  moment  to  be  solely  a  producer,  and  becomes 
largely  a  speculator.  Watered  stock  and  the  new  financial  plan  of 
capitalizing  upon  the  basis  of  the  earning  power  instead  of  the  assets 
of  the  concern  help  to  create  a  speculative  instead  of  an  actual 
value,  and  opens  the  door  for  every  form  of  extravagance,  because 
the  returns  from  the  sales  of  stock  mean  "easy  money"  and  so  take 
away  the  urge  of  immediate  necessity  to  produce.  Yet  without 
the  possibilities  of  gain  from  speculation  that  tempt  the  manufacturer, 
the  promoter  would  be  out  of  a  job;  the  trust  companies  would  not 
have  the  opportunity  of  taking  big  chances  in  sometimes  risky  undei- 
wi'iting,  and  very  few  trusts  would  come  into  being. 

After  they  have  come  into  being,  what  is  it  that  absorbs  the  greater 
part  of  the  time  of  directors  of  big  corporations  .''  Is  it  the  economical 
administration  of  the  business  with  the  view  of  getting  the  best  prod- 
ucts to  offer  to  the  people  at  the  lowest  price  consistent  with  a  reason- 
able profit,  or  is  it  the  speculative  manipulation  of  the  shares  of  that 
combination  'i 

\Yhat  is  it  that  attracts  the  most  earnest  efforts  of  our  railway 
magnates  '■:  Is  it  the  liest  possible  handling  of  the  traffic,  with  a  view 
to  the  safety  and  comfort  of  passengers,  or  is  it  the  stock  ticker.' 
In  taking  into  account  this  whole  situation,  is  it  not  more  reasonable 
for  us  as  a  people  to  look  straight  at  our  own  share  in  all  the  abuses 
that  rouse  us  to  wrath,  and  to  find  out  whether  or  not  it  is  true  that 
we  have  at  present  in  this  Repid)Iic  a  standard  of  financial  and  cor- 
jjorate  morals  that  square  exactly  with  the  moral  sense  of  the  Amer- 
ican people  in  their  private  conduct,  and  that  the  events  of  the  last 
vear  show  that  we  have  had  it  at  a  tolerablv  stiff  cost  to  ourselves. 
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MILLET'S  "HOLY  FAMILY' 
MILLET'S      HOLY  FAMILY" 

HERE  is  one  picture  of  Millet's — a  little-known  one — 
which  always  has  a  great  attraction  for  me.  It  con- 
tains a  suggestion — conveyed  also  by  one  or  two  others 
of  his,  and  perhaps  dear  to  his  religious-democratic 
mind — of  the  Holy  Family.  It  is  a  deep  night,  faint 
stars  are  shining,  and  along  the  edge  of  a  far-stretching 
mere  two  figures  are  hurrying — in  front  the  husband 
(a  peasant,  of  course),  stick  in  hand,  determined  and  unflagging; 
behind  him  the  wife,  patient  and  dutiful,  straining  to  keep  up.  All 
is  dark;  the  figures,  as  in  so  many  of  his  pictures,  veiled  in  obscure 
glamour,  their  harsher  features  softened,  the  larger,  more  human  ele- 
ment emerging.  There  is  only  one  spot  of  light  in  the  whole  scene, 
and  that  is  between  the  man's  arms.  It  looks  like  a  dim  lamp;  it 
isjhe  face  of  a  little  baby,  turned  toward  the  stars.  A  faint  reflection 
from  it  falls  even  on  the  face  of  the  man.  That  is  all.  Following 
this  light  the  two  figures  hurry  on — behind  them  stretches  the  reedy, 
desolate  mere. 

And  whither  are  they  going  ?  Perhaps  after  all,  thought  Millet, 
the  peasants,  the  overtired,  sad-lived  laborers,  whom  the  Earth  has 
seen  so  many  centui'ies,  are  at  last  passing  away,  traveling  with  the 
change  of  social  conditions  into  another  yet  far-off  land.  He  records 
them  for  us  just  before  the  dusk  of  transition  hides  their  ancient 
features  from  our  gaze.  When  the  sunrise  comes  again  the  treasured 
babe  that  they  carry  in  their  arms^surely  (he  dreams)  it  will  have 
become  the  Son  of  ^lan  whom  we  wait  for. 
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FROM  "angels'  wings"  : 

BY   EDWARD    CARPENTER, 
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SOME  HOUSES  DESIGNED  BY  FRANK  L. 
PACKARD,  A  PIONEER  IN  THE  BUILDING  OF 
DWELLINGS  FROM  LOCAL  MATERIALS  AND 
IN  HARMONY  WITH  THE   LANDSCAPE 


ONE  reason  why  the  group  of 
houses  pubHshed  this  month  in 
The  Craftsman  is  especially 
interesting  is  the  fact  that  they 
are  the  work  of  Mr.  Frank  L.  Packard, 
of  Columbus,  Ohio,  wlio  was  one  of 
the  first  of  our  American  architects  to 
blaze  out  new  trails  in  the  building  of 
dwellings  that  should  be  characteristic 
of  American  taste  and  local  environ- 
ment, and  suited  to  individual  needs. 
Mr.  Packard  has  been  a  friend  to  The 
Cr.\ftsman  ever  since  the  publication 
of  its  first  issue,  and  we  have  noted 
with  much  interest  the  development  of 
his  art  along  distinctively  original  and 
creative  lines. 

The  houses  shown  here  form  a 
group  selected  with  the  definite  idea  of 
giving  a  number  of  different  phases  of 
Mr.  Packard's  art,  which  shows  the 
versatility  that  arises  from  the  habit  of 
being  guided  by  the  fundamental  prin- 
ciple of  direct  response  to  individual 
need.  In  most  cases  he  makes  use  of 
the  material  native  to  the  locality,  so 
that  the  building  is  essentially  linked  to 
the  soil.  For  instance,  almost  at  the 
beginning  of  his  work  the  idea  came  to 
him  of  using  for  building  purposes  the 
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stone  found  on  the  farms  of  northern 
and  central  Ohio.  This  is  generally 
used  for  fences  and  walls,  some  of 
which  have  been  standing  a  great  many 
years.  This  stone  is  found  in  layers  of 
from  two  to  six  inches  in  thickness, 
and  by  quarrying  it  with  bars,  it  is  pos- 
sible to  get  out  pieces  about  three  feet 
long  and  two  feet  wide.  When  it  is 
used  for  building  a  stone  wall,  the 
shape  of  the  slabs  makes  the  wall  very 
durable  and  permanent,  and  Mr.  Pack- 
ard in  driving  about  the  country  con- 
ceived the  idea  of  building  houses  out 
of  the  same  stone  laid  up  in  much  the 
same  manner  as  the  old  stone  fences. 
The  stone  itself,  as  it  ages,  becomes  a 
dappled  gray,  and  the  growth  of  moss 
upon  this  surface  gives  a  delightful 
color  effect.  The  use  of  this  stone  for 
houses  was  simply  one  way  of  carrying 
out  Mr.  Packard's  favorite  idea  of 
adapting  to  the  needs  of  the  building 
the  inaterials  found  on  the  building 
site,  and  so  making  the  house  seem 
more  like  a  natural  formation  than 
something  foreign  to  the  land.  The 
way  the  stone  is  laid  up  is  very  inter- 
esting, for  Mr.  Packard  adapted  the 
method   used   in   dry  walls,   with  the 
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'.mortar  raked 
■out  of  the  joint 
from  one  and  a 
half  to  two 
inches  deep.  As 
the  stones  used 
range  from  two 
to  four  inches  in 
thickness,  they 
are  laid  up  on 
the    quarry-bed 
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stone  is  kept 
perfectly  level, 
but  Mr.  Pack- 
ard never  per- 
mits the  stone- 
masons to  use 
any  tools  ex- 
cept the  trowel, 
hammer,  level, 
and  plumb  bob. 
No    cutting    of 


with  the  top  of 
the  stone  hori- 
zontal. If  the 
stone  is  irregu- 
lar in  thickness, 
this  is  taken  up 
on  the  under 
side  of  the  mor- 
tar joint,  keep- 
ing the  mortar 
well  back  from 
the  face  of  the 
work.  The  top 
.surface    of    the 
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the  stone  is  al- 
lowed, and  it  is 
laid  up  as  it  is 
quarried,  keep- 
ing the  pieces 
of  the  stone  as 
long  and  thin  as 
possible  in  or- 
der to  reduce 
the  build  and 
increase  the 
length  and  to 
keep  the  lines 
horizontal.  This 
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stone  is  not  expensive,  for  in  the  part 
of  the  country  where  these  houses  are 
buih  it  can  be  laid  in  the  wall  for  six 
dollars  to  six  dollars  and  fifty  cents 
per  perch,  twenty-five  cubic  feet  to  the 
perch.  It  is  usually  backed  up  with 
hollow  brick  or  with  solid  brick,  and 
the  inside  of  the  wall  is  furred  with 
two-by-four  wood  studs.  Mr.  Packard 
prefers  to  use  hollow  brick,  as  they 
can  be  had  at  a  very  reasonable  price 
at  the  local  market.  Also,  they  are 
proof  against  fire,  damp,  rats  and  mice, 
and  the  air  spaces  make  them  cool  in 
summer  and  warm  in  winter. 

There  is  also  a  great  deal  of  oak  in 
the  part  of  Ohio  of  which  we  speak, 
and  poplar  is  easily  had ;  in  the  ex- 
terior work  on  houses  illustrated  here 
the  wood  is  used  as  it  comes  from  the 
saw,  without  having  been  planed,  and 
being  framed  only  enough  to  make 
the  joints.  Clapboards,  or  split  shin- 
gles, are  frequently  used  for  the  side 
walls  and  roofs.  Creosote  stain  is  used 
for  all  exterior  work  except  the  sash. 
These  are  painted  with  oil  paint,  usu- 
ally white.  One  coat  of  stain  is  used 
on  the  work  before  it  is  put  in  place, 
and  one  coat  after  it  is  in  place.  This 
lasts  several  years  before  restaining  is 
necessary. 

For  the  hardware,  such  as  door 
straps,  hinges,  latches,  lath  plates  and 
window  bars,  Mr.  Packard  usually 
goes  to  the  village  blacksmith  and  has 
him  hammer  out  the  stuf?  needed  from 
an  old  wagon  tire  or  scrap  iron.  Simi- 
lar treatment  is  given  to  the  fireplace 
trimmings  and  frames. 

The  interior  woodwork  of  these 
houses  is  equally  interesting.  The 
wood  is  usually  oak,  dressed,  stained 
in  any  color  or  tone  desired,  and  then 
given  a  wax  finish.  In  many  instances 
the  joints  of  the  work,  such  as  panels 
and  sometimes  door  mortises,  are  held 
together  with  wooden  pins  which  pro- 
ject some  distance  beyond  the  surface. 


Sometimes  dovetailing  interlocking  the 
panels  is  used  for  doors.  Mr.  Pack- 
ard's work  is  the  first  of  its  kind  in  his 
own  section  of  the  country,  and  it  has 
gained  ground  rapidly  ever  since  he 
first  began  to  apply  direct  thought  and 
common  sense  as  well  as  good  taste  to 
the  making  of  dwellings  that  should  be 
built  of  local  materials,  and  designed 
to  harmonize  not  only  with  the  par- 
ticular site  but  with  the  whole  land- 
scape. 

The  first  house  shown  is  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  and  home-like  that  has 
ever  come  to  the  attention  of  The 
Craftsman.  It  is  the  residence  of  Mr. 
John  McLaughlin,  of  Columbus,  Ohio, 
and  is  one  of  Mr.  Packard's  most  ad- 
mirable conceptions.  This  house  is 
built  on  a  promontory  overlooking  the 
valley  of  the  Scioto  River,  about  seven 
miles  north  of  Columbus.  The  grounds 
include  about  forty  acres  extending 
back  of  the  promontory,  and  on  both 
sides,  following  the  contour  of  the 
river.  Below  the  house,  and  across 
the  river,  is  the  storage  dam  which 
holds  in  reserve  the  water  supply  of 
the  city  below.  The  back  water  which 
penetrates  and  flows  through  the 
country  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of 
the  house  gives  the  appearance  of  a 
chain  of  lakes,  not  unlike  those  of  Kil- 
larney.  The  ground  surrounding  the 
estate  is  all  under  cultivation,  includ- 
ing orchards,  grazing  lands,  fruits  of 
various  kinds,  vegetables  and  cereals, 
so  that  the  general  efTect  is  that  of  rich 
and  well-cared-for  farming  country. 

The  house  hugs  so  close  to  the  hill 
upon  which  it  is  built,  and  its  broad, 
sweeping  lines  follow  so  perfectly  the 
contour  of  the  ground,  that  it  seems 
almost  to  have  been  there  from  the  be- 
ginning of  things.  Vertical  lines  were 
cleverly  avoided  by  the  architect,  and 
the  general  treatment  of  the  building 
is  such  as  to  emphasize  its  horizontal 
lines  to  a  degree  that  conveys  the  im- 
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pression  not  only  of  ample  room  but 
of  a  spirit  of  wide-armed  friendliness 
and  hospitality  that  seems  a  part  of 
the  house  itself. 

The  rear  of  the  building  is  shown  in 
the  illustration,  as  the  large  porch 
faces  to  the  south,  and  is  planned  so 
that  the  view  up  and  down  the  river  is 
unobstructed  from  any  portion  of  it. 
An  idea  of  the  unusual  plan  of  the 
house  is  best  conveyed  by  a  look  at 
the  ground  plans,  which  show  the 
wide-spreading  wings  that  extend  to 
either  side  of  the  entrance  with  its 
porte-cochere,  through  which  sweeps 
the  curving  driveway.  Numerous  stone 
walls  separate  the  different  parts  of  the 
ground,  and  in  addition  to  the  dwelling 
itself,  there  are  a  number  of  farm 
buildings,  a  combination  garage  and 
power  house,  containing  the  electric 
plant  for  power  and  light,  a  carriage 
house,  pump  house,  caretaker's  dwell- 
ing, cow  barns,  chauffeur's  quarters, 
etc.,  forming  quite  a  small  village,  of 
which  the  house  is  the  center. 

The  outside  of  the  house  is  covered 
•with  one  and  one-quarter  by  ten  inch 
boards,  left  rough  as  they  came  from 
the  saw,  and  laid  ship  lap.  The  re- 
mainder of  the  work  is  of  shingles,  ex- 
cepting the  gable  ends,  which  are  plas- 
tered. All  the  work  excepting  the  sash 
is  in  the  rough,  and  all  stained  a  dark 
brown.  The  window  sash  is  painted 
white.  A  portion  of  the  walls  is  laid 
up  in  broken  rubble  limestone  of  a 
brownish  gray  color,  with  sunken 
joints  raked  out  to  a  depth  of  two 
inches.  The  porch  floor  is  only  one 
step  above  the  ground  level.  As  will 
be  seen  by  a  look  at  the  floor  plans, 
the  living  room  at  the  south  side  of  the 
house  extends  to  the  roof.  On  the 
lower  story  it  opens  upon  the  veranda, 
both  at  the  end  and  on  the  south  side, 
and  the  dining  room  also  opens  out 
upon  a  screened  porch.  The  servants' 
quarters  are  in  one  wing,  and  the  other 


is  given  up  to  bedrooms.  The  upper 
story  is  conveniently  laid  out,  and  so 
contrived  that  the  utmost  space  is 
gained,  within  the  area  covered.  Two 
balconies,  one  at  either  end  of  the 
porch  roof — which  in  the  center  also 
forms  the  ceiling  of  the  living  room — 
not  only  add  much  to  the  structural 
effect  of  the  house,  but  serve  equally 
well  as  outdoor  additions  to  the  bed- 
rooms opening  from  them. 

Two  interior  views  are  given  of  the 
living  room,  one  showing  the  fireplace 
of  split  field  rubble  with  deeply  sunken 
joints,  and  the  other  the  recessed 
window.  In  common  with  the  whole 
scheme  of  interior  decoration,  the 
woodwork  and  beams  are  modeled 
after  the  Cr<\ftsman  idea,  and  are  all 
in  quartered  oak,  darkened  as  with 
age,  and  giving  the  dull  satiny  surface 
which  brings  out  the  full  beauty  of  the 
wood.  The  furnishings  are  all  in  har- 
mony, and  the  lighting  fixtures  and 
other  hardware  are  in  wrought  iron 
and  hammered  copper.  As  will  be 
seen,  the  lines  of  the  beamed  ceiling 
follow  the  lines  of  the  roof.  The  whole 
room  is  done  in  soft  brown,  with  the 
upper  walls  treated  in  natural  color 
burlap,  and  the  necessary  color  accent 
is  furnished  by  the  metal  work  and 
smaller  accessories.  All  the  rooms  of 
the  lower  story  carry  out  the  same  har- 
monious tones,  the  dining  room  being 
especially  interesting  with  its  color 
scheme  of  russet  brown,  combined 
with  green  and  antique  copper  tones. 

The  dwelling  of  Mr.  William  C. 
Miller,  of  Newark,  Ohio,  has  an  ef- 
fective picturesqueness,  due  to  the 
half-timber  construction,  and  the  wide- 
ly overhanging  eaves.  The  situation 
of  the  house  is  very  fortunate,  for  it 
has  enough  ground  around  it  to  allow 
a  good  scope  for  the  efforts  of  the 
landscape  gardener.  The  building  is 
on  a  very  slight  eminence,  with  the 
grounds  immediately  around  it  graded 
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up  in  a  very  gentle  slope,  so  that  the 
house  rises  gracefully  and  naturally 
out  of  its  environment,  and  is  brought 
into  close  relation  with  the  ground  by 
means  of  the  abundant  covering  of 
vines  upon  the  pergola,  trellises  and 
walls. 

The  building  itself  is  of  blue-gray 
limestone,  with  joints  cut  out  fully  an 
inch  and  a  half  deep.  The  vines  which 
have  grown  over  these  walls  have  gath- 


PIoo  oj  yfccood  ri(X<r 
./-col.-    '  i  .«i .  1  r-r 


HOUSE    OF   W.    C.    MILLER. 


ered  and  held  moisture 
enough  to  encourage  the 
growth  of  moss  on  the 
stones.  The  upper  portion 
of  the  walls  is  in  rough- 
cast plaster,  broken  up  with 
timbers  which  are  left 
rough  with  the  saw  marks 
on  them,  and  stained  to  a 
dark  brown.  The  plaster  is 
a  soft  gray,  a  little  lighter 
than  the  limestone  of  the 
lower  walls. 

The  quaint  effect  which 
the  roof  has  of  hovering  the 
building  below  it  is  greatly 
increased  by  the  fact  that 
the  eaves  overhanging  the 
gables  pitch  forward  at  the 
ape.x  something  over  two  feet  more 
than  they  do  on  the  lower  line  of  the 
gable.  There  is  also  a  curv'ature  or 
sway  of  about  fifteen  inches  from  the 
line  of  the  ridge  to  the  eaves,  which 
gives  something  of  the  appearance  of 
an  old  roof  sunken  with  weight  and 
age,  and  by  its  easy  swing  is  brought 
into  perfect  harmony  with  the  graceful 
lines  of  the  building.  There  has  been 
so  careful  an  avoidance  of  abrupt  angles 
and  hard  lines  in  the  designing  of  the 
house  and  the  laying  out  of  the  grounds 
that' the  effect  is  that  of  a 
dwelling  which  has  settled 
easily  and  naturally  into  its 
surroundings. 

The  plan  of  the  interior 
-a-  J  £j  is  simple,  and  all  the  inte- 
jjl  J  A*  rior  woodwork  is  of  weath- 
ered oak,  dull  finished  in 
such  a  way  as  to  show  the 
natural  color  of  the  ripened 
and  aged  wood.  The  effect 
of  ruggedness  and  simplic- 
ity is  maintained  through- 
out, the  principal  structural 
feature  in  all  the  scheme 
of  interior  decoration  being 
the    fireplace,    massive   and 
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generous    in    proportion    and 
rough   brick   with  deep    sunken   joints, 
which  forms  the  center  of  attraction  in 
the  large  living  room.   Both  living  room 
and    dining    room    have    high    paneled 
wainscots,  and  beamed  ceilings,  and  are 
decorated  in  forest  and  autumn  tones  of 
green,  yellow,  brown  and  russet.     The 
furnishings,  wall  cov- 
erings, hangings  and 
rugs    of    each    room 
were     especially     de- 
signed  for  their  sur- 
roundings, and  also  to 
maintain  an  eflfect  of 
harmony  in  color  and 
line     throughout    the 
house. 

Another  interior  of 
Mr.  Packard's  design- 
ing is  the  private  of- 
fice of  the  Honorable 
W.  D.  Guilbert,  in  the 
Ohio  State  Capitol. 
This   building,   which 


is  noted  for  its  purity 
of  architecture  in  the 
Grecian  Doric  style, 
has  had  to  be  enlarged 
from  time  to  time  to 
provide  more  space 
for  various  offices. 
The  one  shown  here 
is  used  for  most  of  the 
private  meetings  of 
the  Governor,  Secre- 
tary of  State,  and  At- 
torney General,  as 
well  as  serving  for 
Mr.  Guilbert's  own 
office.  It  is  built  and 
decorated  strictly 
along  Craftsman 
lines.  The  door  lead- 
ing into  the  public  of- 
fice is  large  and  mas- 
sive, with  iron  knock- 
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ers,   and   heavy  strap 
built   of      hinges.  The  ceiling  has  exposed  timber 


work,   and   the   natural 
from   the   top   by 
a     skylight     sur- 
rounded by  venti- 


lisrht   is   taken 
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lators.  The  lower  windows  of  the  sky- 
hght  are  of  art  glass  in  amber  and  green 
tones,  decorated  with  the  great  seal  of 
the  State.  The  walls  are  covered  with 
leather,  paneled  by  means  of  wood  stil- 
ing.  The  artificial  light  is  furnished  by 
lanterns  hung  on  the  side  walls.  These 
are  of  Craftsman  design  carried  out 
in  wrought  iron.  The  furniture  is  all 
Craftsman,  and  the  room  is  decorated 
in  shades  of  brown  to  harmo- 
nize with  the  color  of  the  wood 
and  leather.  The  ceiling  is  cov- 
ered with  brown  canvas  and 
the  floor  with  a  Donegal  rug. 

One  feature  of  this 
room  which  has  proved 
most  satisfactory  is  the 
way  in  which  the  heat- 
ing and  ventilation  is 
done.  In  summer  a  fan 
draws  the  air  over  iced 
pipes  into  the  room, 
and  in  winter  the  air  is 
driven  in  over  steam- 
heated  coils,  while  the 

is    forced 

the  venti- 


gene  Gray,  which  is  situated  at  Grand 
View  Heights,  three  miles  out  of  the 
city  of  Columbus, 
shows  another  style 
of  building  in  which 
Mr.  Packard  has  been 
equally  successful. 
This  house  has  the 
same  sense  of  relation 
to  the  landscape  that 
is  so  noticeable  in  the 
others.  It  is  built  upon  a  knoll, 
among  natural  forest  trees,  and 
overlooks  the  Scioto  River  val- 
ley with  an  uninterrupted  view 
of  nearly  fifteen  miles.  As  the 
idea  was  to  adapt  the  house  to 
the  use  of  the  natural  products 
of  the  ground  upon  which  it  stands,  so 
that  it  should  appear  to  have  almost 
grown  out  of  the  knoll,  the  walls  of  the 
lower  story  and  of  the  tower  are  built  of 
gray  stone,  found  in  the  immediate  vi- 
cinity of  the  site,  and  the  upper  story  is 
of  plaster  with  pine  timber  work.  The 
roof  is  covered  with  tile,  varying  from 
shades  of  light  orange  to  deep  brown, 
giving  a  delightful  effect  of 
color  among  the  surround- 
ing foliage.  The  ground 
upon    which 


house    is 


vitiated  air 
out  through 
lators. 

The    very 
dwelling    of 


attractive 

Mr.    Eu- 
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built  has  been  left  undisturbed  as  much 
as  possible,  the  building  following  the 
natural  contour.  The  house  faces  the 
south,  and  has  an  uninterrupted  view, 
the  approach  being  from  the  north. 

The  same  treatment  of  the  interior 
that  prevails  in  the  other  houses  is  seen 
here  also,  the  woodwork  of  the  first  floor 
being  of  oak  and  the  decorative  scheme 
carried  out  in  browns  and  the  forest 
tones  of  green  and  russet.  On  the  sec- 
ond floor  the  woodwork  is  of  white 
enamel,  with  mahogany  furniture.  A 
charming  use  is  found  for  the  round 
tower  in  the  den  with  its  cheery  fire- 
place and  many  windows  on  the  first 
floor,  and  one  of  the  guest  rooms  above. 

The  last  house,  of  which  two  views 
are  shown,  is  the  dwelling  of  Mr.  John 
J.  Carroll,  and  is  built  in  an  outlying 
district  of  Newark,  Ohio.  As  in  the 
case  of  the  other  houses,  the  site  is 
ample,  and  the  grounds  have  been  laid 


out  by  a  landscape  architect,  with  at- 
tractive walks  and  drives,  a  trellis  lead- 
ing from  the  house  to  the  garage,  and 
an  abundance  of  shrubbery-,  vines  and 
trees.  The  lines  of  the  foundation  are 
curved  outward,  giving  the  effect  of 
reaching  out  over  the  ground,  and 
finally  joining  it  without  any  abrupt 
angle.  The  lower  story  is  built  of  soft 
gray  limestone  with  deep  sunken  joints, 
which  give  a  pleasant  play  of  light  and 
shadow  over  the  surface.  The  second 
story  and  roof  are  shingled,  and  the 
gables  are  of  plaster,  with  pine  timber 
work.  The  porch  is  of  unusual  width, 
allowing  it  to  be  used  as  an  outdoor 
living  room.  It  is  floored  with  quarry 
tiles,  and  has  a  widely  projecting  roof, 
that  affords  good  shelter  in  storms.  The 
interior  of  the  house  is  conveniently  and 
charmingly  arranged,  and  shows  Mr. 
Packard's  favorite  ideas  in  regard  to 
woodwork  and  interior  decoration. 
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MUCH  of  the  charm  of  old  build- 
ings is  no  doubt  due  to  the  kindly 
hand  of  Time,  which  not  only  heals  the 
scars  that  man  makes  on  the  earth,  but 
tones  down  the  raw  surfaces,  and  soft- 
ens the  hard  lines  and  colors  of  any- 
thing he  may  build.  But  not  to  Father 
Time  can  we  give  all  the  credit.  It  will 
be  more  than  he  can  do,  I  think,  to  make 
our  modern  suburbs  look  as  beautiful, 
as  fitting  in  the  scenery,  as  many  an  old 
city  or  country  town  does.  Apart  from 
the  question  of  beauty  in  the  style  of 
building,  which  of  course  is  an  obvious 
factor  of  great  influence,  there  are  a 
few  more  easily  understood  reasons  for 
the  difference  between  old  and  new.  If 
we  take  for  example  their  position:  do 
not  old  houses  and  villages  generally 
seem  to  nestle  in  a  valley,  under  a  hill, 
or  by  the  edge  of  a  wood  or  copse,  and 


both  by  their  placing  and  style  convey 
the  idea  of  shelter  and  retreat?  Some- 
times this  characteristic  was  carried  so 
far  that  we  find  houses  placed  so  as  to 
get  little  or  no  view.  But  they  were 
built  for  busy  people  who  lived  mainly 
out  of  doors,  and  returned  to  their 
shelter  at  night  as  the  rooks  come  home 
to  roost.  Too  often  now  we  place  a 
building  so  as  to  strike  a  note  of  defi- 
ance with  surrounding  nature.  The 
thing  stands  out  hard  and  prominent  in 
the  landscape ;  shouts  at  you  across  the 
valley ;  and  through  not  cooperating 
with  the  scene,  fails  to  convey  anything 
of  that  sense  of  nestling  in  a  fitting 
nook,  or  on  an  appropriate  ledge — that 
sheltering  under  Nature's  wing,  as  It 
were — which  makes  a  building  look 
really  at  home.  (From  "Building  and 
Natural  Beauty,"  by  Raymond  Unwin.) 
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"Understand  this  clearly:  you  can  teach 
a  man  to  draw  a  straight  line  and  to  cut 
one;  to  strike  a  curved  line  and  to  carve  it; 
and  to  copy  and  carve  any  number  of 
given  lines  or  forms  with  admirable  speed 
and  precision:  .  .  .  but  if  you  ask  him  to 
think  about  any  of  those  forms,  to  con- 
sider if  he  cannot  find  any  better  in  his 
own  head,  he  stops;  his  execution  becomes 
hesitating;  he  thinks,  and  ten  to  one  he 
thinks  wrong;  ten  to  one  he  makes  a  mis- 
take in  the  first  touch  he  gives  to  his  work 
as  a  thinking  being." 

John  Ruskin. 

THE  construction  of  good  curves 
is  quite  akin  to  the  planning  of 
good  proportions.  A  few  general 
hints  may  be  offered,  and  their 
observance  should  enable  one  to  venture 
beyond  the  commonplace  without  be- 
coming entangled  in  the  bizarre  and  fan- 
tastic. By  calHng  geometry  to  our  aid 
certain  types  of  curves  may  be  plotted ; 
yet  in  practice  we  are  thrown  back  upon 
our  curve   sense,   if  it   niav  be  so  ex- 


pressed. Our  equipment  may  be  in- 
creased by  the  purchase  of  a  number  of 
the  "French  curves,"  so  called ;  but  the 
best  advice  is — don't.  In  these  mechan- 
ical aids  there  is  no  clue  to  the  why, 
when  and  where  of  curves.  It  were 
better  to  cultivate  a  curve  sense  through 
diligent  study  and  practice,  and  then 
place  dependence  upon  that  most  re- 
markable of  all  instruments,  the  human 
hand. 

Mr.  Ruskin  in  "Modern  Painters" 
calls  the  circle  the  "finite  curve."  Any 
section  of  a  circle,  if  completed,  returns 
unto  itself ;  a  segment  from  one  portion 
is  the  same  in  shape  as  a  segment  from 
another  portion.  The  circle  has  unity, 
but  lacks  variety. 

Now,  there  is  another  kind  of  curve 
which  Mr.  Ruskin  calls  the  "infinite 
curve" — more  subtle  and  with  greater 
beauty  than  the  circle.  It  is  the  curve 
that  Nature  most  loves,  which  she  seems 
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ever  striving  to  attain.  Seek  where  you 
will,  from  the  blade  of  grass  to  the 
shells  on  the  beach,  you  will  find  this 
"infinite  curve."  With  a  T-square  and 
triangle  one  can  be  easily  plotted,  (Fig. 
13-B).  Draw  a  series  of  horizontal 
lines  equally  distant  one  from  the  other ; 
cut  them  at  one  end  with  a  vertical ; 
then  from  the  top  of  the  vertical  draw  a 
line,  at  whatever  angle  you  choose,  to 
the  lower  horizontal.  This  gives  to  the 
series  of  lines  a  rhythmic  measure  of  de- 
crease from  the  longest  to  the  shortest. 
By  placing  these  lines  in  regular  order, 
end  to  end,  taking  particular  care  that 
the  angles  formed  by  the  different  lines 
are  the  same,  we  may  be  sure  that  a 
curve  drawn  through  the  intersecting 
points  will  be  a  beautiful  curve.  It  is 
the  "infinite  curve"  ;  it  may  unfold  itself 
until  the  end  of  time ;  but  it  can  never 
return  to  its  starting-point.  The  lines 
may  be  increased  in  number  ;  a  different 
angle  may  be  chosen,  giving  to  the  curve 
a  stronger  movement ;  but  the  law  gov- 
erning its  course  is  the  same.    (13-C) 


FIGURE   FOURTEEN. 

In  this  curve  there  is  variety  with  unity. 

There  are  various  other  geometric 
curves  that  might  be  plotted,  such  as 
the  curve  of  the  ellipse,  the  oval,  and 
the  cycloidal  curve ;  but  if  we  appre- 
ciate the  reason  zvhy  the  "infinite  curve," 
or  the  "curve  of  force,"  is  more  beauti- 
ful than  the  "finite  curve,"  and  can 
apply  the  idea  in  practice,  we  are  mak- 
ing commendable  progress  toward  the 
cultivation  of  a  curve  sense.  It  is  a  live 
curve  that  interests  us  most  (Fig.  13- 
A),  sometimes  approaching  a  straight 
line,  again  swinging  full  and  clear; 
sometimes  reversed,  ever  subtle  and 
varied  in  its  course.  It  may  become  as 
eccentric  as  in  E ;  but  if  it  is  to  be  beau- 
tiful it  must  never  be  uncertain  or  lack- 
ing in  firmness.  There  is  no  better  de- 
vice for  charting  its  course  tlian  the 
hand,  with  the  eye  for  a  compass  and  a 
clear  head  at  the  helm. 

Draw  two  lines,  two  or  three  inches 
apart,  as  a  limitation  in  height,  and  see 
if  you  can  swing  a  series  of  live,  free- 
hand curves,  simple,  firm,  and  unmis- 
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takably  clear  in  expression.  (A)  Try 
reversed  curves  as  in  the  second  one. 
Which  is  more  interesting,  the  second 
curve  or  the  tliird  one?  And  why?  It 
would  be  well  to  trace  some  of  these 
curves  and  reverse  them  in  symmetry 
with  the  thought  of  pottery  in  mind.  In 
this  case  it  must  not  be  forgotten  that  a 
piece  of  potterj-  has  a  top,  bottom,  shoul- 
ders and  body,  and  that  lines  should  be 
related  so  as  to  distinguish  these  ele- 
ments. 


fejilg  S^'^E.S^'^B. 


It  is  now  necessary  to  digress  for  a 
few  moments  to  pick  up  the  thread  of 
primitive  art  discussed  briefly  in  the 
first  article  of  this  series. 

It  is  unfortunate  that  a  serious  study 
of  primitive  art  is  left  very  generally  to 
the  archaeologist.  To  many  students  of 
design  this  vast,  intensely  interesting 
field  is  unexplored.  Racinet,  in  his 
laborious  Grammar  of  Ornament,  de- 
fines primitive  work  as  "anterior  to 
rules  of  art,"  and  devotes  a  single  page 
of  ill  chosen  and  me- 
chanically rendered  frag- 
ments to  its  elucidation. 
One  should  be  thankful 
that  there  still  remains 
open  for  study  a  field 
that  is  anterior  to  "rules 
of  art."  In  a  similar  way 
our  historic  ornaments 
take  their  first  deep 
plunge  into  Egypt  and 
we  emerge  with  the  idea 
that  the  beginnings  of 
art  are  somewhere  away 
back  in  dim,  distant 
ages,  and  that  its  story 
is  one  of  minor  interest. 
On  the  contrary,  the 
story  of  primitive  art  is 
one  of  absorbing  interest 
and  much  profit  for  the 
beginner.  And  why  go 
so  far  afield?  Here 
close  beside  us  and  with- 
in reach  of  all  is  the  re- 
markable art  of  a  people 
who  have  just  left  the 
stone  age  behind  them ; 
an  art  almost  contempo- 
rary with  our  own  times, 
indigenous  to  a  soil  and 
climate  which  we  know. 
Through  our  own  Na- 
tional Museum  and  its 
invaluable  publications, 
to  be  found  in  any  li- 
brary,   the    student    has 
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access  to  a  most  important  period  of 
work.  Here  may  be  found  the  art  of 
people  who  were  unhampered  by  con- 
flicting traditions,  whose  natures  de- 
manded beauty  in  all  objects  of  daily 
use ;  and  if  this  is  not  "fine  art"  in  the 
best  sense  of  the  term,  how  indeed  may 
it  be  defined?  The  work  of  more  ad- 
vanced civilizations  may  offer  a  wider 
range  of  invention,  finer  distinctions  in 
line,  form,  and  tone  than  the  work  of 
primitive  man ;  but  certainly  no  more 
evidence  of  the  spontaneous  develop- 
ment necessary  to  the  very  life  of  art. 

We  know  too  much  to  be  true  and  sim- 
ple and  spontaneous  in  our  own  work. 
We  are  burdened  by  too  many  conflict- 
ing traditions  and  precedents.  In  this 
day  of  inexpensive  casts,  pictures  and 
photographs  we  find  the  world's  work 
spread  out  before  us.  We  select  for  pur- 
fMDses  of  study  those  things  that  are  far 
beyond  us  in  the  terms  of  our  own  expe- 
rience. We  are  induced  to  imitate  and 
copy  those  things  because  of  their  mani- 
fest superiority  over  our  own  immature 
efforts.  We  are  impatient  of  time  and 
study  and  experiment.  If  we  are  workers 
in  wood  or  metal  or  what  not,  we  find, 
even  supposing  that  we  have  achieved 
the  logical  solution  of  the 
constructive  demands  of  a 
problem, that  in  its  further 
enrichment  we  are  hope- 
lessly impotent ;  we  have 
no  ideas  to  express,  so 
bring  forth  a  formidable 
array  of  arguments  to 
prove  that  there  never  was 
such  a  thing  as  originality 
in  design ;  and  in  the 
meantime  complacently 
appropriate  the  work  of 
others  to  our  own  ends. 

Primitive  art  comes  as 
a  refreshing  breeze.  Here 
were  people  with  real 
needs  to  meet  with  such 
beauty  as  they  could  de- 


vise. They  gathered  perforce  their  own 
material  from  the  mountain  slopes  and 
the  river  bottoms,  made  with  their  own 
hands  all  the  tools,  and  wrought  a  prod- 
uct simple  and  honest  in  construction, 
strong  and  insistent  in  its  grasp  of  fun- 
damentals. The  work  of  primitive  man 
comes  from  his  heart ;  from  his  nature 
rather  than  from  his  knowledge.  He 
designed  beautifully  because  he  could 
not  help  it ;  and  the  step  from  his  idea 
to  its  vigorous  execution  is  so  simple 
that  it  can  be  readily  studied.  In  all 
justice  the  feminine  pronoun  should  be 
used;  but  to  simplify  matters  let  us 
allow  man  to  shine  with  reflected  glory ! 
The  questions  of  tools,  materials  and 
processes  are  reduced  to  their  simplest 
elements  ;  we  may  trace  the  exiieriments 
and  influences  from  one  material  or 
process  to  another.  (Fig.  14.)  In  our 
own  Southwest  gourds  were  common  in 
many  sections,  and  were  used  as  utensils 
for  various  purposes.  For  convenience 
in  carrying  the  gourd,  and  possibly  for 
protection,  a  coarse  weave  of  wicker- 
work  was  made  about  it.  There  is  good 
reason  to  believe  that  this  suggested  the 
weaving  of  baskets,  merely  by  increas- 
ing the  strands  of  the  wicker  covering. 
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A  wicker  basket  lined  with  pitch  or  clay 
was  more  durable  than  a  gourd ;  it  also 
demanded  greater  strength  than  is  pos- 
sible with  the  loose  weaving  of  a  wicker 
framework.  As  basketry  came  into 
wider  practice  other  utensils  were  made, 
and  the  materials  and  processes  involved 
in  the  craft  underwent  a  development 
on  their  own  merits.  Strands  were 
bound  together  in  coils  to  give  greater 
strength  ;  baskets  were  made  for  boiling 
water,  after  the  primitive  method ;  for 
parching  pans,  and  for  other  domestic 
uses.  Now  the  parching  pan  was  lined 
with  clay,  as  were  also  the  cooking  and 
boiling  baskets,  to  protect  the  basket 
from  the  charcoal.  Naturally  the  heat 
baked  the  clay,  shrinking  it  into  a  form 
similar  to  the  b?sket.  A  clay  pan  was 
an  obvious  suggestion.  Here  was  a  new 
material  with  new  possibilities  to  be 
studied.  But  while  clay  may  be  pressed 
into  the  shallow  parching  pan  and 
baked,  it  is  apparent  that  forms  for  boil- 
ing or  carrying  water  cannot  be  made 
in  the  same  way  without  destroying  a 
good  basket  for  each  piece  of  pottery 
made.  Knowing  no  better  way,  the 
primitive  worker  employed  the  same 
process  of  coiling  developed  through 
basketry,  even  using  a  basket  at  the 
start  for  shaping  the  bottom  of  the  clay 
vessel.  He  is  ever  slow  to  abandon  old 
materials  and  methods.  The  first  pot- 
tery was  rough  and  partook,  not  only  in 
form  but  in  texture,  of  the  antecedent 
baskets.  In  the  course  of  time  a  slip 
was  devised  which  gave  a  smoother  tex- 
ture to  the  pottery ;  and  with  this  new 
texture  the  basket  character  decreased. 
Here  was  a  dififerent  kind  of  surface  to 
be  treated.  In  the  meantime  there  was 
developing  through  basketry  a  variety 
of  weaves  and  a  highly  organized  sys- 
tem of  geometric  ornament.  With  the 
dyes  employed  in  basket  making,  the 
first  of  the  smooth  vessels  were  painted  ; 
and  for  motifs  the  artist  naturally 
turned    to  the   geometric   ornament   of 


weaving,  for  there,  through  hard-earned 
experience,  he  felt  on  safe  ground.  One 
of  the  dyes  stood  the  test  of  the  fire  and 
thus  became  a  standard.  Gradually  the 
severe  geometric  ornament  of  weaving 
underwent  modifications  during  the 
translation  with  new  tools,  materials 
and  processes;  angles  were  softened, 
curves  appeared ;  yet  throughout  the 
periods  of  the  best  pottery  the  lessons 
so  well  learned  in  weaving  were  never 
quite  lost  from  sight.  And  so  the  story 
continues,  always  interesting,  always  in- 
structive, proceeding  along  the  lines  of 
least  resistance,  clear  and  spontaneous 
at  all  times.  Space  does  not  permit  us 
to  follow  it  to  a  conclusion  ;  but  it  is 
hoped  that  enough  has  been  said  to  in- 
duce the  reader  to  seek  at  first  hand, 
from  those  who  are  able  to  speak  with 
authority,  the  story  of  primitive  art. 

The  technique  of  weaving  and  bas- 
ketry inevitably  gave  rise  to  a  geometric 
ornament.  The  growth  of  pattern  was 
slow,  because  primitive  man,  as  we  have 
already  seen,  was  a  conservative  de- 
signer in  spite  of  the  vigor  of  his  utter- 
ance. From  one  generation  to  another 
the  simple  patterns  were  passed,  with 
gradual  changes  tending  toward  a  more 
complete  expression.  We  cannot  ap- 
preciate the  completeness  of  the  result 
until  we  sit  down  to  a  careful  examina- 
tion of  an  Indian  basket ;  count  out  the 
strands  of  the  pattern  and  note  how  dif- 
ficult the  task  becomes. 

Into  these  patterns  there  entered  at 
an  early  stage  a  fresh  element  of  inter- 
est. The  primitive  man  looked  out  upon 
the  world  through  the  eyes  of  a  child. 
Science  had  not  robbed  him  of  an  imagi- 
nation ;  the  forces  of  nature,  from  the 
forked  lightning  to  the  blade  of  grass 
pushing  upward  with  the  new  rains, 
were  explained  only  in  the  lore  of  his 
mythology.  His  gods  of  the  wind,  the 
rain,  and  the  sun  were  real  deities  to 
propitiate.  He  lived  close  to  the  heart 
of  Nature.    And,  as  the  hand  serves  the 
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mind,  there  inevitably  appeared  in  his 
work  earnest  efforts  to  interpret  the 
natural  phenomena  about  him,  develop- 
ing in  time  a  rich  symbolism  which  we 
can  only  in  part  understand  or  translate. 

His  pictorial  art,  like  his  designs, 
strikes  out  boldly  for  essentials,  for  lines 
expressing  movement,  action,  life.  He 
was  more  intent  on  recording  impres- 
sions than  in  nice  distinctions  of  tex- 
ture, color,  light  and  shade.  He  was  the 
first  of  the  "impressionists."  He  even 
recorded  his  ideas  through  pictographs 
in  lieu  of  a  written  language. 

There  entered  then  into  the  technique 
of  his  weaving  certain  nature-derived 
elements,  often  arbitrary  and  unreal. 
Sometimes  we  recognize  the  motif  as 
nature-derived ;  again  it  requires  the  in- 
genious logic  of  an  archaeologist  to  as- 
sure us.  The  interplay  between  the  two 
is  so  intimate  that  it  cannot  be  said  posi- 
tively; this  started  in  geometry  ;  this  in 
nature.  A  whimsical  twist  in  a  line 
may  have  sent  a  given  pattern  toward 
nature ;  or  again  the  designer  may  have 
done  the  best  he  could  for  nature  under 
the  circumstances.  The  point  is  illus- 
trated in  Fig.  15.  Is  the  development 
from  I  to  8  ;  or  from  8  to  i ;  or  from  the 
extremes  to  the  center? 

Now,  from  Fig.  15  there  is  this  to  be 
gained,  of  immediate  application  to  our 
own  problem:  however  much  of  inter- 
est there  may  be  in  primitive  man's  pic- 
tographs, the  value  of  his  designs  in- 
creases as  they  approach  the  geometric. 
Whatever  motif  he  may  use,  geometry 
furnishes  the  bones. 

You  were  asked,  "What  do  you  ex- 
pect Nature  to  do  for  you  ?"  Just  this : 
she  may  clothe  your  work  with  fresh 
life  and  interest ;  but  you  must  furnish 
the  bones :  and  if  the  bones  are  weak  or 
poorly  jointed.  Nature  cannot  hide  the 
fault.  Nature  may  indeed  arouse  latent 
ideas,  and  stimulate  the  imagination ; 
but  the  organic  structure  of  the  design 
rests  with  you.     In  a  final  analysis  its 


beauty  is  dependent  on  line,  form,  and 
tone  adjustment;  failing  there,  it  fails 
as  a  design. 

PROBLEM  (Plate  6) :  Can  you  not 
bring  to  the  "bones"  of  your  geo- 
metric problems  a  new  element  of  in- 
terest from  nature?  .Adhere  to  the  limi- 
tations—and possibilities,  too,  it  should 
be  added — proposed  in  the  three  prob- 
lems preceding,  and  see  if  you  cannot 
translate  your  first  convention  from 
nature  into  terms  of  line,  form,  and 
tone.  Insect  life  furnishes  a  suggestive 
and,  at  this  stage,  a  comparatively  safe 
motif.  For  our  purpose  this  motif  be- 
comes a  mere  symbol  characterized  by 
lines  and  areas  combined.  Insects  are 
not  difficult  to  find,  or,  lacking  live 
motifs,  any  book  on  insect  life  will  con- 
tain ample  material.  Better  yet,  though  ; 
when  the  idea  of  the  problem  is  fully 
understood  you  may  better  proceed  from 
the  geometric  to  the  development  of  an 
imaginative  symbol.  Compare  the  illus- 
trations shown  in  this  number  of  The 
Cr.\ftsman  with  those  in  the  two  num- 
bers preceding  and  you  will  note  an  ap- 
plication of  the  same  principles  with  re- 
newed force.  Think  of  the  designs  in 
Plate  6,  as  well  as  in  the  following 
plates,  from  a  big  point  of  view  first. 
Study  them  as  wholes,  as  spottings  of 
space  and  mass  ;  then  gradually  descend 
to  details  in  order  to  find  what  it  is  that 
binds  each  result  together  into  a  unity. 
.Analyze  the  disposition  of  the  lines  and 
forms ;  if  you  try  to  change  a  line  or  a 
form,  you  will  discover  very  soon  that 
it  bears  some  important  relation  to  the 
other  lines  and  forms  ;  they  are  all  pulling 
together  like  a  good  team  of  horses.  It  is 
this  how  and  why  of  each  element  of  a 
design  that  should  interest  us  as  stu- 
dents. For  example :  in  the  second  bor- 
der of  Plate  6,  the  area  of  white  was 
too  large ;  it  needed  breaking ;  the  two 
little  twisted  lines  at  the  bottom  served 
the  purpose.    Look  for  the  interrelation 
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of  lines  from  unit  to  unit,  binding  them 
together  into  an  organic  whole ;  for  ex- 
ample, in  the  fourth  one  there  are  two 
units ;  one  the  space  between  the  in- 
sects, the  other  formed  by  the  insects 
themselves  ;  they  are  equally  important, 
though  dominant  interest  is  given  to  the 
latter  by  a  concentration  of  black  for  the 
body.  As  we  are  not  intent  upon  im- 
mortalizing any  particular  insect,  we 
may  treat  the  motif  with  considerable 
liberty ;  on  the  other  hand,  if  the  geo- 
metric character  of  the  design  decreases, 
consistency  demands  a  correspondingly 
closer  adherence  to  nature's  type. 

Several  applications  of  the  insect 
motif  to  tiles,  pottery  and  leather  work 
are  shown  in  Plates  7,  8,  9,  10,  11. 
These  should  be  taken  as  suggestions, 
however,    and    not    pounced    upon    as 


proper  material  for  copy,  else  where  is 
the  value  of  all  this  preaching?  The 
evolution  of  a  design  as  outlined  last 
month  should  be  kept  in  mind.  Is  it  a ' 
piece  of  pottery  that  is  desired?  Then 
your  design  begins  with  the  first  efforts 
to  define  its  shape  and  ends  only  with 
the  finished  product,  each  part  contrib- 
uting to  the  structural  whole.  The  big, 
general  form  would  come  first.  Then 
its  subdivisions,  as  in  Fig.  13-G,  rather 
than  F.  Other  subdivisions  might  give 
such  a  result  as  in  H.  Then  in  the 
completion  of  the  idea  of  the  present 
problem  it  should  be  borne  in  mind  that 
space  and  mass  must  both  be  given  at- 
tention. Which  is  the  unit  after  all,  I 
or  J  ?  To  be  sure  the  interest  is  concen- 
trated in  J  ;  but  I  is  a  part  of  the  design 
with  claims  that  cannot  be  ignored. 


TRAINING     FOR     INTERIOR     DECORATORS: 
NUMBER  1 :  BY  MARY  LINTON  BOOKWALTER 


WOULD  you  employ  as  your 
family  physician  a  man  who 
had  received  no  training  for 
his  calling?  Would  you  en- 
trust your  legal  difficulties  to  one 
who  wanted  to  be  a  lawyer  and  be- 
came so  because  of  that  desire? 
Would  you  employ  an  architect  who 
had  a  "taste"  for  building  and  based 
his  right  to  bungle  your  contract 
because  of  "taste  untrained"?  Is 
there  any  reason  why,  in  the  pro- 
fession of  interior-decorator  or  dec- 
orator-architect, a  "love  of  pretty 
things"  should  be  sufficient  cause  to 
start   in   the  profession? 

The  majority  of  students  who  plan 
to  enter  the  professions  of  medicine, 
law  or  architecture,  see  before  them 
a  number  of  years  planned  with  a 
definite  course  of  work  leading  to  a 
definite  result.  Those  who  wish  to 
succeed   professionally   and    to  become 


authorities  in  their  respective  lines, 
plan  work  here  and  abroad,  but  with 
one  point  always  in  view — that  of 
enlarging  their  knowledge  of  their 
chosen  work. 

What  is  the  attitude  of  the  aver- 
age student  who  expects  to  become  a 
decorator?  He  has  a  short  course 
in  design  and  painting.  It  is  not  his 
fault  that  he  gets  no  more  from  his 
institution  in  that  particular  course. 
Thus  far  nothing  better  is  offered. 
But  if  the  student  wishes  to  do  work 
which  is  worth  while,  he  will  soon 
see  that  he  must  think  out  a  plan 
for  himself  that  will  lead  to  a  knowl- 
edge of  his  subject  that  makes  him 
valuable  as  an  adviser  to  his  future 
clients. 

First:  Suppose  you  have  a  house 
given  you  to  do.  Do  you  know 
what  style  of  architecture  it  is? 
Could   you   make   working   drawings 
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of  any  of  the  details?  Is  your  knowl- 
edge of  proportion  such  that  you 
know  whether  it  is  good  or  bad,  and 
why?  Have  you  any  idea  of  how  it 
is  constructed? 

Second :  Suppose  the  house  is 
onl}-  an  average  example, — the  work 
of  an  architect  not  very  well 
equipped  for  his  profession.  Do  you 
know  enough  about  the  eflfect  of 
horizontal  and  vertical  lines  in  room 
treatment  to  take  this  house,  and  by 
means  of  subdued  color  and  restraint 
in  line,  produce  something  better  in 
effect  than  the  architect  could  do? 

Third :  If  the  house  is  a  fine  ex- 
ample, do  you  know  how  to  make 
your  work  the  right  setting  for  what 
this  architect  has  done?  Would 
what  you  do  make  a  unit  of  the 
house  and  not  ruin  the  architect's 
thought? 

Fourth :  When  looking  for  wall 
coverings,  if  the  market  has  nothing 
to  offer  which  is  right,  could  you 
make  a  design  for  paper  or  fabric 
that  would  meet  the  mechanical  re- 
quirements as  well  as  the  artistic? 

Fifth :  When  ordering  the  cur- 
tains could  you  give  specifications 
for  making  them?  Have  you  ever 
made  curtains? 

Sixth :  Do  you  know  anything  of 
weaving  rugs  or  the  making  of  car- 
pets? Would  your  opinion  be  safe 
for  your  client  to  follow  in  purchases 
for  the  new  house? 

Seventh :  Could  you  tell  by  look- 
ing at  a  piece  of  furniture  whether 
it  is  well  constructed  or  right  in 
type  for  the  place  intended?  If  the 
color  of  the  wood  were  not  satisfac- 
tory', could  you  give  directions  as  to 
stain  and  finish? 

Eighth :  When  you  finished  the 
house,  was  it  adapted  to  the  needs  of 
your  client?  Did  you  try  to  give 
him  the  personal  satisfaction  of  own- 
ing something  which  he  wanted,  but 


which  was  better  than  he  could  have 
obtained  because  of  your  knowledge 
and  skill? 

Ninth :  Were  you  able  to  make 
estimates  and  quote  prices  on  your 
work?  As  some  one  said,  "Two  of 
the  essential  points  in  a  decorator's 
equipment  are  arithmetic  and  com- 
mon sense." 

A  serious  profession,  you  say,  an 
exaggerated  demand  upon  one.  Not 
at  all ;  but  a  work  worthy  of  the 
best  possible  equipment.  I  have  not 
dwelt  upon  the  art  side  of  this. 
Your  work  is  not  worth  considering 
if  it  does  not  conform  to  the  best 
principles  of  art,  and  your  art,  if 
not  constructively  sound,  is  wanting. 
It  would  be  safe  to  estimate  that  the 
work  of  a  decorator-architect  is  ten 
per  cent,  art  and  ninety  per  cent, 
construction ;  that  ten  per  cent, 
makes  the  individual  expression,  but 
the  ninety  per  cent,  of  construction 
is  what  makes  it  reasonable. 

How  would  it  be  possible  for  the 
student  to  gain  knowledge  in  this 
line  which  would  give  him  a  profes- 
sional standing — equal  to  that  of  the 
other  artistic  professions? 

If  you  go  into  the  work  and  ex- 
pect to  take  the  commercial  output 
as  your  basis  for  work  you  will  at 
once  lower  your  standard  artistically. 
Have  as  part  of  your  training  a 
thorough  course  in  painting  until 
you  can  look  at  color  from  the  paint- 
er's viewpoint.  Be  willing  to  work 
faithfully  over  this  color  problem. 
Then  go  into  the  market  and  here  and 
there  assemble  your  stuffs  with  the 
trained  color  sense  back  of  your  work. 

The  most  beautiful  color  is  to  be 
had  from  the  wealth  of  material 
which  we  have  in  our  wholesale 
houses — but  combinations  in  color 
and  texture  can  rarely  be  had  from 
one  stock. 

While  you  are  painting  and  draw- 
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ing  take  up  your  design,  but  when 
you  make  a  design  immediately  find 
out  how  it  could  be  applied.  If  for 
a  wall  paper  do  not  be  satisfied  un- 
til you  know  the  mechanical  process 
which  produces  that  paper  and  what 
your  limitations  as  a  designer  will 
be.  Take  each  problem  as  it  comes 
and  get  down  to  the  fundamental 
principles  underlying  it.  If  you  do 
this  you  will  soon  see  that  the  ability 
to  combine  a  few  attractive  colors 
and  make  interesting  sketches  is  only 
the  primary  course  in  your  chosen 
work.  If  you  have  been  earnest  to 
this  point  in  your  study  you  will 
begin  to  feel  the  need  of  the  knowl- 
edge of  mechanical  drawing.  If  you 
design  furniture  you  are  not  satisfied 
with  your  designs  in  the  solid  and 
you  realize  that  work  on  paper  will 
not  give  adequate  results  in  wood. 
You  must  work  in  the  material  itself 
before  you  can  make  the  simple  di- 
rect drawing  that  your  mechanic  can 
execute.  Be  broad  enough  to  look  at 
his  labor  with  the  constructive  limi- 
tations in  your  mind.  You  can't  do 
this  thoroughly  until  you  have 
worked  at  the  bench.  Then  will 
come  to  you  a  breadth  and  quality 
in  your  design  that  you  have  never 
realized  when  you  worked  only  from 
the  studio. 

This  will  mean  work  in  manual 
training — either  such  a  course  as  our 
good  institutions  now  have,  or  you 
can  apprentice  yourself  to  some  ex- 
cellent cabinet  maker.  Pay  him  for 
the  use  of  tools  and  shop.  The  latter 
course  will  give  you  an  idea  of  com- 
mercial values  that  no  training  in 
a  school  will  ever  offer.  He  will 
have  direct  methods  in  gaining  re- 
sults which  will  give  you  valuable 
lessons  in  saving  time. 

You  must  learn  as  soon  as  possible 
where  you  stand  as  a  commercial 
asset.    The  average  craftsman  has  an 


inflated  idea  of  his  value  in  dollars 
and  cents.  You  must  have  value  and 
give  value  before  you  can  ask  for  it. 
Can  your  output  at  the  bench  equal 
or  excel  what  hundreds  of  others  are 
doing? 

After  you  have  these  basic  princi- 
ples in  your  grasp — then  what? 
Make  a  commercial  connection  that 
you  may  know  how  work  is  exe- 
cuted. No  school  has  a  course  in  in- 
terior decoration  that  is  taught  by 
the  man  in  the  field,  who  can  give 
the  direct  practical  help  in  the  use 
of  materials.  For  example — how  are 
wall  coverings  applied,  paper,  canvas 
and  tapestry?  What  conditions 
might  exist  in  the  plaster  that  would 
ruin  your  material  and  how  could 
you  overcome  them?  This  kind  of 
information  comes  only  from  the 
workman  and  not  from   the  theorist. 

You  will  probably  be  worth  less 
than  nothing  to  your  firm  for  the 
first  three  months.  If  any  one  will 
take  you  for  that  period  and  you  can 
get  in  exchange  the  experience  you 
need,  grasp  the  opportunity.  If  you 
have  the  right  material  in  you,  you 
will  be  glad  to  gain  this  practical 
experience  after  the  theoretical  work 
which  did  not  fit  you  to  meet  busi- 
ness conditions.  In  the  quiet  of  your 
studio  you  have  been  inclined  to 
dream  over  your  work,  when  many 
a  time  good  clear  thinking  would 
have  produced  better  results.  It  is 
this  contact  of  people  with  system- 
atic methods  that  will  help  you  eventu- 
ally to  apply  your  ability  in  the  right 
way.  If  you  do  this  earnestly  for  a 
year,  at  the  end  of  that  time  you  will 
know  your  weak  points,  and  one  of  the 
first  necessities  will  be  the  knowledge 
of  architecture. 

No  problem  in  interior  treatment 
can  be  carried  out  successfully  with- 
out an  appreciation  of  the  architec- 
tural side.     The  decorator's  work  on 
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the  walls  and  the  choice  of  hangings 
should  show  that  his  cooperation 
with  the  architect  is  intelligent. 
How  can  this  be  done  without  a 
working  knowledge  of  the  subject? 
If  you  care  to  do  this  larger  thing 
then  you  must  strive  for  the  larger 
equipment. 

If  there  is  personally  a  love  for  all 
the  phases  of  this  profession  and  you 
endeavor  to  make  each  problem 
which  is  presented  as  complete  an 
expression,  artistically  and  construc- 
tivelv,  as  your  limitations  will  allow, 
you  will  gradually  feel  that  you  are 
adapting  an  ideal  to  workaday  uses. 
Isn't  that  the  real  mission  of  the 
decorator?  For  ideal  houses  of  un- 
limited expenditure  are  not  to  be  had 
among  any  class,  but  a  fixed  sum  to 


spend  for  a  definite  purpose  is  al- 
ways to  be  found. 

After  you  have  gained  in  training 
the  best  our  country  has  to  offer  and 
you  have  had  several  years  of  per- 
sonal development  through  your 
business,  then  comes  the  desire  to 
see  and  study  the  fine  examples  in 
architecture,  furniture  and  painting 
which  the  older  countries  offer. 

This  very  pressure  in  our  business 
conditions  should  teach  the  decorator 
that  what  is  needed  in  our  country  is 
not  a  home  which  complicates  living 
by  multiplication  of  detail,  but  one 
which  produces  through  the  beauty 
of  restraint  in  line,  color  and  form 
the  kind  of  home  which  the  average 
busy  American  needs  for  the  good 
of  himself,  his  family  and  society. 


THE  BASIS  OF  TRUE   HOME    DECORATION 


THE  true  method  of  making  a  room 
beautiful  is  to  make  all  the  neces- 
sary and  useful  things  in  it  beautiful ; 
so  much  is  this  true  that  it  becomes 
almost  impossible  to  design  a  really 
beautiful  room  that  is  to  have  no  use- 
ful work  done  in  it  or  natural  life  lived 
in  it.  An  architect  called  upon  to  de- 
sign a  room  in  which  nothing  more 
earnest  is  to  be  done  than  to  gossip 
over  afternoon  teas  has  a  sad  job. 

For  a  room  must  always  derive  its 
dignity  or  meanness  from,  and  reflect 
somewhat,  the  character  and  kind  of 
occupation  which  is  carried  on  in  it. 
For  instance,  the  studio  of  an  artist,  the 
study  of  a  man  of  letters,  the  workshop 
of  a  carpenter,  or  the  kitchen  of  a  farm- 
house, each  in  its  position  and  degree, 
derives  a  dignity  and  interest  from  the 
work  done  in  it.  And  the  things  in  the 
room  bear  some  relation  to  that  work, 


and  will  be  the  furniture  and  surround- 
ings natural  to  it;  as  the  bench  and 
tools  in  the  carpenter's  shop ;  the  easels 
and  canvases  in  the  studio;  the  books 
and  papers  in  the  study ;  and  the  bright 
pans  and  crockery  in  the  kitchen.  -A.U 
these  lend  a  sense  of  active,  useful,  hu- 
man life  to  the  room,  which  redeems  it 
from  vulgarity,  though  it  be  the  sim- 
plest possible ;  and  no  amount  of  deco- 
ration or  ornamentation  can  give  dig- 
nity or  homeliness  to  a  room  which  is 
used  as  a  show  room,  or  in  which  no 
regular  useful  life  is  lived.  For  in  the 
work  room  all  things  hair  a  place,  by 
reason  of  their  usefulness,  which  gives 
a  sense  of  fitness  and  repose  entirely 
wanting  in  a  room  where  a  place  has 
obviously  had  to  be  found  for  every- 
thing, as  in  a  drawing  room.  (From 
"The  Smaller  Middle  Class  House,"  by 
Rarry  Parker.) 
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SUCH  minute  instructions  as  to 
metal  work  liave  been  given  in  the 
two  numbers  of  The  Craftsman 
preceding  this,  that  we  feel  now 
that  any  students  or  home  workers  who 
have  been  following  our  line  of  instruc- 
tion in  this  craft  must  have  a  fairly  good 
understanding  of  the  materials  to  be 
used,  the  tools  required  and  the  main 
outlines  of  the  method  of  working.  A 
full  list  of  tools  was  given  with  the  first 
lesson  in  the  October  number,  and  it  is 
hardly  necessary  to  repeat  it  here, 
and  for  the  models  shown  there  is  no 
list  of  materials  required  other  than  ap- 
pears in  the  description  of  the  method 
of  making  each  piece.  All  the  models 
illustrated  are  simple  to  a  degree,  and 
should  harmonize  excellently,  not  only 
with  pieces  made  from  the  designs 
which  have  preceded  them,  but  with  any 
simple  good  metal  pieces  or  furnishings. 
The  first  desi.gn  given  is  for  a  pair 
of  book  racks,  of  which  it  is,  of  course, 
necessary  to  show  only  one,  as  this  gives 
every  detail  of  the  construction.  Cut 
from  No.  i8  gauge  copper  a  strip  12 
inches  long  by  5^  inches  wide,  with 
both  ends  clipped  at  the  corners  as 
shown  in  the  illustration.  Mark  a  bor- 
der about  one  inch  in  depth  all  around 


■this  strip.  Han;mer  the  metal  inside  of 
this  border  with  the  ball-pein  of  the 
hammer,  so  that  the  portion  spoken  of 
will  round  outward,  leaving  a  concave 
space  on  the  inside.  This  hammering 
should  be  done  only  on  half  of  the  12- 
inch  strip,  which  then  should  be  bent  in 
the  middle  at  right  angles  as  shown  in 
the  drawing.  The  inside  of  the  concave 
piece  should  be  covered  with  a  flat  sheet 
of  lighter  metal — about  No.  20  gauge. 
The  two  pieces  should  be  riveted  to- 
gether as  shown,  with  the  holes  on  the 
inside  countersunk,  and  the  rivet  heads 
filed  oflf  so  that  they  will  not  scratch  the 
books.  A  piece  of  sheepskin  should  be 
applied  to  the  bottom  with  shellac. 

The  next  piece  given  is  a  wall  recep- 
tacle for  letters,  papers,  photographs, 
and  such  small  articles.  When  finished 
it  is  9  inches  high.  6  inches  wide,  and  4 
inches  deep.  First  cut  a  piece  of  copper, 
shaping  it  as  shown  in  the  picture,  and 
remembering  that  the  back,  sides,  and 
front  piece  are  all  made  from  one  piece 
of  metal,  so  that  both  picture  and  detail 
drawing  are  to  be  taken  into  account  in 
cutting  out  the  pattern.  To  do  this, 
mark  out  on  a  sheet  of  copper  the  back, 
and  then  the  sides,  allowing  Yz  inch 
extra  length  on  the  bottom  of  each  side. 
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END   OF    METAL  BOOK   RACK. 

to  be  bent  at  right  angles  with  the  side. 
Mark  out  the  bottom,  and  also  the  front 
piece.  Next  bend  the  bottom  at  right 
angles  with  the  back,  and  then  bend  the 
front  piece  up  at  right  angles  with  the 
bottom.  Bend  the  sides  out  also  at  right 
angles.  Next  make  a  center  partition 
with  a  flange  bent  back  on  each  end  as 
shown  in  the  detailed  drawing  of  the 
side.  Rivet  this  flange  to  the  sides,  and 
lastly,  cut  out  the  two  cor- 
ner pieces,  setting  these 
over  the  comer,  and  rivet- 
ing as  shown  in  the  draw- 
ing. 

The  candlestick,  which 
is  the  third  model,  should 
measure  6  inches  in  height 
when  completed,  and  the 
pan  should  be  6  inches  in 
diameter.  The  method  of 
making  the  pan  is  the  same 
as  that  used  in  making  the 
trays  described  in  the  Oc- 
tober issue  of  The  Crafts- 
M.\N.  The  stem  is  about  i 
inch  in  diameter  when  com- 
pleted, and  is  made  of  a 
flat  piece  of  metal,  riveted 
to  the  side  and  flared  out 
at  the  top.  The  bottom  is 
also    flared    sufficiently    to 


rivet  to  the  pan.  The  handle  is  cut  and 
hammered  in  a  concave  form.  At  the 
bottom  of  the  pan  the  rivet  holes  should 
be  countersunk,  and  the  heads  of  the 
rivets  filed  off  flush. 

To  make  the  fern  dish,  of  which  the 
design  is  given  here,  a  strip  of  metal 
28  inches  long  by  4  inches  wide  should 
first  be  cut,  and  then  an  inch  border 
marked  off  at  either  edge.  For  this  a 
chisel  should  be  used,  of  which  the  edge 
has  been  beveled  down  dull  and  smooth. 
Follow  the  line  which  has  been  marked 
and  hammer  down  a  line  that  extends 
the  whole  length  of  the  strip  on  either 
edge.  Hammer  the  whole  surface  of 
the  piece  inside  of  the  border  with  the 
ball-pein  of  the  hammer,  leaving  the 
border  flat  and  plain.  Bend  the  strip 
around,  joining  the  ends  together  with 
about  a  i-inch  lap,  and  rivet  firmly. 
Make  the  scrolls  as  shown  in  the  pic- 
ture, and  rivet  them  through  circle  after 
the  bottom  has  been  soldered  on.  The 
bottom  is  simply  a  disk  cut  to  the  exact 
size  of  the  cylinder.  Lay  the  disk  flat, 
and  set  the  cylinder  upon  it,  soldering 

all  around  the 
inside  where 
they  join. 
Then  file  the 
outer  edge 
well,  and  also 
the  joint,  as 
this  leaves 
eve  rything 
smooth,    and 


METAL    WALL   RECEPTACLE. 
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metal  should  be  cut  according  to  the 
measurements  of  the  fount  selected,  and 
hammered  well  before  bending.  After 
it  is  bent  to  the  circular  shape,  the  ends 
should  be  riveted  together,  the  metal 
lapping  about  V^  inch.    The  rivet  heads 


CRAFTSMAN    CANDLESTICK. 

makes  the  dish  watertight.  This  dish 
may  be  made  in  any  size  desired,  and 
either  round  or  oval.  If  a  clay  pot  is 
used  inside,  the  dish  should  be  made 
about  Yz  inch  larger  than  the  pot. 

The  design  for  an  oil  lamp  is  one 
we  like  very  much,  as  it  is  both 
structural  and  decorative,  and  yet  is 
about  as  simple  as  a  lamp  can  be 
made.  Before  doing  any  of  the  metal 
work,  a  round  base  of  quartered  oak 
should  be  made,  9  inches  in  diameter 
and  %  inch  thick.  The  oak  should  be 
stained  a  dark  brown,  and  carefully 
waxed  and  rubbed.  The  fount  proper 
that  holds  the  oil  can  be  purchased  at 
any  shop  which  carries  such  articles. 
This  fount  will  give  the  size  for  the 
cylinder,  which  should  be  made  of  cop- 
per, and  a  trifle  larger  than  the  fount, 
that  the  latter  may  fit  easily  into  the 
cylinder.     For  making  the  cylinder  the 


COPPER    LAMP    WITH    SHADE 
OF     METAL    AND     SILK. 

should  be  countersunk  on  the  inside, 
allowing  the  fount  to  slip  easily  in  and 
out.  The  bottom  should 
next  be  made.  The  diam- 
eter of  this  should  be^^ 
inches  greater  than  that  of  \  a 
the  cylinder.  After  the  ^ 
disk  is  cut  out,  a  circle 
should  be  marked  with  a 
pair  of  compasses,  leaving 
a  border  i  inch  wide  all 
around.  If  this  is  done 
FERN  DISH.       accurately,  the  inner  circle 
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JARDINIERE,    WOOD   AND    METAL. 

should  be  precisely  the  size  of  the  cyhn- 
der.  Then  hold  the  disk  at  a  slight 
angle  downward  on  a  piece  of  iron  held 
in  the  vise,  and  hammer  down  the 
outer  circle  all  around.  The  iron  that 
is  in  the  vise  should  be  slightly  curved, 
and  have  the  edge  beveled,  but  not 
sharp  enough  to  cut  the  metal.  Then 
set  the  cylinder  in  the  bottom  with  the 
rim  coming  up  all  around,  and  rivet  the 
two  together  as  shown.  The  top  of  the 
cylinder  should  be  slightly  flared,  just 
enough  to  fit  the  shoulder  of  the  fount. 
The  standard  of  the  lamp  is  made  from 
No.  14  gauge  copper,  with  strips  12 
inches  long  by  iJ4  inches  wide,  cut  and 
hammered  out  at  each  end  as  shown  in 
the  picture.  These  pieces  should  be  well 
hammered,  in  order  to  stiffen  them,  and 
then  riveted  to  the  cylinder  at  the  bot- 
tom band  and  to  the  wood  base,  using 


copper  rivets.  Washers  should  be  used 
on  the  under  side  of  the  base,  these 
washers  being  countersunk  into  a  shal- 
low auger-hole.  Shellac  well  the  sur- 
face of  the  under  side  of  the  base,  and 
apply  sheepskin  or  felt.  All  the  metal 
work  should  be  hammered  and  finished 
before  assembling  the  parts  of  the  lamp. 
In  fact,  this  rule  applies  to  metal  work 
in  general. 

The  shade  of  the  lamp  is  made  accord- 
ing to  the  same  measurements  as  the 
shade  shown  in  the  November  issue  of 
The  Craftsman,  in  which  is  published 
the  picture  and  detail  of  a  copper  lamp- 
shade. The  design  is  different,  the  one 
shown  here  being  much  simpler,  but  the 
same  measurements  may  be  followed. 
The  making  of  the  silk  lining,  and  the 
manner  of  connecting  it  by  means  of  a 
wire  frame  to  the  metal  part  of  the 
shade,  are  described  fully  in  the  instruc- 
tions given  in  the  November  number, 
and  if  these  are  followed  carefully,  there 
will  not  only  be  no  difficulty  about  mak- 
ing this  shade  so  that  it  will  be  entirely 
satisfactory,  but  there  should  be  a  good 
deal  of  suggestion  for  original  design- 
ing based  on  the  same  general  rules. 

The  last  design  shown  in  this  group 
is  that  of  a  jardiniere,  which  should 
prove  a  very  effective  addition  to  the 
furnishings  of  a  room.  The  base  is  of 
wood,  12  inches  square,  and  treated  in 
the  same  way  as  the  lamp  base.  The 
most  desirable  wood  for  use  in  connec- 
tion with  this  piece  is  almost  invariably 
quartered  white  oak.  The  metal  sides 
of  the  jardiniere  are  made  from  four 
pieces  of  copper  or  brass.  These  are, 
when  finished,  22  inches  high,  with  a 
I -inch  flange  at  the  top  and  bottom. 
Each  piece  is  8  inches  wide  at  the  top, 
allowing  for  a  i-inch  flange  angle  at  the 
edges  of  each  panel.  These  flanges  are 
to  be  riveted  together.  Cut  out  a  por- 
tion of  the  perpendicular  flange,  meas- 
uring about  I  inch  square  at  the  top, 
and  bend  the  panel  down  and  outward. 
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Do  the  same  thing  at  the  bottom  of  the 
panel.  Then  fit  a  copper  bottom  inside 
this,  having  a  flange  upward  that  is  to 
be  soldered  to  the  inside  of  the  panels. 
The  corners  should  be  soldered  through- 
out, so  that  no  water  can  leak  through. 
Drill  holes  in  the  bottom  flanges,  and 
rivet  these  to  the  base  in  the  same  way 
as  described  in  the  riveting  of  the  lamp 
standard  to  the  base.  A  plain  detail  is 
shown  just  below  the  picture,  giving  a 
view  of  the  bottom  of  the  jardiniere. 

STENCIL   WORK. 

THE  designs  and  instructions  for 
needle  work  given  in  The  Cr.\fts- 
M.\N  for  November  related  solely  to 
patterns  and  stitches  suitable  for  use  on 
hand-woven  linen  and  homespun,  and 
were  designed  for  table  runners,  center- 
pieces, doilies,  scarfs,  etc.  The  pieces 
shown  in  the  illustrations  accompanying 
the  present  article  are  all  curtains,  and 
are  executed  in  a  combination  of  stencil 
work  and  embroidery  upon  Shaiki  silk, 
which  is  a  rough,  unevenly  woven  silk 
having  the  woof  so  prominent  that  it 
gives  the  texture  almost  the  eflfect  of  be- 
ing ribbed  across.  When  these  silks  are 
held  up  against  the  light  as  they  would 
appear  when  hanging  in  a  window  this 
ribbed  look  is  very  marked,  and  the  ma- 
terial is  sufficiently  uneven  in  texture  to 
give  a  delightfully  varied  color  effect, 
so  that,  for  instance,  a  corn  color  will 
run  from  the  deepest  shades  of  ripe  corn 
up  to  the  palest  tints  of  the  same  hue. 
There  is  no  shading  or  other  effort  to 
produce  this  effect,  as  it  arises  solely 
from  the  different  way  in  which  differ- 
ent parts  of  the  material  take  the  dye, 
and  when  the  silk  is  lying  in  a  mass 
against  an  opaque  surface  it  appears  to 
be  one  sheet  of  unbroken  color,  there 
remaining  nothing  of  the  varying  tones 
but  a  slight  sparkle  where  the  ribbed 
surface  catches  the  light. 

This  material  was  chosen  as  a  ground- 


work for  the  designs  shown  here  be- 
cause it  is  the  most  fitting  that  we  know 
of  for  this  use.  However,  they  may  be 
applied  to  any  material  chosen — canvas, 
linen,  cotton  or  silk,  of  any  weave  or 
texture,  and  the  designs  may  be  adapted 
to  portieres,  bed  spreads,  scarfs,  table 
runners,  centerpieces — in  fact,  to  any 
use  for  which  a  fabric  decorated  with 
printing  or  embroidery  may  be  desired. 

The  illustrations  here  give  hardly  any 
conception  of  the  charm  of  the  stenciled 
silk  itself,  especially  when  it  is  held  up 
against  the  light.  No.  i  is  for  the  bottom 
of  a  curtain.  It  gives  almost  a  trellis  ef- 
fect, circular  openings  being  left  in  a 
mass  of  conventionalized  dogwood  blos- 
soms and  stems  which  are  stenciled  in 
dull  leaf-green  upon  Shaiki  silk  that 
shows  the  pale,  luminous  yellow-green 
seen  in  young  corn-silk.  The  centers 
of  the  blossoms  are  picked  out  in  satin 
stitch,  the  silk  used  being  the  deep 
shade  of  the  ripe  com,  and  giving  a 
jeweled  effect  that  forms  the  accent  of 
the  whole  design. 

The  same  silk  is  shown  in  No.  2, 
which  has  an  all  over  spot  design  of 
which  dogwood  blossoms  again  form 
the  motif.  This  design  takes  the  form 
of  circular  medallions  five  inches  in  di- 
ameter, the  outer  edge  of  each  medal- 
lion being  formed  by  the  stems,  which 
enclose  three  blossoms  with  each  center 
embroidered  in  knots  of  com  colored 
silk  as  described  above. 

No.  3  gives  a  slight  variation  of  the 
all  over  spot  design,  this  being  a  tri- 
angular medallion  enclosing  three  blos- 
soms with  the  centers  jeweled  by  a 
small  embroidered  knot.  This  design  is 
stenciled  in  dull  leaf-brown  on  a 
groundwork  of  silk  that  is  the  color  of 
sunburnt  straw.  The  little  embroidered 
centers  are  vivid  olive  green. 

No.  4  shows  a  design  that  runs  across 
the  bottom  and  up  the  inner  edge  of  a 
curtain.  This  is  also  conventionalized 
from  a  floral  motif  and  is  stenciled  in 
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dull  leaf-green  upon  silk  of  a  warm  soft 
corn  color.  The  embroidered  knots  that 
form  the  centers  of  the  flowers  are  of  a 
corn  color  paler  than  the  silk.  Another 
attractive  execution  of  this  design  is  to 
stencil  it  in  golden  brown  tones  upon 
silk  of  a  light  silvery  straw  color,  the 
embroidered  centers  of  the  blossoms  be- 
ing done  in  brown  of  a  rather  darker 
shade  than  the  paint  used  in  the  stencil. 

No.  5  also  shows  a  design  that  is  car- 
ried across  the  bottom  and  up  the  inner 
edge  of  the  curtain.  This  is  a  conven- 
tionalized hop  blossom  with  leaves,  sten- 
ciled in  olive  green  upon  silk  of  a  dull 
rich  gold  color.  The  embroidered  knots 
are  in  bright  terra-cotta  silk. 

No.  6  is  perhaps  the  loveliest  of  all  in 
its  delicacy  and  subtlety  of  coloring. 
The  silk  is  of  a  pale  strange  shade  that 
has  in  it  tones  of  apricot,  corn,  straw 
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and  ivory,  and  yet  cannot  be  called  any 
one  of  them,  and  the  tops  of  the  conven- 
tionalized trees  are  stenciled  in  such 
pale  tones  of  brown  that  they  tone  in 
with  the  silk  rather  than  contrast  with 
it,  and  change  with  every  light  and 
shadow,  sometimes  showing  very 
strongly  and  at  other  times  seeming  al- 
most invisible.  The  stems  of  the  trees 
are  very  soft  brownish  olive  at  the  top, 
changing  to  clear  brown  with  a  greenish 
tint  at  the  bottom,  and  the  strip  of 
ground  is  all  in  a  blending  of  the  two 
tones  of  brown  and  olive. 

All  of  these  designs  are  equally  ef- 
fective when  hanging  against  the  light 
or  when  lying  in  a  heap  so  that  the 
coloring  is  opaque  instead  of  trans- 
lucent. The  great  charm  of  this  work 
lies  partly  in  its  simplicity  and  partly  in 
its  adaptability  to  all  uses  and  its  un- 
failing attractiveness.  Of  all  forms  of 
decoration  it  perhaps  lends  itself  the 
most  easily  to  general  decorative  use, 
as  stenciling  of  course  may  be  applied  to 
almost  anything. 

The  materials  used  by  the  worker 
vi^ho  does  this  stenciling  are :  Benzine ; 
one  flat  stencil  brush  (small)  ;  one  round 
stencil  brush  (large)  ;  white  blotting 
paper  (large  sheets)  ;  an  outfit  of  any 
good  oil  colors  in  tubes ;  oil  board  or 
stencil  paper  for  cutting  the  design ; 
plenty  of  thumb-tacks  or  large  sized 
common  pins :   plenty  of  cotton  cloth. 

The  method  of  working  is  very  sim- 
ple. First  of  all,  true  and  square  your 
paper  accurately,  then  draw  your  design 
as  directed  in  the  diagram  given  here, 
and  trace  on  stencil  paper  by  holding  it 
against  a  window.  This  method  is  apt 
to  be  more  accurate  and  clear  in  outline 
than  when  the  design  is  transferred  by 
using  impression  paper.  Baste  all  hems 
carefully,  as  this  is  a  great  help  in  plac- 
ing the  design  accurately  on  the  ma- 
terial. In  doing  this  it  is  necessary  to 
see  that  the  edges  of  the  stencil  are  ex- 
actly true  with  each  edge  of  the  hem  in 
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working-  out  a  border  design.  In  an  all 
over  design  one  has  to  use  the  figure  di- 
rectly underneath  or  at  the  side  as  a 
register  mark,  being  sure  that  the 
threads  of  the  material  are  as  nearly 
straight  as  possible.  Blotting  paper 
should  be  put  on  a  board  or  table  where 
the  material  and  the  design  may  be 
pinned  firmly  over  it.  First  pin  the 
corners  of  the  stencil  firmly  and  care- 
fully. Then  place  pins  or  tacks  wher- 
ever the  paper  does  not  lie  perfectly 
tight  to  the  material.  The  more  the 
stencil  is  pinned  to  the  material  the  less 
danger  there  is  of  blurring  the  edges  of 
your  design.  It  is  necessary  in  this  con- 
nection to  remember  always  to  put  your 
pins  or  tacks  in  the  same  holes,  other- 
wise the  paint  will  run  through  and 
make  polka  dots  where  they  are  not  de- 
sired. The  blotting  paper  is  used  to 
absorb  any  superfluous  moisture  which 
would  otherwise  run  and  destroy  the 
clean-cut  effect  of  the  edges. 

Take  an  old  tin  plate.  Fold  an  old 
piece  of  cotton  cloth  three  or  four  times 
to  make  a  pad  and  fasten  this  firmly  to 
the  plate.  Mix  your  paint  smoothly  with 
benzine  until  it  is  about  the  consistency 
of  very  thin  cream.  Any  dye  may  be 
used  in  the  place  of  paint,  but  we  have 
found  oils  a  little  surer  and  more  apt  to 
be  permanent.  Saturate  the  pad  thor- 
oughly with  your  color  and  apply  your 
brush  to  the  pad  instead  of  directly  to 
the  paint.  One  of  the  most  important 
things  in  stenciling  is  to  remember  to 
keep  your  brush  as  dry  as  possible,  com- 
patible with  extracting  any  color  from 
it.  When  you  have  applied  the  brush 
to  your  paint  pad,  rub  it  two  or  three 
times  over  any  piece  of  cloth  to  be  quite 
sure  that  the  brush  is  not  too  wet.  Then 
rub  the  brush  firmly  and  fully  across 
your  stencil,  pressing  the  edges  of  the 
design  as  closely  as  possible  to  the  ma- 


terials to  prevent  running  and  also  to 
prevent  tearing  the  stencil.  The  stencil 
brush  should  be  of  short  stiff  bristles. 
Any  ordinary  bristle  brush  may  be  pur- 
chased and  the  bristles  cut  until  they 
are  not  more  than  an  inch  long. 

After  the  design  has  been  applied 
place  thin  cloth  or  blotting  paper  over 
the  work  and  press  thoroughly  with  a 
hot  iron.  This  pressing  incorporates 
the  color  with  the  cloth  and  helps  to  set 
it  firmly  so  that  it  will  not  either  rub  or 
fade. 

One  of  the  best  features  of  this 
method  of  stenciling  is  that  the  sten- 
ciled fabric  will  wash  or  clean  per- 
fectly and  the  colors  are  fast  under  ex- 
posure to  the  light.  This  does  away 
with  the  element  of  impermanence  that 
detracts  from  the  usefulness  of  so  much 
beautiful  and  delicate  work. 

By  careful  examination  of  the  illus- 
trations it  will  be  seen  that  the  needle- 
work occupies  but  a  minor  place  in 
these  particular  designs,  giving  more 
the  effect  of  little  jewels  than  anything 
else.  The  stenciling  has  more  or  less 
the  eft'ect  of  sinking  into  the  fabric, 
leaving  a  soft,  delicate  color  that  har- 
monizes with  the  material  rather  than 
contrasts  with  it.  Without  the  accent 
given  by  the  needlework  these  designs 
might  be  somewhat  lacking  in  charac- 
ter, but  the  little  snaps  of  color  that  are 
stitched  in  here  and  there  catch  the 
light  with  a  sparkle  that  not  only  gives 
life  to  the  whole  design,  but  redeems  it 
from  vagueness.  We  show  here  per- 
haps the  minimum  use  of  needlework 
with  stenciling.  It  can  be  varied  or  in- 
creased according  to  the  design  or  the 
fancy  of  the  worker,  in  some  cases  a 
verv  effective  result  being  produced  by 
outlining  each  figure  in  silk  as  well  as 
putting  in  the  centers  with  satin  stitch 
or  French  knots. 
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PIONEER  WORK  OF  WOMEN  IN  TASTEFUL 
AND  ECONOMICAL  INTERIOR  DECORATION 


WHEN  women  wake  up,  and 
actually  think,  they  are  far 
less  likely  to  move  in  tradition- 
al ruts  than  men.  Looking  back 
through  the  development  of  the  race,  we 
find  women  mainly  unaccustomed  to 
original  thinking;  we  find  them  obedi- 
ent to  or  rebellious  of  other  thought,  as 
the  case  may  have  been,  but  seldom  self- 
reliant  or  logical  in  judgment,  or  cre- 
ative in  purpose. 

And  yet,  now  that  women  are  ac- 
cepted as  competent  wage-earners  and 
forced  to  face  responsibility  without  ad- 
vice, they  are,  along  certain  lines  where 
their  experience  has  been  greatest, 
proving  themselves  more  definitely  orig- 
inal, more  fearless  of  tradition  than  men 
have  been  in  the  same  field. 

This  statement  can  be  proved  in  sev- 
eral lines  of  endeavor  which  women 
have  lately  invaded ;  in  this  article  we 
will  take  up  but  one  profession,  that  of 
interior  decoration,  wherein,  from  The 
Craftsman  point  of  view,  women  have 
in  the  last  few  years  accomplished  the 
most  original  and  practical  work,  keep- 
ing in  mind  good  taste,  comfort  and 
economy,  and  forgetting  wholly  the  at- 
titude of  the  masculine  professional  dec- 
orator. And  it  seems  reasonable  that 
women's  work  should  excel  just  here. 
For  generations,  for  centuries,  they 
have   had   the   bitter   inconvenience    of 


badly  planned  homes ;  they  have  taken 
fifty  steps  where  five  would  serve,  be- 
cause the  architect  did  not  think ;  they 
have  lived  in  ugly  environment,  expen- 
sive and  inconvenient,  because  the  deco- 
rator did  not  think ;  and  they  have  put 
up  with  discordant  fittings,  because 
manufacturers  did  not  think. 

It  seems  but  logical  that  when  at  last 
houses  are  finished  inside,  or  built,  by 
women,  that  difliiculties  known  only  to 
women  should  be  overcome,  and  that 
beauty  and  comfort  should  be  voted 
more  essential  than  worn-out,  moth- 
eaten  theories,  the  tattered  edges  of 
which  have  been  left  over  from  archi- 
tects' hobbies  of  the  mound-building 
days. 

And  so  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at 
that  women  who  have  spent  their  days 
very  largely  in  their  homes,  should  have 
as  decorators  a  far  better  and  more 
practical  method  of  making  said  homes 
attractive  at  a  reasonable  price,  and  con- 
venient without  regard  to  theory  or  rule. 

In  dealing  widely  with  modern  archi- 
tects and  decorators,  The  Craftsman 
has  found  it  an  almost  invariable  rule 
that,  especially  in  the  small  homes  where 
economy  must  be  considered,  women 
decorators  are  getting  at  the  essen- 
tials of  artistic  effects  with  small  cost 
far  more  creatively  than  men  of  much 
greater  fame.     And  yet,  women  deco- 
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rators  who  are  doing  original  and  beau- 
tiful work  are  practically  still  unknown. 
And  one  wonders  how  much  credit  they 
will  ever  receive  for  the  pioneer  work 
they  are  doing  in  developing  an  almost 
wholly  new  idea  of  decoration  for  the 
more  simple  American  homes. 

Mrs.  Bookwalter's  work  along  these 
lines  has  already  been  set  forth  in  The 
Craftsman.  The  very  unusual  work 
done  by  the  firm  of  Muchmore  & 
Lewis  (two  New  York  women  of  wide 
culture  and  experience)  also  shows  a 
great  originality  and  an  exquisite  ap- 
preciation of  the  real  needs  of  the  ideal 
American  home.  And  there  are  num- 
berless other  examples,  which  we  shall 
hope  to  present  from  time  to  time  in 
proof  of  our  point  of  view. 

In  this  issue  we  are  showing  illustra- 
tions of  the  decorative  designs  of  Miss 
Bessie  Marble  Menage,  who  is  young 
in  the  field,  but  who  approaches  her 
work  with  the  true  spirit  of  a  cour- 
ageous pioneer.  The  work  of  hers  which 
has  just  come  to  our  notice  is  the  doing 
over  of  a  house  forty  years  old  (that 
most  impossible  period  of  American 
building),  the  property  of  Judge  W.  K. 
James,  in  St.  Joseph,  Missouri. 

The  first  disadvantage  which  Miss 
Menage  had  to  cope  with  was  the  high 
ceilings  of  moderate  sized  rooms,  from 
eleven  feet  up ;  and,  second,  the  fact 
that  much  of  the  old  furniture  had  to 
reappear  amid  new  decorations ;  also 
many  of  the  rugs,  durable  and  good  but 
of  the  olden  times,  had  to  be  used  to 
suggest  schemes  of  decoration. 

The  rooms  which  furnish  the  most 
interesting  idea  of  her  plans  are  the 
halls,  two  libraries,  sitting  room,  dining 
room  and  four  bedrooms.  She  had  first 
of  all  to  meet  the  difficulty  of  the  end- 
less wall  space.  Instead  of  the  usual 
idea  of  deep  wall  paper  friezes.  Miss 
Menage  decided,  without  any  regard  to 
precedent,  to  lower  the  effect  of  wall 
space  throughout  the  house  by  original 


and  highly  decorative  stencil  friezes. 
She  next  approached  the  question  of 
color,  and,  both  for  the  sake  of  economy 
and  a  certain  quaintness  of  effect,  she 
did  both  upper  and  lower  halls  and  all 
the  lower  rooms  in  a  pinkish-brown 
paint,  a  kind  of  dove  tone  which  was  at 
once  quiet  and  cheerful ;  both  plaster 
and  woodwork  were  done  the  same 
shade,  the  wood  going  a  tone  darker 
because  of  the  greater  absorption  of 
paint.  The  paint  in  question  was  espe- 
cially prepared  by  the  town  painter,  and 
although  of  oil  and  durable,  it  went  on 
with  a  dull  finish  that  brought  out  on 
both  wood  and  plaster  an  extremely  in- 
teresting texture.  As  the  halls  were 
narrow  and  high,  of  the  ultra  old-fash- 
ioned variety,  they  carried  no  decora- 
tion. The  floors  were  covered  with  gray 
terry,  and  antique  Oriental  rugs  were 
used  for  color  and  beauty. 

The  variation  of  color  for  the  two 
libraries  was  secured  by  difference  in 
frieze  and  draperies.  The  decorative 
design  for  frieze  was  of  horse  chestnuts 
in  three  tones ;  for  the  nuts  grayish- 
terra-cotta,  gray-green  for  the  leaves, 
and  gray-blue  for  the  stems  and  conven- 
tional lines.  The  portieres  were  gray- 
green  monk's  cloth,  ornamented  with 
the  same  stencil  design  as  the  frieze. 
The  monk's  cloth  was  also  used  for 
window  curtains  with  a  modified  repeat 
of  the  chestnut  stencil.  The  library 
rugs  were  antique  Oriental  in  light  tone 
^a  fine  old  Bokhara  and  three  Balu- 
chistan, one  an  Imperial  pattern,  very 
lovely  with  the  background  of  delicate- 
toned  wood  and  wall. 

For  the  living  room  a  subtle  differ- 
ence of  color  was  secured  by  substitut- 
ing lotus  blossoms  for  the  chestnut ;  the 
flowers  a  warm  pink  close  to  the  real 
lotus  hue,  the  leaves  a  gray-green,  and 
the  connecting  lines  in  yellow-brown. 
Monk's  cloth  draperies  were  drawn  into 
the  color  scheme  by  stencil  borders  of 
lotus  flowers. 
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STENCIL  DESIGN   FOR   BLUE   AND     WHITE    BEDROOM 


In  the  dining  room  the  walls  were  a 
rough  plaster  in  natural  gray,  with 
woodwork  the  same  as  that  of  the  lower 
floor.  Three  moldings  finished  the 
upper  part  of  the  wall  space.  The  nar- 
row space  between  the  two  upper  mold- 
ings was  left  bare,  the  lower  deep  space 
was  decorated  with  a  landscape  frieze 
in  gray-green  and  dove-brown.  No 
stencil  was  used  for  this  frieze,  but  a 
very  freehand  treatment  in  flat  tones. 
The  dining  room  curtains  were  of  gray 
linen,  decorated  with  an  apple  tree 
motif,  done  in  a  combination  of  stencil 
and  embroidery.  The  gas  and  electric 
fixtures  for  this  room  were  also  de- 
signed by  Miss  Menage,  of  copper  in 
antique  green  finish,  a  delightful  har- 
mony witli  the  landscape  frieze  and  gray 
surroundings.  The  furniture  in  the  din- 
ing room  was  old,  but  of  a  simple  good 
design. 

The  most  interesting  bedroom  was 
remodeled  for  the  daughter  of  the 
house,  all  in  Canton  blue  and  white. 
The  walls  were  painted  a  faint  blue- 
gray,  the  woodwork  a  blue-white 
enamel,  and  the  stencil,  a  narrow  con- 
ventional design,  was  placed  several 
inches  down,  in  one  tone  of  Canton 
blue.  The  rug  was  a  mixed  design  of 
gray  and  dull  blue. 

The  furniture  was  made  by  the  vil- 
lage carpenter  from  Miss  Menage's  de- 
sign, and  finished  in  white  enamel.  Com- 
plete, it  was  found  to  have  cost  no  more 
than  the  price  of  the  ordinary  shoddy 


ready-made  set.  A 
charmingly  original 
touch  in  this  room 
was  shown  in  the  bed 
and  window  draper- 
ies, of  inexpensive 
white  Japanese  cotton 
crepe,  decorated  with 
an  all-over  stencil  design  in  Canton  blue. 
Two  other  bedrooms  showed  walls  of 
gray-green,  woodwork  the  same,  with 
simple  stencil  friezes;  in  one  room  of 
deeper  green  and  in  the  other  of  terra- 
cotta, a  greenish  bloom  linen  furnishing 
curtains  for  both.  In  a  fourth  bedroom 
the  walls  were  delicate  grayish  terra- 
cotta, with  a  frieze  worked  out  from  an 
old  Japanese  plate,  and  draperies  and 
chair  covers  of  bloom  linen  in  faint 
terra-cotta. 

In  the  bedrooms  where  there  were 
the  deep  old-fashioned  window  frames, 
boxes  were  fitted  in,  which  served  both 
for  window  seats  and  shirtwaist  hold- 
ers, a  conibination  worth  remembering 
for  rooms  with  small  closet  space.  Long 
couch  boxes  were  also  fitted  up  for 
some  of  the  sleeping  rooms,  and  used 
for  frocks  that  were  better  laid  away 
than  hung  in  crowded  presses.  All  of 
these  fittings  are  inevitably  the  little  in- 
expensive touches  that  only  women 
could  know  the  real  value  of  and  plan 
for  the  convenience  of  other  women. 
Fancy  a  man  ever  realizing  the  diff^er- 
ence  in  one's  ethical  development,  of 
owning  or  not  owning  a  shirtwaist  box  I 
One  restriction  asked  for  throughout 
the  house  by  the  decorator  was  no  pic- 
tures on  the  walls,  permitting  the  sten- 
cil work  to  furnish  all  the  decoration 
required.  At  first  Mrs.  James  demurred, 
but  recently  Miss  Menage  heard  from 
her  to  the  eflfect  that  she  was  delighted 
with  the  restful  wall  spaces. 
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HAS     SUCCESS    BECOME     A     CRIME? 


EVERYWHERE  of  late,  in  down- 
town offices  and  directors'  rooms, 
at  dinners,  at  clubs,  and  wherever 
wealthy  business  men  congregate, 
there  has  been  heard  an  indignant  pro- 
test against  what  apparently  has  become 
the  popular  notion — that  great  success 
means  nothing  more  nor  less  than  a 
crime.  This  protest  is  honest,  and  in 
many  cases  well  justified,  for  it  comes 
from  men  whose  success  has  been  fairly 
gained  and  whose  names  are  honorable 
before  the  nation  and  the  world,  as  well 
as  from  those  who  have  reason  to  shrink 
from  investigation  of  the  sources  of 
their  overgrown  fortunes. 

And  the  protest  is  not  without 
grounds,  for,  led  on  by  the  sensational 
press,  the  people  at  large  seem  to  hold 
almost  as  an  article  of  faith  that  notable 
success  in  any  big  undertaking  inevi- 
tably implies  unfair  methods,  or  special 
privileges  that  are  equally  unfair.  The 
more  conservative  journals  are  apt  to 
side  v\'ith  the  capitalists,  and  these 
blame  about  equally  the  unswerving  at- 
titude taken  by  the  President  in  the 
matter  of  investigation  of  suspected  cor- 
porations, and  wliat  they  term  "the  as- 
saults of  an  unlicensed  press  upon  the 
railwavs  and  great  industries  of  the 
land."' 

It  is  pointed  out  with  snnie  bitter- 
ness by  both  capitalists  and  conserva- 
tive journals  that  the  attitude  of  the 
patriotic  press  in  former  days  tended 
to  stimulate  the  ambition  of  our  boys 

358 


and  young  men  by  holding  always  be- 
fore them  the  examples  of  great  ma- 
terial success  which  in  popular  esti- 
mation marked  the  highest  point  of 
achievement  in  this  country.  Every 
young  man  who  read  the  newspapers 
with  interest  found  plenty  of  food  for 
his  dreams  of  possible  wealth  and  power 
in  the  unknown  future,  and  boys  were 
taught  at  school,  at  church,  and  at  home 
that  if  they  were  sufficiently  diligent  and 
energetic  they  might,  any  one  of  them, 
become  a  rich  and  prominent  man,  hon- 
ored and  respected  as  well  as  an  ac- 
knowledged power  in  the  land.  Now 
it  is  said  these  ideas  have  completely 
changed,  and  that  the  "yellow  press"  is 
chiefly  instrumental  in  teaching  the  ris- 
ing generation  as  well  as  the  people  at 
large  to  believe  that  it  is  practically  im- 
possible for  a  very  rich  man  to  have 
clean  hands,  or  for  a  great  corporation 
to  keep  strictly  to  the  path  of  fair  and 
honest  dealing. 

Yet  the  influence  of  the  sensational 
press  is  a  slight  and  passing  thing  com- 
pared to  the  trend  of  national  thought. 
It  is  true  that  the  inflammatory  utter- 
ances which  tend  to  increase  circulation 
have  a  temporary  eft'ect  upon  people 
who  are  not  given  to  thinking  very 
deeply,  and  especially  upon  foreigners 
who  have  not  yet  become  accustomed  to 
American  conditions  or  learned  to  con- 
sider themselves  a  part  of  the  American 
nation.  But  the  cause  for  the  change  in 
public    feeling   lies    much    deeper    than 
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that.  A  generation  ago  our  national 
ideal  was  material  success,  and  our  fa- 
vorite heroes  were  men  who  had 
amassed  great  fortunes  rather  than  men 
of  great  mental  or  moral  achievement. 
It  was,  perhaps,  not  a  very  lofty  ideal, 
but  it  was  a  natural  and  also  a  neces- 
sary one,  born  of  the  economic  condi- 
tions of  the  times.  With  a  great  coun- 
try sparsely  populated  and  needing 
swift  material  development,  what  would 
be  more  inevitable  than  that  we  as  a 
people  should  glorify  achievements  in 
the  direction  of  bringing  us  what  we 
most  needed? 

When  most  of  these  gray-haired  capi- 
talists of  international  fame  were  boys, 
the  development  of  the  seemingly  limit- 
less resources  of  the  country  was  a  mat- 
ter of  the  first  interest  to  every  citizen. 
New   paths    were   being   hewn   out   in 
every  direction.     The  Civil  War  came 
and  passed,  and  left  in  its  wake  not  only 
prosperity,  but  immense  stimulus  to  the 
spirit  of  progress.  The  discovery  of  gold, 
years  before,  had  filled  the   far  West 
with  the  glamour  of  fabulous  fortunes 
to  be  made.   The  opening  of  the  country 
afterward    to    farming    on    a    gigantic 
scale  added  to  the  demand  for  adequate 
facilities   for  transportation   across   the 
continent.    New  industries  were  poking 
up  their  heads  in  ever)'  direction,  and 
yet  nothing  was  complete  and  effective 
— nothing  was  as  yet  in  working  order. 
There  was  something  in  the  verj'  air  of 
those  days  that  called  men  to  self-denial, 
hardship   and   unremitting   exertion    in 
the  effort  to  subdue  the  land  and  make 
it  fruitful.   The  pioneer  spirit,  although 
it  had  passed  from  the  stage  of  discov- 
ery   into    tliat    of    organization,    was 
strong,  particularly  in  the  West,  whence 
many  of  our  strongest  men  have  come. 
These  men   led  a  hard   life,   of   which 
every  circumstance   called   out  all   the 
spirit  of  adventure  and  of  aggression. 
The  only  help  they  found  was  in  them- 
selves.   They  were  shifting  about  con- 


stantly from  place  to  place,  and  ever 
pressing  forward  to  conquer  and  exploit 
new  lands.  Facilities  of  any  kind  were 
few.  There  was  no  general  organiza- 
tion and  comparatively  little  labor-sav- 
ing machinery  such  as  has  placed  us  at 
the  head  of  the  manufacturing  world. 
It  was  the  time  when  promoters  and 
organizers  were  needed  more  than  any- 
thing else,  for  the  men  who  had  the 
power  to  think  out  big  and  daring 
schemes  and  had  enough  of  the  gam- 
bling spirit  to  take  big  chances  in  put- 
ting them  into  operation  were  the  men 
who  alone  could  bring  order  out  of 
chaos.  They  unquestionably  made  great 
fortunes  for  themselves,  but  they  made 
the  country  great  at  the  same  time. 

This  epoch  of  swift  development  and 
gourd-like  growth  is  passing.  Things 
are  beginning  to  be  seen  in  something 
nearer  to  their  true  proportions,  and  the 
period  of  gigantic  enterprises  is  giving 
place  to  a  period  of  less  spectacular, 
but  more  generally  diffused,  success. 
"Booms"  have  had  their  day.  Mining 
camps  and  bonanza  farms  have  alike 
served  their  turn.  The  promoter  has 
done  his  work  well,  for  the  country  once 
so  huge,  rich,  and  unmanageable  is  now 
covered  with  farms  and  factories  as  well 
as  with  a  network  of  railroads  that,  like 
arteries  and  veins,  keep  life  in  the  vast 
industrial  system.  And  the  industrial 
system  itself  is  no  longer  a  more  or  less 
chaotic  thing  of  immense  possibilities, 
but  is  organized  to  a  degree  that  seems 
to  justify  the  growing  fear  that  the  con- 
trol of  it  will  very  soon  be  confined  to 
the  hands  of  a  few  men. 

Public  sentiment  has  changed  because 
the  times  have  changed.  We  are  at  a 
different  and  higher  stage  of  our  devel- 
opment as  a  nation.  Our  need  is  no 
longer  for  promoters  and  organizers, 
for  the  big  mining  camps  have  mostly 
vanished,  the  bonanza  farms  are  being 
broken  up  into  smaller  holdings,  and 
there    is    a    growing    reaction    toward 
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smaller  individual  industries  in  the  place 
of  the  huge  organizations  that  we  know 
as  trusts.  The  pioneers  have  blazed  the 
way.  Now  the  people  object  to  their 
claiming  the  lion's  share  of  the  territory 
they  have  conquered  and  to  their  ad- 
ministering the  affairs  of  the  nation 
througli  the  power  of  their  great  organ- 
izations. 

As  a  natural  result  of  the  period  that 
seems  to  be  closing  we  are  just  now 
long  on  promoters  and  short  on  work- 
men and  farmers.  This  is  an  inevitable 
result  of  what  has  been  the  national 
ideal,  but  conditions  are  no  longer  the 
same.  We  do  not  need  more  big  com- 
binations,— they  have  taught  us  their 
lesson,  and  have  left  industry  in  such  a 
shape  that  it  can  be  used  to  the  best  ad- 
vantage,— but  we  do  need  farmers, — 
farmers  who  have  the  brains  and  the 
energy  to  avail  themselves  of  all  im- 
proved methods  by  which  farming  on  a 
smaller  scale  can  be  made  a  success, — 
farmers  who  can  give  us  a  better  quality 
and  a  greater  quantity  of  farm  produce 
than  we  have  now,  and  at  a  more  rea- 
sonable price,  so  that  the  cost  of  living 
will  not  be  the  great  and  growing  prob- 
lem that  we  find  it.  We  do  not  need 
men  who  gamble  in  the  stocks  of  certain 
big  industries,  but  we  do  need  me- 
chanics,— thoroughly  trained  workmen 
whose  equipment  is  as  complete  as  that 
of  the  craftsmen  of  our  own  Colonial 
times,  instead  of  factory  hands  whose 
only  accomplishment  is  to  run  some  one 
machine.  We  do  not  need  more  depart- 
ment stores,  but  we  do  need  small  shops 
noted  for  the  excellence  of  the  goods 
which  are  made  there,  under  their  own 
roof,  and  whose  label  is  a  guarantee  of 
excellence  to  all  who  trade  with  them. 
We  have  these  now,  in  small  number, 
but  we  want  more  of  them  ;  we  want 
shops  which  make  things  directly  for 
their  patrons  and  whose  name  stands 
for  individuality  as  well  as  excellence, 
but  we  want  niore  of  them ;  we  want 
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them  for  all  the  people.  We  want  to 
see  our  boys  and  girls  learning  their 
trades  in  places  of  this  kind  instead  of 
being  cogs  in  the  machinen,'  of  a  huge 
factory  or  department  store.  Also,  we 
do  not  need  politicians  and  lobbyists, 
but  we  do  need  statesmen  who  come 
from  the  people  and  who  represent  the 
people  to  the  best  of  their  ability  and 
their  knowledge  of  the  needs  of  each 
locality. 

These  newly  recognized  needs  are 
really  at  the  root  of  the  outcry  against 
what  is  called  the  concentration  of  all 
the  wealth  of  the  country  into  a  few 
hands.  Many  of  the  men  upon  whom  the 
ban  of  public  condemnation  rests  most 
heavily  have  been  among  those  who 
have  borne  the  burden  and  heat  of  the 
day.  They  have  been  hard  fighters,  and 
it  is  perhaps  only  natural  that  they  feel 
justified  in  claiming  the  spoils  of  their 
victories.  Looking  at  it  in  this  way,  it 
seems  a  little  hard  on  them  that  with 
the  fruit  of  their  overwhelming  success 
should  come  this  tidal  wave  of  public 
hatred  and  blame,  especially  as  the 
blame  is  not  always  undesen'ed.  Per- 
haps they  have  not  fought  fair,  but  they 
were  reared  in  a  school  where  the  one 
thought  was  to  win, — by  fair  means  if 
they  could,  but  win  anyhow.  They  only 
obeyed  the  spirit  of  the  times,  and  now 
that  spirit  has  changed.  What  the 
country  most  needs  just  at  present  is 
fewer  speculators  and  more  producers, 
that  living  mav  be  brought  within  our 
means  and  free  industry  may  flourish. 
With  things  brought  down  once  more 
to  the  solid  basis  of  equal  opportunities 
and  fair  competition,  there  will  no 
longer  be  occasion  for  the  successful 
man  to  ask  bitterly  if  his  countrymen 
reallv  consider  success  to  be  a  crime. 
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N  a  letter  received  a  short  time  ago 
we  were  asked  to  give  an  opinion  as 
to  whether  craftworkers  should  keep  all 
their  methods  secret  or  whether  it  might 
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not  in  the  end  be  better  and  fairer  policy 
to  share  freely  with  one  another  things 
which  should  by  rights  be  common  prop- 
erty. 

The  advisability  of  sharing  knowl- 
edge, and  the  extent  to  which  it  is  done, 
is  of  course  a  matter  of  personal  opinion 
to  each  individual,  yet  to  us  it  seems 
only  reasonable  that  there  should  be  the 
utmost  freedom  of  exchange  among 
craftworkers,  especially  in  this  country. 
The  road  of  the  handicraftsman  is  not 
an  easy  one  here,  partly  owing  to  the 
fact  that  there  is  no  national  organiza- 
tion of  any  great  significance  to  serve  at 
once  as  a  school  of  instruction,  an  au- 
thority to  stand  behind  exhibitions,  and 
an  exchange,  and  partly  because  the 
government  has  not  as  yet  given  to 
handicrafts  the  recognition  and  assist- 
ance that  they  have  received  from  of- 
ficial circles  in  so  many  other  countries. 

Our  own  work  in  the  Craftsman 
Workshops  has  always  been  done  upon 
the  principle  of  making  everything  as 
free  to  the  public  as  possible.  Natu- 
rally, as  we  have  been  in  one  sense  pio- 
neers in  the  introduction  of  practical 
handicrafts,  our  work  has  largely  been 
that  of  research  and  experiment.  Even 
at  that,  we  adopted  very  early  the  policy 
of  making  everything  public  that  had 
been  sufficiently  tried  and  proven  to  be 
of  lasting  value. 

While  at  first  this  was  our  policy 
partly  from  conviction  and  partly  from 
personal  inclination,  it  received  strong 
confirmation  in  a  letter  we  received 
some  years  ago  from  Mrs.  Helen  R. 
Albee,  who  has  devoted  so  many  years 
to  perfecting  the  art  of  making  hooked 
rugs  in  beautiful  colorings  and  designs, 
and  who  not  only  has  placed  all  the 
knowledge  derived  from  her  long  expe- 
rience at  the  disposal  of  the  women  in 
the  White  Mountains,  where  rug  mak- 
ing has  become  a  recognized  home  in- 
dustry, but  also  has  been  free  to  give  to 
the  public  at  large  any  knowledge  that 


might  be  of  value.  We  had  asked  her 
how  she  could  be  so  generous  with  the 
secrets  of  dyeing,  designing  and  making 
the  rugs  that  had  cost  her  so  much  time 
and  trouble  to  evolve,  and  her  answer 
was  of  a  nature  to  define  forever  our 
own  policy  on  this  question.  She  said 
she  had  always  found  it  to  be  true  that 
"There  is  that  scattereth  and  yet  iiu 
creaseth;  and  there  is  that  zvithholdeth 
more  than  is  meet,  but  it  tendeth  to  pov- 
erty." 

NOTES 

THE  opening  exhibition  of  the  sea- 
son at  the  Montross  Gallery,  held 
during  the  closing  weeks  of  Oc- 
tober, was  a  fine  showing  of 
modern  American  paintings.  There 
were  four  canvases  by  artists  who  are 
no  longer  with  us — one  each  by  George 
Inness,  George  Fuller,  Homer  Martin 
and  Eastman  Johnson,  all  worthy  of 
those  men  at  their  best.  Among  the 
living  artists  represented  were  W.  M. 
Chase,  Kenyon  Cox,  Charles  Melville 
Dewey,  Elihu  Vedder,  Albert  Ryder, 
Childe  Hassam,  John  La  Farge,  D.  W. 
Tryon,  Horatio  Walker,  T.  W.  Dewing 
and  J.  Francis  Murphy. 

George  Inness  was  represented  by 
"The  Home  of  the  Heron,"  one  of  the 
least  ambitious  of  his  later  works,  but 
with  great  charm  in  the  rendering  of 
the  shadowy  depths  of  the  forest  and 
the  light-dappled  underbrush,  with  the 
solitary  heron.  Homer  Martin  was  rep- 
resented by  a  canvas,  painted  in  eighteen 
hundred  and  sixty-eight,  a  view  of  Au- 
sable  Chasm  Pond.  The  picture  has  the 
suggestion  of  the  magnificent  handling 
of  the  sky  which  made  his  later  work 
unique,  and  its  haze-wrapped  mountains 
are  full  of  grandeur.  A  delightful  little 
profile  bust  of  a  girl  by  George  Fuller 
was  one  of  the  features  of  the  exhibi- 
tion. To  those  who  knew  only  the  spec- 
tral and  mysterious  qualities  of  Fuller's 
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later  work,  the  siniplicitj'  and  directness 
of  this  little  picture  were  a  revelation. 
"Children  on  the  Beam,"  by  Eastman 
Johnson,  is  an  alluring  picture  of  two 
little  children  in  a  barn,  seated  upon  a 
beam  and  enjoying  the  adventure. 

Among  the  works  of  living  artists 
there  were  two  fine  landscapes  by 
Charles  Melville  Dewey,  "Golden  Hour," 
and  "After  the  Rain."  D.  W.  Tryon's 
"September  Nocturne,"  Horatio  Walk- 
er's finely  toned  "Sand  Pits"  and  Childe 
Hassam's  "Madison  Square  —  Spring" 
and  "Newport."  Albert  P.  Ryder,  whose 
appearances  in  our  exhibitions  are  all 
too  rare,  had  a  notable  religious  paint- 
ing, "Resurrection,"  representing  Jesus 
appearing  to  Mnry  before  the  sepulchre, 
which  sustained  his  reputation  as  a  gen- 
uine primitive  spirit.  John  La  Farge's 
'Bishop  Berkeley's  Rock"  was  easily  one 
of  the  most  vital  and  significant  pictures 
in  the  exhibit.  Painted  a  good  many 
years  ago,  it  was  still  rich  in  coloring 
and  exquisite  in  its  rendering  of  the 
autumnal  tints  of  the  landscape  and  the 
misty  sea.  W.  M.  Chase  showed  a 
small  landscape  giving  a  pleasant 
glimpse  of  the  Shinnecock  Hills  with  a 
solitary  figure.  Kenyon  Cox  was  repre- 
sented by  a  figure  painting,  "A  Book  of 
Verses,"  and  T.  W.  Dewing  had  three 
characteristic  canvases. 

PRATT  INSTITUTE,  of  Brooklyn, 
has  just  celebrated  its  twentieth  an- 
niversary with  nine  large  buildings  and 
an  enrollment  of  almost  four  thousand 
pupils.  In  the  Department  of  Fine  and 
Applied  Arts  there  are  this  season  over 
six  hundred  pupils  in  the  day  and  even- 
ing classes  for  adults,  and  one  hundred 
and  fifty  more  in  the  juvenile  Saturday 
classes.  Professor  Walter  Scott  Perry, 
the  director  of  this  department,  has  been 
with  the  Institute  since  the  opening  day 
and  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  seeing  the 
late  Charles  Pratt's  experiment  grow  to 
its  present  great  proportions. 
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There  is  probably  no  school  of  its 
kind  in  America  where  the  instruction 
given  is  more  thorough.  In  most  of  the 
departments  there  is  a  rule  requiring  the 
person  desirous  of  entering  the  classes 
to  pass  a  rigid  entrance  examination. 
The  course  of  instruction  calls  for  prac- 
tically eight  hours  of  solid  work,  five 
days  in  each  week,  and  extends  over 
two  years  at  least.  The  diploma  of  the 
Institute,  which  is  much  prized,  is  given 
only  for  actual  results  attained,  and  not 
for  mere  attendance. 

The  work  of  the  Institute  has  three 
distinct  aims,  as  follows :  First,  normal 
instruction,  the  preparation  of  ad- 
vanced students  to  become  qualified 
teachers  ;  Second,  technical  training  for 
trade  use,  the  training  of  students  in 
various  branches  of  the  fine,  industrial 
and  applied  arts,  the  applied  sciences 
and  the  mechanical  trades  ;  Third,  tech- 
nical training  for  home  use,  the  train- 
ing of  students  for  practical  usefulness 
in  home  life.  Graduates  from  the  school 
are  in  constant  demand  as  teachers  and 
professional  workers,  and  while  there  is 
no  guarantee  of  positions  for  successful 
students,  usually  there  is  no  difficulty 
about  providing  them,  the  demand  being 
generally  greater  than  the  supply. 

THE  National  Arts  Club  exhibit  of 
sketches  by  artist  members,  while 
not  a  very  large  exhibition,  was  genu- 
inely interesting.  There  were  sculp- 
tures in  relief  and  in  the  round,  water 
colors,  oil,  pastels  and  pencil  drawings. 
Daniel  C.  French  exhibited  a  couple  of 
interesting  heads  which  were  much  ad- 
mired ;  George  T.  Brewster,  who  is  di- 
rector of  sculpture  in  the  schools  of  the 
Cooper  Union,  exhibited  a  bas-relief 
portrait  of  the  late  Augustus  Saint- 
Gaudens,  and  a  kneeling  nude,  "Hospi- 
tality." 

Allied  with  the  sculpture  were  draw- 
ings by  E.  H.  Blashfield,  careful  pencil 
studies  of  heads  for  decorations  of  the 
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Court  House  in  Baltimore,  the  State 
Capitols  of  Minnesota  and  Iowa,  and  a 
church  in  Philadelphia.  Mrs.  Jenny  De- 
long  Rice  exhibited  an  interesting  oil 
study  of  Mrs.  Hetty  Green  holding  her 
favorite  Skye  terrier  under  her  arm. 
Mrs.  Rice  has  caught  the  interesting 
personality  of  Mrs.  Green's  face  with 
its  striking  suggestion  of  strength  and 
firmness.  The  pastel  portraits  and  fig- 
ure sketches  by  Juliet  Thompson  and 
Maud  Stumm  were  of  distinct  interest. 
Water  color  sketches  were  numerous. 
One  could  not  but  feel  that  the  most  de- 
lightful in  this  section  were  the  studies 
by  Mrs.  Ella  Condie  Lamb  of  her  coun- 
try home,  notable  for  the  fine  cedars 
and  brilliant  flowers.  Of  the  oils,  there 
were  several  of  Robert  W.  Vonnoh's 
landscapes,  a  sketch  of  ocean  waves  by 
George  Wharton  Edwards,  Georgiana 
Howland's  excellent  views  of  the  Shin- 
necock  Hills,  studies  by  Leon  Dabo, 
Charles  Vezin,  Robert  W.  Bloodgood, 
Leslie  Weller  Mabie,  and  Riccardo  Ber- 
telli,  the  bronze  founder,  and  Miss  Con- 
tent Johnson's  painting  of  a  yoke  of 
Canadian  oxen,  which  was  certainly  one 
of  the  half  dozen  best  things  on  view. 

AN  exhibition  of  the  etchings  and 
dry-prints  of  D.  Shaw  Mac- 
Laughlan,  an  American  artist,  was  held 
recently  in  the  Keppel  galleries.  New 
York.  To  the  catalogue  of  the  exhibi- 
tion M.  Octave  Uzanne,  the  French 
critic,  contributed  an  introduction  full 
of  interest  from  which  we  extract  the 
following  quotation : 

"The  work  of  this  artist,  a  native  of 
Boston,"  writes  Mr.  Uzanne,  "is  al- 
ready varied,  of  sustained  interest,  of 
a  persistent  talent.  It  embraces  scenes 
from  old  Paris,  churches,  bridges. 
quays  along  the  Seine  and  corners  of 
Bievre,  souvenirs  of  Italy — Florence, 
Pavia,  Tivoli,  Parma,  Perugia,  Venice, 
Bologna  and  several  beautiful  presen- 
tations of  the  Port  of  Boulogne  and  of 


the  Cathedral  of  Rouen.  At  Paris  his 
plates  of  'St.  Sulpice,'  of  the  'Pont  St. 
Michel,"  of  'St.  Severin,'  of  'St.  Julien- 
le-Pauvre."  his  "Tanneire,"  his  'Gour- 
des Gobelins :'  at  Rouen,  his  'Fleche' 
and  his  'Tour  de  Beurre,'  are  prints  of 
rare  worth  which  belong  in  some  sort 
to  the  mastery  of  Meryon,  with  their 
solid  architectural  construction,  their 
clearly  defined  values,  the  capricious 
originality  of  the  skies  and  of  the  wa- 
ters treated  with  a  light  fanta.sy  which 
contributes  to  the  harmony  of  the 
whole." 

THERE  is  a  collection  of  old  Dutch 
and  French  paintings  in  an  inter- 
esting little  shop  just  off  Fifth  Avenue. 
The  name  Bonaventure  is  on  the  win- 
dow and  door,  and  you  remember  that 
you  have  heard  the  mellow  cognomen 
before  in  connection  with  rare  old 
prints,  miniatures,  original  cartoons  and 
genuine  period  furniture.  It  is  difficult 
to  go  through  all  these  most  unusual 
collections  straight  to  the  picture  gal- 
lery. But  the  gallery  just  now  holds 
paintings  of  the  sixteenth  and  seven- 
teenth centuries  which  are  well  worth 
the  self-restraint. 

They  knew  how  to  paint,  those  old 
Dutch  portrait  men,  and  fashion  was 
good  to  them  in  dressing  their  models 
in  picturesque  hues  and  gorgeous  col- 
ors. An  interesting  group  by  one  of 
these  clever  Dutchmen  is  the  painting 
of  Marie  Antoinette's  father  and  mother 
by  Martin  van  Mytens.  There  are  vivid 
portraits  from  fifteen  hundred  and  sev- 
enty-six by  Paul  Van  Soniers,  and  by 
Kneller  in  sixteen  hundred  and  fort\- 
six.  Pauline  Bonaparte,  whom  painters 
and  sculptors  of  her  age  found  beauti- 
ful, is  done  in  a  quaint  portrait,  and  a 
pupil  of  Meissonier  presents  many  royal 
gentlemen  on  horseback,  leaving  the 
Tuileries.  A  collection  of  interest  not 
only  to  connoisseurs  of  old  paintings, 
but  to  the  layman. 
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REMEWS 

AMONG  the  many  books  that 
have  been  made  this  year, — as 
in  all  other  years  of  the  present 
age, — none  has  such  unique  sig- 
nificance as  "The  Indians'  Book,"  col- 
lected and  edited  by  Natalie  Curtis.  The 
recorder  of  these  songs  and  traditions 
journeyed  over  prairie  and  desert  from 
tribe  to  tribe,  seeking  the  Indians  in 
friendship,  and  explaining  to  the  chiefs 
that  she  wanted  them  and  their  people 
to  join  in  the  making  of  a  book  that 
should  be  the  Indians'  own,  that  should 
keep  for  all  time  the  songs  and  stories 
of  their  race.  The  Indians  responded 
gladly  to  the  appeal,  they  sang  their 
strange  songs  directly  to  the  recording 
pencil,  they  explained  tlie  songs  and  told 
the  tales  connected  with  tliem,  and  their 
words  were  taken  down  in  almost  literal 
translation. 

To  the  recorder  the  making  of  this 
book,  she  says,  has  been  a  consecrated 
work,  but  her  joy  in  the  task  has  been 
shadowed  by  close  contact  with  the 
struggling  people  in  their  need.  The 
Indians  themselves  say  that  the  book 
"speaks  with  the  straight  tongue,"  for 
it  holds  the  words  of  their  head  men, 
their  wise  men,  and  their  chiefs.  Also 
they  believe  that  it  will  be  an  influence 
in  their  own  future  and  they  look  to  it 
to  tell  the  white  men  that,  in  spite  of  all 
past  misunderstanding,  "the  Indians  are 
a  good  people." 

In  translating  the  songs  it  has  been 
somewhat  difficult  to  give  an  adequate 
rendering  in  English  of  their  verse,  for, 
as  they  say  themselves,  "it  takes  many 
words  in  English  to  tell  what  we  say 
in  one,  but  since  you  have  no  one  word 
to  tell  all  we  mean,  then  you  must 
speak  our  one  word  in  your  many."  The 
recorder  says  that  it  is  almost  impos- 
sible for  civilized  men  to  conceive  of  the 
importance  of  song  in  the  life  of  the 
Indian.    To  him  it  is  the  very  breath  of 
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the  spirit  that  consecrates  the  acts  of 
life,  and  for  every  event  there  is  its 
fitting  song.  The  song  of  the  Plains 
Indians  is  exciting,  exhilarating  and  in- 
spiring through  its  spirit  and  vitality, 
and  the  song  of  the  Pueblo  men  is  a 
strong,  clear  outpouring  from  full 
lungs,  while  the  note  of  the  ceremonial 
chant  is  deep  and  solemn.  Hundreds  of 
these  songs  are  given  here  with  words 
and  music  in  the  original,  with  the  Eng- 
lish translation  directly  appended,  and 
stories  that  give  all  the  traditions  and 
folk  lore  to  which  the  songs  refer,  as 
well  as  many  others.  The  book  is  illus- 
trated by  drawings  done  by  the  Indians 
themselves,  and  each  song  and  story  is 
literally  reproduced  as  it  was  sung  or 
told.  In  fact,  as  is  frankly  told  at  the 
beginning,  the  Indians  are  the  authors 
of  this  volume,  the  songs  and  stories  are 
theirs ;  the  drawings,  cover  design,  and 
title  page  were  made  by  them ;  the  work 
of  the  recorder  has  been  but  the  collect- 
ing and  arranging  of  the  Indians'  con- 
tributions. 

As  this  task  has  been  most  carefully 
and  lovingly  performed,  with  deep  un- 
derstanding and  friendship  for  the  In- 
dians who  have  spoken  here,  the  interest 
and  the  value  of  the  book  can  well  be 
imagined.  The  cover  is  designed  to  re- 
semble the  parfleclie,  or  satchel  of 
dressed  hide,  that  was  used  by  the 
Prairie  tribes  to  carry  and  hold  their 
belongings.  ("The  Indians'  Book,  an 
Offering  by  the  American  Indians  of 
Indian  Lore,  Musical  and  Narrative,  to 
Form  a  Record  of  the  Songs  and  Leg- 
ends of  Their  Race."  Recorded  and  Ed- 
ited by  Natalie  Curtis.  Illustrations 
from  Photographs  and  from  Original 
Drawings  by  Indians.  573  pages.  Price 
$7.50  net.  Published^  bv  Harper  & 
Brothers,  New  York.) 

THE    HELPMATE,"    May    Sin- 
clair's  recent   novel,   is   a  study 
of    egotism    and    its    consequences    as 
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subtle  and  searching  as  Meredith's 
"Egoist"  or  Barrie's  "Sentimental  Tom- 
my." "The  helpmate"  is  Anne  Ma- 
jendie,  young  and  lovely,  with  soul  root- 
bound  in  convention  and  dogma — a 
most  amazing  presentation  of  the  char- 
acter of  a  woman  in  whom  all  growth 
is  atrophied  by  a  supreme  self-satisfac- 
tion, and  the  frankest  possible  expres- 
sion of  the  results  to  her  husband  of 
what  she  would  call  her  withdrawal  to 
higher  planes,  her  effort  to  establish  her 
own  "spiritual  supremacy." 

One  wonders  whether  it  was  hard- 
working intention,  or  genius,  that  made 
the  author  show  her  heroine  as  a  bitter 
critic  of  all  shortcomings  in  ethics  and 
etiquette  and  yet  as  hoarding  her  re- 
ligion for  hysterical  ecstasy ;  setting 
herself  apart  as  too  holy  for  ordinary 
domestic  experiences  because  she  could 
find  in  prayer  an  overwhelming  physi- 
cal emotion.  It  is  difficult  to  recall  the 
presentation  in  fiction  of  greater  self- 
centeredness,  more  constant,  unintelli- 
gent self-analysis  than  that  of  Anne 
Majendie,  who  wished  to  stand  to  the 
world,  as  she  did  to  herself,  for  the 
final  expression  of  upper-middle-class 
religious  and  social  perfection.  And 
this  in  the  face  of  an  array  of  negative 
faults  seldom  grouped  together  in  one 
personality ;  for  she  had  neither  sym- 
pathy, tenderness,  sensitiveness,  gener- 
osity nor  sweetness  toward  any  human 
problem  or  person.  Majendie,  with 
whom  she  continued  to  live,  even  after 
finding  out  the  awful,  soul-destroying 
fact  that  he  had  actually  not  been  faith- 
ful to  her  before  their  acquaintance  be- 
gan, is  a  very  lovable  human  creation, 
a  character  finely  developed,  always 
sjTnpathetic  to  the  reader  as  he  is  to 
everyone  who  needs  help  or  kindness  in 
the  story.  With  what  inevitable  mas- 
tery Aliss  Sinclair  shows  the  moral 
backsliding  of  Majendie  to  be  a  logical 
sequence  of  Anne's  religious  hysteria 
and  her  absolute  adjustment  of  life  to 


suit  her  conception  of  her  own  exalted 
virtues,  is  something  only  truly  to  be 
appreciated  in  the  reading. 

So  supreme  is  the  egotism  of  Anne 
that  she  fools  not  only  herself  but  her 
husband,  who  regards  her  as  a  saint 
and  himself  as  a  brute ;  although  Miss 
Sinclair  saves  your  patience  a  little  by 
making  you  feel  that  Majendie  might 
not  have  adored  so  humbly  Anne's 
stained-glass  presentation  of  herself  if 
she  had  not  also  possessed  a  vivid  per- 
sonal magnetism,  which  does  not  appear 
here  for  the  first  time  as  a  characteristic 
of  the  feminine  fanatic.  The  grasp  of 
the  writer  of  involved  modern  psychol- 
ogy is  nowhere  surer  than  when  she 
forces  Anne  to  rend  her  own  veil  of 
hypocrisy  and  present  herself  as  at  last 
in  love  with  her  husband,  immediately 
after  having  ascertained  that  the  "ideal- 
ism of  her  ways"  had  brought  into  ex- 
istence out  on  a  remote  English  lake  a 
pretty  farm  home,  presided  over  by  one 
little  Maggie  —  a  flower-like  creature, 
unmoral,  unselfish,  unanalytical,  with- 
out respectability  or  religion,  but  loving 
and  loving  until  death  seemed  easier 
than  separation. 

But  right  here  Anne  forgives  her  hus- 
band and  nurses  him  back  to  strength 
(for  he  had  been  ill),  and  forgets  little 
Maggie,  and  the  curtain  drops.  ("The 
Helpmate,"  by  May  Sinclair.  Price, 
$1.50.  Published  by  Henry  Holt  & 
Company,  New  York.) 

MRS.  FRANCES  HODGSON 
BURNETT'S  latest  book,  "The 
Shuttle,"  is  rightfully  termed  the  mas- 
terpiece of  this  delightful  story  teller. 
We  have  always  associated  Mrs.  Bur- 
nett with  the  sunny  and  picturesque  side 
of  life,  and  have  looked  to  her  rather 
for  entertainment,  which  was  sure  to  be 
most  charmingly  given,  than  for  any- 
thing which  would  stir  us  deeply. 

But  this  book  does.  It  is  a  story 
founded  on  the  problem  of  the  inter- 
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national  marriage,  and  it  is  not  only 
strong  in  plot  and  style,  but  has  a  ring 
of  conviction  that  would  seem  to  belong 
only  to  a  tale  that  is  founded,  in  part  at 
least,  upon  fact.  Whispers  have  come 
across  the  Atlantic  of  several  interna- 
tional marriages  of  which  the  treatment 
of  the  American  wife  was  fully  as  bad 
as  the  worst  suffering  inflicted  upon 
poor  Rosalie  by  the  English  heiress- 
hunter  who  had  married  her  for  her 
share  in  her  capitalist  father's  millions. 
The  story  of  the  insult  and  abuse  to 
which  she  was  subjected  while  kept  a 
prisoner  at  her  husband's  country  place 
is  one  to  make  the  blood  boil,  particu- 
larly because  of  that  strange  ring  of 
literal  truth  that  haunts  one  throughout 
all  this  part  of  the  book. 

It  is  part  of  the  strength  that  charac- 
terizes the  well-woven  plot  that  Rosa- 
lie's rescue  is  finally  effected  by  her 
younger  sister,  who  is  really  the  heroine 
of  the  story.  Betty  Vanderpoel  is  a 
magnificent  athletic  American  girl  of 
the  most  advanced  twentieth-century 
type,  with  a  warm  heart,  a  cool  head, 
and  much  sound  common  sense  to  sup- 
port her  endowment  of  overwhelming 
personal  beauty  and  an  equally  over- 
whelming fortune.  One  of  the  finest 
elements  in  the  book  is  the  way  the  au- 
thor makes  you  realize  that  the  best  of 
all  that  this  girl  has  is  inherited  from 
her  father,  the  hard-headed,  hard-work- 
ing American  business  man  who  is  usu- 
ally kept  in  the  background  of  his  office 
somewhere  down  in  Wall  Street,  and  is 
seen  only  dimly  through  a  golden  haze 
as  a  source  of  supplies  for  his  brilliant 
women  folk.  In  this  case  it  is  not  so. 
Betty,  although  educated  abroad,  has 
been  made  her  father's  companion  and 
confident  from  her  early  girlhood,  and 
has  in  addition  to  the  clear-headed  busi- 
ness acumen  inherited  from  him,  re- 
ceived a  training  that  fits  her  to  cope 
with  any  emergency. 

There  is  plenty  to  cope  with  when  she 
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goes  to  England  to  find  out  what  man- 
ner of  life  is  being  led  by  the  gentle 
older  sister  who  for  so  long  has  been 
estranged  from  her  American  home. 
She  finds  the  husband  abroad,  living 
with  a  Spanish  dancer,  who  is  helping 
him  to  squander  the  income  he  extorts 
from  his  wife.  The  wife  at  home  in  the 
old  country  place  that  is  falling  to 
pieces  from  decay  and  neglect  is  a 
faded,  broken-spirited,  hysterical  crea- 
ture whose  whole  life  is  bound  up  in 
her  hunchback  son — a  child  deformed 
from  his  birth  by  the  brutality  by  which 
his  mother  was  treated  during  the  first 
year  of  her  married  life. 

Betty  grasps  the  situation  with  the 
promptitude  that  has  made  her  father 
the  famous  financier  that  he  is,  and 
when  the  master  of  the  manor  comes 
home  some  six  months  later,  he  finds 
the  wife  whom  he  had  contemptuously 
described  as  a  "bundle  of  old  clothes" 
mysteriously  made  young  and  almost 
fearless,  the  estate  in  repair,  the  work- 
people and  villagers  content  and  indus- 
trious, and  the  whole  place  on  the  up- 
ward road  to  perfect  order  instead  of 
tumbling  into  decay.  The  tact  and  sym- 
pathy with  which  Betty  has  made  her- 
self at  home  with  the  tenants  and  vil- 
lagers as  well  as  with  the  "county  fam- 
ilies" is  again  due  to  the  way  she  has 
learned  to  use  that  clear  head  of  hers. 
The  spirit  of  her  English  forbears 
awakens  in  her,  and  the  end  of  the  very 
charming  love  story  of  her  own  which 
forms  an  important  part  of  the  plot  of 
the  book  is  that  she  finally  decides  that 
there  are  differences  in  international 
marriages,  and  makes  up  her  mind  to 
remain  in  the  country  which  has  begun 
to  feel  like  home.  Mount  Dunstan,  the 
man  who  makes  this  decision  seem 
worth  while  to  Betty,  has  a  character  as 
strong  as  her  own.  ("The  Shuttle."  By 
Mrs.  Frances  Hodgson  Burnett.  512 
pages.  Price  $1.50.  Published  by  Fred- 
erick A.  Stokes  Company,  New  York.) 
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"'TpHE  Stooping  Lady!  The  Stoop- 
A  ing  Lady!  That's  what  I  call 
her.  .  .  .  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is, 
Cliffe ;  she'd  have  me  tomorrow  if  she 
thought  I  was  broken." 

It  is  thus  that  Maurice  Hewlett  in  the 
last  paragraph  of  his  recent  novel  ex- 
plains his  title.  The  eternal  maternal  is 
what  Hewlett  has  felt,  and  presented 
with  such  exquisite  graciousness ;  the 
fundamental  feminine  that  stoops  to 
bind,  to  heal,  to  lift,  to  succor,  to  shield. 
"She'd  have  me  tomorrow  if  I  were 
broken";  so  said  this  many-time  reject- 
ed lover  at  the  end.  He  had  loved  her 
so  long,  so  truly,  that  at  last  he  knew 
that  the  only  sure  way  to  her  heart  was 
through  her  compassion. 

Her  lovers  were  many,  of  high  estate 
in  the  court  of  George  the  Third;  but 
she  fell  in  love  with  a  butcher  who 
served  the  household  of  her  grand- 
mother, the  haughty  Lady  Morfa  of 
Car}-ll  Court,  not  because  she  was  a  re- 
former in  social  matters  (as  her  dear 
father  had  been  in  political),  but  be- 
cause, as  the  story  opens  on  January 
twenty-first,  eighteen  hundred  and  nine. 
Miss  Chambre,  of  whom  we  are  writ- 
ing, encountered  a  mob  in  the  court- 
yard of  Caryll  House,  and  in  the  midst 
of  the  mob  caught  the  eyes  of  a  fair- 
haired  hero  being  baited  by  "gentle- 
men." It  was  Vernour,  the  butcher,  be- 
fore whom  her  eyes  fell,  and  her  heart 
followed  her  sympathies — not  at  once, 
of  course,  but  after  a  campaign  of  white 
violets,  after  unjust  imprisonments, 
after  every  combined  circumstance  that 
could  touch  the  tender  soul  of  the 
Stooping  Lady. 

And  in  the  end  there  is  of  course  the 
stocks  for  the  manly  Saxon  butcher, 
with  his  sweetheart  standing  at  his  side 
when  the  bullet,  which  seeks  gently  to 
compel  the  mob  (his  friends),  meets 
his  heart. 

It  is  a  new  expression  in  literature 
for  Maurice  Hewlett,  woven  in  delicate 


tones  (in  spite  of  the  troublous  times), 
never  in  scarlet  or  purple  as  one  re- 
members his  old  Italian  tales  or  early 
English  days.  You  are  not  taken  back 
to  the  beginning  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury, rather  you  read  the  history  on  a 
piece  of  slightly  faded  tapestry.  And 
when  the  Stooping  Lady  breaks  her 
heart,  you  sigh  gently,  and  dream  a 
while,  with  the  book  open  on  your  knee. 
("The  Stooping  Lady."  By  Maurice 
Hewlett.  366  pages.  Price,  $1.20.  Pub- 
lished by  Dodd,  Mead  &  Company.) 

ANOTHER  book  explanatory  of  the 
Wagner  operas  has  been  published. 
This  one  is  written  by  Gertrude  Hall 
and  is  a  prose  rendition  of  the  legends 
upon  which  the  operas  are  founded.  To 
any  one  who  wishes  to  understand  the 
underlying  motives  of  the  action  by 
knowing  something  of  the  story  this 
book  will  be  found  very  useful  as  well 
as  interesting.  It  gives  not  only  the 
entire  story  of  each  one  of  the  operas, 
using  as  nearly  the  words  of  the  text 
as  seems  compatible  with  a  smoothly- 
running  prose  rendition,  but  also  it  in- 
terprets most  sympathetically  the  under- 
lying springs  of  thought  and  feeling 
which  are  made  so  clear  in  the  music, 
but  which,  to  one  who  has  not  learned 
to  interpret  the  Wagnerian  motifs  and 
to  follow  the  different  strands  in  his 
wonderful  web  of  harmonies,  sometimes 
seem  rather  unintelligible  when  guessed 
at  from  the  action  alone. 

As  most  translations  of  the  Wag- 
nerian libretti  are  not  particularly  ade- 
quate, this  book  has  distinctly  a  place 
and  a  use  of  its  own.  ("The  Wagnerian 
Romances."  By  Gertrude  Hall.  Illus- 
trated with  portrait.  414  pages.  Price 
$1.50  net.  Postage  15c.  Published  by 
John  Lane  Company,  New  York.) 

READY-TO-WEAR"  mysteries  is 
about  as  dignified  a  characteri- 
zation   as    Antonio    Fogazzaro's    story 
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"The  Woman"  seems  to  deserve.  The 
psychology  does  not  hold,  the  construc- 
tion is  jerky  and  illogical,  the  heroes 
and  heroines  do  not  win  a  hearing ;  they 
are  not  men  and  women,  but  manikins 
on  which  to  drape  mystery,  and  they 
are  freshly  adorned  in  each  chapter.  If 
Poe  in  an  uncertain  moment  could  have 
collaborated  with  Laura  Jean  Libbey  on 
a  society  novel,  Fogazzaro  would  have 
had  rival  fiction  in  America. 

There  are  haunted  chambers  and  mys- 
terious correspondences  and  a  "high- 
born" lady,  so  self-centered,  egotistical 
and  bad-tempered  that  she  goes  insane 
(as  one  wonders  that  all  her  friends  did 
not),  and  the  wicked  siren  is  loved  as 
Ella  Wheeler  Wilcox  alone  could  tell  in 
poetry,  and  the  good  heroine  with  light 
liair  (the  siren  is  brunette,  of  course) 
is  unloved  and  devoted  to  a  long-lost 
father.  Then  there  are  relatives  who 
plot  for  the  inheritance  just  as  it  would 
be  on  the  Third  Avenue  stage,  and  in 
the  end  the  characters  do  not  all  live 
happily  ever  after, — because  they  are 
nearly  all  dead. 

It  takes  Fogazzaro  five  hundred  pages 
of  fine  print  to  tell  you  this,  because 
Fogazzaro  likes  his  manikins,  and  also 
because  he  enjoys  describing  remote 
Italian  scenery,  telling  family  histories 
and  brewing  dark  secrets  wliich  have 
to  be  buried  thousands  of  words  deep, 
to  surprise  you  later  when  revealed  in 
the  depths  of  a  long  chapter. 

Fogazzaro  expects  you  to  join  with 
him  in  playing  hide  and  seek  with  his 
denouements.  You  are  in  his  confi- 
dence when  they  are  hidden  and  you 
are  courteously  startled  when  they  re- 
appear. 

When  the  book  is  at  last  finished,  you 
step  out  of  this  Eden  Musee  of  fiction 
and  remember  D'Annunzio  with  eager- 
ness. ("The  Woman."  By  Antonio 
Fogazzaro.  501  pages.  Price,  $1.50. 
Published  by  J.  B.  Lippincott  Company, 
Philadelphia. 
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A  BOOK  of  short  stories  called 
"Tales  of  a  Small  Town"  was 
written  by  a  man  who  hides  behind  the 
nom  de  plume  of  "One  Who  Lived 
There,"  but  who  nevertheless  is  be- 
trayed by  the  publication  in  the  front 
of  the  book  of  a  list  of  works  by  the 
same  delightful  writer, — Arthur  Jerome 
Eddy. 

Yet  it  is  no  wonder  that  the  author  of 
these  tales  of  the  happenings  of  a  small 
town  signed  himself  merely  as  One 
Who  Lived  There,  because  there  is  the 
unmistakable  stamp  of  personal  knowl- 
edge in  all  of  them.  The  stories  of  a 
small  town  of  sordid  tragedies  and  pain- 
ful happenings  are  told  with  keen  recol- 
lection of  the  eflfect  they  produced  upon 
a  boy  who  would  hardly  forget  the  Vil- 
lage Bully  or  the  Corner  Saloon  or  the 
Jailbird.  The  presentation  of  character 
is  vivid  and  sympathetic,  and  is  done  in 
the  easy  way  of  a  man  who  likes  to  lean 
back  in  his  chair  and  tell  you  an  inter- 
esting story  about  some  one  he  once 
knew.  Although  the  pathetic  and  the 
tragic  dominate  the  comedy  element 
that  belongs  as  well  to  nearly  all  village 
life,  there  is  no  morbidness  in  the  way 
the  tales  are  told,  and  they  will  be  read 
with  unusual  pleasure  and  interest, 
especially  by  any  one  who  has  some  time 
lived  in  such  a  town.  ("Tales  of  a 
Small  Town."  By  One  Who  Lived 
There.  336  pages.  Price,  $1.50.  Pub- 
lished by  J.  B.  Lippincott  Company, 
Philadelphia.) 

ONE  of  the  most  delightful  of  the 
"Living  Masters  of  Music"  Series 
is  the  recently  published  biography  of 
Edvard  Grieg,  who  died  only  a  month 
or  two  ago.  This  sympathetic  biog- 
raphy,— which  is  more  an  appreciation 
of  the  rare  spirit  and  great  art  of  the 
man  than  an  account  of  the  events  of  his 
life, — was  written  by  Henry  T.  Finck, 
than  whom  no  one  is  better  qualified  to 
speak  with  authority.    Mr.  Finck's  long 
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personal  acquaintance  witii  Grieg  had 
led  to  warm  personal  friendship,  and 
the  book  not  only  gives  one  a  sense  of 
intimate  knowledge  of  the  gentle  tone 
poet  of  Norway,  but  also  a  viewpoint 
which  leads  to  much  clearer  apprecia- 
tion of  the  rarefied  quality  of  his  music. 
One  reads  biographies  largely  for  infor- 
mation. This  one  has  it  in  fullest  meas- 
ure, but  it  also  has  humanity  and  great 
charm  and  a  delightfully  lucid,  simple 
style  that  seems  to  clear  away  all 
thought  of  interpretation  and  bring  you 
into  immediate  touch  with  the  master 
himself.  ("Edvard  Grieg."  By  H.  T. 
Finck.  130  pages,  including  bibliog- 
raphy and  full  list  of  Grieg's  works. 
Price.  $1.00  net.  Postage,  8c.  Pub- 
lished by  John  Lane  Company,  New 
York.) 

IT  is  a  little  difficult  to  tell  whether 
Theodore  Roberts'  latest  book, 
which  he  calls  "The  Red  Feathers,  a 
Story  of  Remarkable  Adventures  When 
the  World  Was  Young,"  is  a  book  for 
children  or  grownups.  In  any  case  it  is 
a  mightily  interesting  book  that  comes 
somewhere  between  an  Indian  story  and 
a  fairy  story.  The  chapters  form  a  con- 
tinuous tale,  and  yet  each  one  is  a  sep- 
arate story  such  as  might  be  told  around 
the  camp  fire  while  the  hunters  lay  at 
ease.  The  hero  of  the  book  is  the  good 
magician  Wise-as-a-she-zvolf ,  who,  be- 
cause of  his  good  works,  is  at  peace 
with  Gitclie  Manitou,  and  who  conse- 
quently has  much  more  power  than 
Bright  Robe,  the  black  magician  whose 
skill  is  used  only  to  work  the  people 
harm.  The  Indians  themselves  are  real 
Indians,  and  the  magic  that  forms  a 
part  of  their  daily  lives  is  the  kind  of 
magic  they  really  believed  in  when  they 
made  prayers  to  the  sun,  the  winds,  the 
frost  and  the  stars ;  when  they  believed 
that  giants  lived  in  the  north ;  that  gods 
moved  about  in  divers  shapes,  doing 
good  and  evil  as  their  natures  permitted 


them,  and  that  certain  wise  and  crafty 
men  acquired  a  knowledge  of  magic  and 
thereby  became  stronger  than  the 
greatest  warriors. 

The  style  of  the  book  is  that  of  the 
teller  of  detached  stories.  There  is  no 
especially  coherent  scheme  of  construc- 
tion, but  the  stories  are  told  joyously, 
as  they  might  be  told  night  after  night 
to  children  going  to  bed.  Sometimes 
there  is  a  phrase  so  beautiful  and  tender 
that  it  almost  hurts.  There  is  not  a  boy 
or  girl  who  would  not  love  "The  Red 
Feathers,"  and  the  chances  are  that  the 
book  would  be  surreptitiously  borrowed 
by  their  parents  "just  for  a  casual 
glance"  after  the  youngsters  had  gone 
to  bed.  ("The  Red  Feathers."  By 
Theodore  Roberts.  Illustrated  and  dec- 
orated by  Charles  Livingston  Bull.  325 
pages.  Price,  $1.50.  Published  by  L.  C. 
Page  &  Company,  Boston.) 

A  DELICATE  little  idyll  that  ex- 
tends from  the  times  "befo'  de 
wah"  to  the  present,  is  F.  Hopkinson 
Smith's  "Romance  of  an  Old-Fashioned 
Gentleman."  It  is  superfluous  to  say 
that  the  story  is  charmingly  told  and 
that  the  characters  who  greet  you  from 
its  pages  are  of  the  most  lovable  type. 
When  the  differences  between  North 
and  South  were  just  beginning  to  sim- 
mer, a  young  artist  painted  the  portrait 
of  a  beautiful  young  woman  whose  hus- 
band found  fault  with  the  way  he  had 
painted  it.  The  artist,  being  honest, 
and  very  much  in  love  with  the  young 
woman,  went  away.  Both  the  severe 
and  elderly  husband  and  the  charming 
young  wife  died  soon  after  the  war,  and 
the  artist,  after  long  years  abroad  and 
the  winning  of  much  fame,  becomes  the 
best  friend  of  their  son,  who  was  a  little 
child  when  the  portrait,  upon  which  the 
whole  story  hangs,  was  painted.  It  is  a 
charming  and  tender  romance  with  an 
undercurrent  of  pathos  through  it  all, 
and  it  is  presented  with  illustrations  by 

369 


NOTES  AND  REVIEWS 


A.  I.  Keller  that  show  a  sympathetic 
understanding  of  Mr.  Smith's  own  idea 
of  his  characters.  ("The  Romance  of 
an  Old-Fashioned  Gentleman."  By  F. 
Hopkinson  Smith.  Illustrated.  213 
pages.  Price,  $1.50.  Published  by 
Charles  Scribner's  Sons,   New  York.) 

EVERY  lover  of  Hans  Christian 
Andersen — that  is  to  say,  every 
child  of  few  or  many  years  who  has 
wandered  with  him  in  fairyland  and 
learned  under  his  guidance  to  come 
closer  to  the  unseen  spirits  of  Nature 
— will  welcome  with  joy  Paul  Har- 
boe's  new  book,  "A  Child's  Story  of 
Hans  Christian  Andersen."  The 
brilliant  young  Norwegian  writer  of 
short  stories,  who  died  only  a  few 
months  ago  at  the  very  threshold  of 
what  promised  to  be  great  achieve- 
ment, has  written  for  children,  with 
all  the  love  of  a  man  of  the  north 
and  all  the  understanding  of  a  poet, 
about  the  intimate  life  and  character- 
istics of  the  beloved  Danish  story- 
teller. 

The  book  is  written  so  simply  that 
any  child  old  enough  to  read  Ander- 
sen's own  fairy  stories  would  under- 
stand and  enjoy  it,  and  yet  it  is  a 
book  whose  appeal  to  older  people 
is  that  of  a  most  sympathetic  biogra- 
phy. The  tale  of  Andersen's  early 
life,  especially,  is  delightfully  told, 
with  many  anecdotes  showing  the 
early  hardships  and  also  the  many 
happinesses  of  his  life  as  a  child. 
The  whole  keynote  of  his  character, 
as  boy  and  man,  is  given  in  one  para- 
graph toward  the  end  of  the  book, 
where  his  biographer  says :  "The 
nature  of  his  wonderful  success,  of 
his  world-wide  fame,  never  tainted 
his  heart  with  arrogance.  In  hours 
when  the  praises  and  rewards  of 
men  raised  him  to  the  glory  of  a 
king,  in  hours  of  triumph,  his  in- 
most thoughts   were   with   his    Crea- 


tor, his  divine  protector.  'If  I  have 
wrought  good,'  he  said,  'God's  alone 
be  the  glory,  and  may  I  never  write 
down  a  single  word  that  I  shall  not 
be  able  to  account  for  to  him !' " 
("A  Child's  Story  of  Hans  Christian 
Andersen."  By  Paul  Harboe.  Il- 
lustrated. 278  pages.  Price,  $1.50. 
Published  by  Duffield  &  Company, 
New  York.) 

MANY  people  write  stories  for 
children,  but  few  come  so  close 
to  a  child's  point  of  view  as  does 
Mrs.  Jasmine  Stone  Van  Dresser  in 
her  charming  little  book,  "How  to 
Find  Happyland."  The  secret  of 
Mrs.  Van  Dresser's  insight  into 
child  nature  is  told  in  the  dedication 
to  her  own  little  boy,  for  whom  the 
stories  were  written — not  told,  as 
inventions  of  the  moment,  but  lov- 
ingly written  out  during  his  baby- 
hood and  laid  away  in  a  drawer  until 
the  little  chap  should  be  old  enough 
to  hear  them  and  understand.  There 
is  every  healthy  appeal  to  a  child's 
fancy  in  this  book,  without  any  of 
the  grewsome  or  undesirable  ele- 
ments that  rouse  such  serious  ques- 
tion as  to  the  effect  of  the  old  folk- 
lore which  now  lives  in  the  form  of 
fairy  stories  for  children.  There  is 
no  obvious  moral  conveyed  in  the 
finding  of  Happyland.  and  yet  each 
little  tale,  such  as  "How  a  Foolish 
Wolf  Learned  to  be  Satisfied,"  "The 
Princess's  Looking-glass,"  or  "The 
Thirteen  Jeweled  Letters,"  carries 
one  of  those  subtle  lessons,  that, 
when  told  in  such  a  way,  becomes 
naturally  and  easily  a  part  of  the 
development  of  a  child's  character. 
No  better  holiday  book  has  appeared 
this  year  than  "How  to  Find  Hap- 
pyland," and  the  pictures  scattered 
liberally  through  it  are  evidences  of 
as  great  understanding  of  children 
as  the  stories  themselves.     They  are 
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nearly  all  colored  and,  without  being 
fantastic,  they  are  the  most  "fairy- 
ish"  things  that  can  be  imagined. 
Anyone  who  will  look  back  into  his 
own  childhood  and  remember  his 
own  dreams  about  the  way  fairies 
looked  and  what  they  did,  will  find 
all  his  delightful  imaginings  sketched 
out  for  him  in  the  illustrations  of 
this  most  rememberable  little  book. 
("How  to  Find  Happyland,  a  Book 
of  Children's  Stories."  By  Jasmine 
Stone  Van  Dresser.  Illustrated  by 
Florence  E.  Storer.  122  pages. 
Price,  $2.00.  Published  by  G.  P. 
Putnam's  Sons,  New  York  and  Lon- 
don.) 

TWO  more  dainty  little  leather- 
bound  volumes  have  been  added 
to  the  Caxton  Thin  Paper  Classics.  One 
is  that  unforgetable  picture  of  the 
Renaissance,  "The  Autobiography  of 
Benvenuto  Cellini."  To  any  one  who 
has  read  it  no  comment  is  necessary, 
except  that  it  is  a  joy  to  have  the  book 
compressed  within  sufficiently  small 
compass  to  be  carried  easily  in  the 
pocket.  If  any  one  is  unfortunate 
enough  not  to  have  read  it,  some  kind 
friend  ought  to  give  him  this  little  thin- 
leaved  limp  leather  bound  volume  as  a 
Christmas  gift. 

Another  book  of  the  same  series  is 
"Early  Italian  Poets,"  translated  by 
Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti.  The  most 
notable  Italian  poems  from  Ciullo 
D'Alcamo  to  Dante  Alighieri,  that  is, 
covering  the  period  from  iioo  to  1300, 
are  given  in  the  original  meters,  to- 
gether with  Dante's  "Vita  Nuova." 
The  translations  blend  all  the  spirit  of 
the  old  Italian  poets  with  the  spirit  of 
Rossetti,  and  the  publication  of  the  book 
in  this  form  will  be  warmly  welcomed. 
("The  Autobiography  of  Benvenuto 
Cellini."  Translated  by  Thomas  Ros- 
coe  and  illustrated  with  photogravure 
portrait.     571  pages.     Price.  $1.25  net. 


"Early  Italian  Poets."  By  Dante  Ga- 
briel Rossetti.  Illustrated  by  photo- 
gravure portrait.  338  pages.  Price, 
$1.25  net.  Both  published  by  Charles 
Scribner's  Sons,  New  York.) 

O  EARCHERS  for  gift  books  for  the 
^  holidays  might  well  pause  to  glance 
through  "Sonnets  to  Duse  and  Other 
Poems,"  by  Sara  Teasdale.  The  first 
part  of  the  book  is  entirely  given  up  to 
enthusiastic  sonnets  to  Eleonora  Duse, 
and  the  remainder  to  poems  and  sonnets 
on  various  other  subjects.  There  is  a 
good  deal  of  delicate  poetic  quality  in 
all  these  poems,  and  the  strain  of  music, 
though  not  inevitably  compelling,  is 
sweet.  The  book  is  illustrated  with  a 
number  of  pictures  of  Duse  and  is  pub- 
lished in  verj'  attractive  form.  ("Son- 
nets to  Duse  and  Other  Poems."  By 
Sara  Teasdale.  44  pages.  Illustrated. 
Price,  $1.00.  Published  by  The  Poet 
Lore  Company,  Boston.) 

A  LITTLE  book  that  sets  out  to  be 
original,  yet  is  hardly  likely  to 
create  any  conflagration  in  either  the 
North  or  East  Rivers,  is  "The  Lovers' 
Club,"  by  Philetus  Brown.  It  begins 
with  the  establishment  of  a  school  for 
lovers.  A  certain  number  of  people 
form  a  club  and  are  lectured  to  by  an 
attractive  young  woman  who  is  the 
originator  and  president  of  the  club. 
The  others  all  give  their  experience, 
and  there  is  much  philosophizing  on  the 
nature  of  love  and  some  of  its  penalties. 
It  is  a  book  in  which  a  series  of  anec- 
dotes are  woven  together  with  a  thin 
thread  of  moralizing,  and  it  might  serve 
to  while  awav  an  othenvise  idle  half- 
hour.  ("The 'Lovers'  Club."  By  Phi- 
letus Brown.  155  pages.  Published  by 
The  Old  Greek  Press,  New  York.) 

MANY  people  who  enjoy  pleasant 
stories  are  already  familiar  with 
the  tales  by  Winfield  Scott  Moody  that 
have  now  been  gathered  into  book  form 
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under  the  title  of  "The  Pickwick 
Ladle."  The  stories  are  nothing  start- 
ling, just  the  adventures  of  a  pair  of 
young  collectors  who  are  enthusiastic 
enough  to  find  their  biggest  thrills  in 
the  possession  or  the  loss  of  a  roseback 
plate,  a  black  hawthorn  jar,  a  sideboard, 
a  set  of  china,  or  the  Pickwick  ladle 
itself.  Of  course  the  stories  merely 
hinge  on  this  passion  for  collecting,  and 
many  other  incidents  are  woven  in  to 
give  the  element  of  romance  .  It  is  one 
of  the  pleasant  books  of  the  year,  and 
will  be  read  with  pleasure  by  many  peo- 
ple, but  it  is  hardly  likely  to  outlast  the 
season.  ("The  Pickwick  Ladle  and 
Other  Collector's  Stories."  By  Winfield 
Scott  Moody.  Illustrated.  276  pages. 
Price,  $1.50.  Published  by  Charles 
Scribner's  Sons,  New  York.) 

AN  historical  novel  which  shows 
much  research  and  understanding 
of  the  Greek  point  of  view  is  entitled 
"A  Victor  of  Salamis."  It  is  written 
by  William  Stearns  Davis,  the  author 
of  several  historical  novels  dealing 
with  the  ancient  world,  and  is  interest- 
ing in  plot  as  well  as  readable  in  style, 
although  the  impression  it  gives  of  the 
times  is  a  bit  shadowy. 

To  write  a  tale  of  ancient  Greece 
that  would  give  the  reader  the  feeling 
that  it  must  have  been  written  by  a 
Greek  is  a  task  to  be  accomplished 
only  once  in  a  great  while.  Even  Sien- 
kiewicz,  whose  Polish  trilogy  was  so 
tremendously  vital  and  convincing,  lost 
his  grip  on  real  life  when  he  wrote 
"Quo  Vadis."  "A  Victor  of  Salamis" 
is  as  interesting  in  its  way  as  "Quo 
Vadis"  and  gives  the  same  impression 


of  exhaustive  learning  in  all  that  per- 
tains to  the  period,  but  also  the  char- 
acters convey  the  same  impression  of 
figures  in  a  magic  lantern  moving 
across  a  screen.  ("A  Victor  of  Sa- 
lamis. A  Tale  of  Xerxe^,  Leonidas 
and  Themistocles,"  by  William  Stearns 
Davis.  450  pages.  Price,  $1.50.  Pub- 
lished by  MacMillan  &  Company,  New 
York.) 

MR.  Ralph  Waldo  Trine  is  a 
gentle  and  fervent  mystic  whose 
books  have  appealed  to  a  very 
numerous  class  of  readers.  Written 
with  religious  enthusiasm  and  in  sim- 
ple, often  eloquent,  English,  and  put- 
ting forth  platitudes  with  the  air  of  one 
who  has  made  new  and  important  dis- 
coveries, they  require  no  very  serious 
mental  exertion  on  the  part  of  the 
reader.  In  his  latest  book,  "In  the  Fire 
of  the  Heart,"  Mr.  Trine  has  entered 
upon  the  domain  of  politico-social  dis- 
cussion and  kept  his  "New  Thought" 
philosophy  well  in  the  background.  He 
deals  with  the  great  problems  of  social 
unrest — the  idle  rich,  the  suffering 
poor,  child  labor,  corrupt  poHtics  and 
so  on ;  citing  "authorities"  whose  reli- 
ability is  not  always  certain.  He  out- 
lines a  social  programme  which  in- 
cludes municipal  ownership,  direct 
nominations,  the  initiative  and  referen- 
dum, and  other  familiar  reforms.  The 
book  will  doubtless  interest  a  large 
number  of  persons,  but  should  not  be 
too  literally  accepted.  ("In  the  Fire  of 
the  Heart."  By  Ralph  Waldo  Trine. 
336  pages.  Price,  $1.50.  Published  by 
McClure,  Phillips  &  Companv,  New 
York.) 
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